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PREFACE 

Le  Lys  dans  la  Vallée  has  considérable  importance  in 
the  history  of  Balzac's  books,  and  not  a  little  in  that 
of  his  life,  independently  of  its  intrinsic  merit.  It 
brought  on  a  lawsuit  between  him  and  the  Revue  de 
Paris,  in  which  the  greater  part  of  it  was  published, 
and  in  which  he  refused  to  complète  it.  As  the  actual 
suit  was  decided  in  his  favour,  his  légal  justification  is 
not  matter  of  dispute,  and  his  adversaries  put  themselves 
hopelessly  in  the  wrong  by  reviewing  the  termination  of 
the  book,  when  it  appeared  elsewhere,  in  a  strain  of 
virulent  but  clumsy  ridicule.  As  to  where  the  right  or 
wrong  lay,  independent  of  questions  of  pure  law  on  one 
side  and  pure  taste  on  the  other,  it  is  not  so  easy  to 
corne  to  any  conclusion.  Balzac  published  an  elaborate 
justification  of  his  own  conduct,  which  does  not  now 
appear  with  the  book,  but  may  be  found,  by  any  one 
who  is  curious,  among  the  rejected  préfaces  which  fill 
a  large  part  of  the  twenty-second  volume  (the  third  of 
the  Œuvres  Diverses)  of  his  Works.  It  is  exceedingly 
long,  not  by  any  means  temperate,  and  so  confused  that 
it  is  difficult  to  make  head  or  tail  of  it.  What  is  clear 
is  that  the  parties  went  on  the  dangerous  and  unsatis- 
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factory  plan  of  neither  complète  performance  of  the 
work  before  payment  nor  complète  payment  before- 
hand,  but  of  a  per  contra  account,  the  author  drawing 
money  as  he  wanted  it,  and  sending  in  copy  as  he  could 
or  chose.  Balzac  seems  to  allow  that  he  got  into 
arrears,  contending  that  if  he  paid  those  arrears  the 
rest  of  the  work  was  his  own  property.  But  there  were 
complicating  disagreements  in  référence  to  a  simul- 
taneous  publication  at  St.  Petersburg  ;  and,  on  the 
whole,  we  may  fairly  conclude  in  the  not  very  original 
terms  of  cfaults  on  both  sides.'  The  affair,  however, 
evidently  gave  him  much  annoyance,  and  seems  to  hâve 
brought  him  into  some  discrédit. 

The  other  point  of  personal  interest  is  that  Madame 
de  Mortsauf  is  very  generally  said  to  represent  Madame 
de  Berny,  his  early  friend,  and  his  first  instructress  in 
aristocratie  ways.  Although  there  are  strong  expressions 
of  affection  in  his  letters  with  regard  to  this  lady,  who 
died  early  in  his  career,  they  do  not  definitely  indicate 
what  is  commonly  called  love.  But  the  whole  scenery 
and  atmosphère  of  Le  Lys  dans  la  Vallée  are  those  of  his 
own  early  haunts.  Frapesle,  which  is  so  often  men- 
tioned,  was  the  home  of  another  platonic  friend,  Madame 
Zulma  Carraud,  and  there  is  much  in  the  early  expéri- 
ences of  Félix  de  Vandenesse  which  has  nearly  as  personal 
a  touch  as  that  of  Louis  Lambert  itself. 

Dismissing  this,  we  may  corne  to  the  book  itself. 
Balzac  took  so  much  interest  in  it — indeed,  the  personal 
throb  may  be  felt  throughout — that  he  departed  (accord- 
ing  to  his  own  account,  for  the  second  time  only)  from 
his  rule  of  not  answering  criticism.  This  was  in  regard 
to  a  very  remarkable  article  of  M.  Hippolyte  Castillès  (to 
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be  found  in  M.  de  Lovenjoul's  invaluable  bibliography, 
as  is  the  answering  letter  in  the  Œuvres  Diverses)^ 
reflecting  upon  the  rather  pagan  and  materialist 
*  résurrection  of  the  flesh  '  in  Madame  de  Mortsauf  on 
her  deathbed.  His  plea  that  it  was  the  disease  not  the 
person,  though  possessing  a  good  deal  of  physiological 
force,  is  psychologically  rather  weak,  and  might  hâve 
been  made  much  stronger.  Indeed  this  scène,  though 
shocking  and  disconcerting  to  weak  brethren,  is  not 
merely  the  strongest  in  the  novel,  but  one  of  the 
strongest  in  Balzac's  works.  There  is  farther  to  be 
noted  in  the  book  a  quaint  delineation,  in  the  personage 
of  M.  de  Mortsauf,  of  a  kind  of  conjugal  torment 
which,  as  a  rule,  is  rather  borne  by  husbands  at  the 
hands  of  wives  than  vice  versa.  The  behaviour  of  the 
c  lily's  '  husband,  sudden  rages  and  ail,  is  exactly  that  of 
a  shrewish  and  valetudinarian  woman. 

This,  however,  and  some  minor  matters,  may  be  left 
to  the  reader  to  find  out  and  appreciate.  The  most 
interesting  point,  and  the  most  debateable,  is  the 
character  of  the  heroine  with,  in  a  lesser  degree,  that 
of  the  hero.  Of  M.  Félix  de  Vandenesse  it  is  not 
necessary  to  say  very  much,  because  that  capital  letter 
from  Madame  de  Manerville  (one  of  the  very  best 
things  that  Balzac  ever  wrote,  and  exhibiting  a  sharp- 
ness  and  précision  of  mère  writing  which  he  too 
frequently  lacked)  does  fair,  though  not  complète  justice 
on  the  young  man.  The  lady,  who  was  not  a  model  of 
excellence  herself,  perhaps  did  not  perceive — for  it  does 
not  seem  to  hâve  been  in  her  nature  to  conceal  it 
through  kindness — that  he  was  not  only,  as  she  tells 
him,    wanting    in    tact,    but    also    wanting,    and    that 
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execrably,  in  taste.  M.  de  Vandenesse,  I  thinlc,  ranks 
in  Balzac's  list  of  good  heroes  ;  at  any  rate  he  saves  him 
later  from  a  fate  which  he  rather  richly  deserved,  and 
introduces  him  honourably  in  other  places.  But  he  was 
not  a  nice  young  man.  His  '  pawing  '  and  timid 
advances  on  Madame  de  Mortsauf,  and  his  effusive 
c  kissing  and  telling  '  in  référence  to  Lady  Dudley,  both 
smack  of  the  worst  sides  of  Rousseau  :  they  deserve  not 
so  much  moral  reprehension  as  physical  kicking.  It  is 
no  wonder  that  Madeleine  de  Mortsauf  turned  a  cold 
shoulder  on  him  ;  and  it  is  an  addition  to  his  demerits 
that  he  seems  to  hâve  thought  her  unjust  in  doing  so. 

As  for  the  c  lily  '  we  corne  once  more  to  one  of  those 
ineradicable  différences  between  French  and  English 
taste — one  of  those  moral  fosses  not  to  be  filled  which 
answer  to  the  physical  Channel.  I  hâve  said  that  I  do 
not  think  the  last  scène  unnatural,  or  even  répulsive  :  it 
is  pretty  true,  and  rather  terrible,  and  where  truth  and 
terror  are  there  is  seldom  disgust.  But,  elsewhere,  for 
ail  her  technical  purity,  her  shudderings,  and  the  rest 
of  it,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that,  without  insular 
narrowness  or  prudery,  one  may  find  Madame  de 
Mortsauf  a  little  rancid,  a  little  like  stale  cold  cream  of 
roses.  And  if  it  is  insular  narrowness  and  prudery  so 
to  find  her,  let  us  thank  God  for  a  narrowness  which 
yet  leaves  room  for  Cleopatra,  for  Beatrix  Esmond,  and 
for  Becky  Sharp.  I  should  myself  hâve  thought 
Madame  de  Mortsauf  a  person  of  bad  taste  in  caring  at 
ail  for  such  a  créature  as  Félix.  But  if  she  did  care, 
I  should  hâve  thought  better  of  her  for  pitching  her  cap 
over  the  very  highest  mill  in  her  care  for  him,  than  for 
this  fulsome  hankering,  this  CI  would,   but   dare   not' 
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platonism.  Still,  others  may  think  differently,  and  that 
the  book  is  a  very  powerful  book  they  cannot  hold  more 
distinctly  than  I  do. 

Some  bibliographical  détails  about  Le  Lys  hâve  been 
anticipated  above.  It  need  only  be  added  that  the 
appearances  in  the  Revue  de  Paris  were  in  the  numbers 
for  November  and  December  1835,  and  that  the  book 
was  published  by  Werdet  in  June  of  next  year.  The 
date  of  the  Envoi  (afterwards  removed),  August  8,  1827, 
may  hâve  some  biographical  interest.  Charpentier 
republished  the  book  in  a  slightly  différent  form  in 
1839,  and,  five  years  later,  it  was  installed  in  the 
Comédie. 

G.  S. 

Note. —  It  may  be  barely  necessary  for  me  to  protect  myself 
and  the  translator  from  a  possible  charge  of  mistaking  Lilium 
candidum  for  Con'vallarïa  majalis.  The  French  for  our  '  lily-of- 
the-valley'  is,  of  course,  muguet.  But  '  Lily  in  the  Valley' 
would  inevitably  sound  in  England  like  a  worse  mistake,  or  a 
tasteless  variation  on  a  consecrated  phrase.  And  'Lily  of  the 
Valley  '  meets  the  real  sensé  well. 


THE  LILY  OF  THE  VALLEY 

To  Monsieur  f.  B.  Nacquart 
Member  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Médiane 

Dear  Doctor^ — Hère  is  one  of  the  most  highly 
wrought  stones  of  the  second  story  of  a  literary 
édifice  that  is  being  slowly  and  laboriously  con- 
structed  ;  I  wish  to  set  your  name  here^  as  much 
to  thank  the  physician  who  once  saved  my  life  as  to 
do  honour  to  the  friend  ofevery  day. 

De  Balzac. 

To  Madame  la  Comtesse  Natalie  de  Manerville 

4I  yield  to  your  wish.  It  is  the  privilège  of  the 
woman  whom  we  love  more  than  she  loves  us  that  she 
can  at  any  moment  make  us  forget  the  laws  of  good 
sensé.  To  spare  ourselves  the  sight  of  a  wrinkle  on 
your  brow,  to  dissipate  a  pout  on  your  lips — which  so 
small  a  contradiction  saddens — we  work  miracles  to 
annihilate  distance,  we  give  our  blood,  we  mortgage  the 
future. 

4  You,  to-day,  want  my  past  :  hère  it  is.  But  under- 
stand  this,  Natalie  ;  to  obey  you  I  hâve  had  to  trample 
under  foot  a  répugnance  I  never  before  hâve  conquered. 
Why  must  you  be  suspicious  of  the  long  and  sudden 
rêveries  which  corne  over  me  when  I  am  happiest  ? 
Why  show  the  pretty  tempers  of  a  woman  beloved 
because   I  fall  silent  ?     Could   you    not   play  with   the 
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contrasts  of  my  nature  without  knowing  their  causes  ? 
Hâve  you  in  your  heart  secrets  which  must  hâve  mine 
to  gain  absolution  ? 

cWell,  you  hâve  guessed  rightly,  Natalie,  and  it  is 
better  perhaps  that  you  should  know  everything  :  yes, 
my  life  is  overshadowed  by  a  phantom  ;  it  asserts  it- 
self  vaguely  at  the  least  word  that  evokes  it  ;  it  often 
hovers  over  me  unbidden.  I  hâve,  buried  within  my 
soûl,  astounding  memories,  like  those  marine  growths 
which  may  be  seen  in  calm  waters,  and  which  the 
surges  of  the  storm  fling  in  fragments  on  the  shore. 

I  Though  the  travail  needed  for  the  utterance  of  ideas 
has  controlled  the  old  émotions  which  hurt  me  so  much 
when  they  are  suddenly  aroused,  if  there  should  be  in 
this  confession  any  outbreaks  that  offend  you,  remember 
that  you  threatened  me  in  case  of  disobedience,  and  do 
not  punish  me  for  having  obliged  you. 

I I  only  wish  my  confidence  might  increase  your 
tenderness  twofold. 

'Till  this  evening.  Félix.' 

To  what  genius  fed  on  tears  may  we  some  day  owe 
the  most  touching  elegy — the  picture  of  the  tortures 
suffered  in  silence  by  soûls  whose  roots,  while  still 
tender,  find  nothing  but  hard  pebbles  in  the  soil  of  home, 
whose  earliest  blossoms  are  rent  by  the  hands  of  hâte, 
whose  flowers  are  frost-bitten  as  soon  as  they  open  ? 
What  poet  will  tell  of  the  sorrows  of  the  child  whose 
lips  suck  the  milk  of  bitterness,  whose  smiles  are  checked 
by  the  scorching  fire  of  a  stern  eye  ?  The  fiction  that 
should  depict  thèse  poor  crushed  hearts,  down-trodden 
by  those  who  are  placed  about  them  to  encourage  the 
development  of  their  feelings,  would  be  the  true  story  of 
my  childhood. 

What  vanities  could  I,  a  new-born  babe,  hâve  fretted  ? 
What    moral    or    physical    deformity    earned    me    my 
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mother's  coldness  ?  Was  I  the  offspring  of  duty,  a 
child  whose  birth  is  fortuitous,  or  one  whose  existence 
is  a  standing  reproach  ? 

Sent  to  be  nursed  in  the  country  and  forgotten  by  my 
parents  for  three  years,  when  I  returned  to  my  father's 
house  I  counted  for  so  little  that  I  had  to  endure  the 
pity  of  the  servants.  I  know  not  to  what  feeling  nor  to 
what  happy  chance  I  owed  it  that  I  was  able  to  rally 
after  this  first  disaster  ;  as  a  child  I  did  not  understand, 
and  as  a  man  I  do  not  know.  My  brother  and  my  two 
sisters,  far  from  mitigating  my  fate,  amused  themselves 
by  tormenting  me.  The  mutual  compact,  in  virtue  of 
which  children  hide  each  other's  peccadilloes  and  learn 
an  infant  code  of  honour,  was  null  and  void  as  regarded 
me  ;  nay  more,  I  often  found  myself  in  disgrâce  for  my 
brother's  misdeeds,  with  no  power  of  appeal  against  the 
injustice  ;  was  it  that  insidious  self-interest,  of  which  a 
germ  exists  even  in  children,  prompted  them  to  add  to 
the  persécution  that  weighed  on  me,  so  as  to  win  the 
good  grâces  of  the  mother  whom  they  feared  no  less  ? 
Was  it  the  resuit  of  their  imitative  instinct  ?  Was  it  a 
désire  to  try  their  power,  or  a  lack  of  fellow-feeling  ? 
Ail  thèse  causes  combined  perhaps  to  deprive  me  of  the 
comfort  of  brotherly  kindness.  Cut  off  already  from 
ail  affection,  I  could  love  nothing,  and  Nature  had  madt 
me  loving  !  Is  there  an  angel  who  collécts  the  sïghs  of 
such  ever-repressed  feeling  ?  If  misprized  sentiments 
turn  to  hatred  in  some  soûls,  in  mine  they  became  con- 
centrated,  and  wore  a  channel  from  whence  at  a  later 
date  they  gushed  into  my  life.  In  some  characters  the 
habit  of  shrinking  relaxes  every  fibre,  and  gives  rise  to 
fear;  and  fear  reduces  us  to  perpétuai  subjection. 
Hence  proceeds  a  weakness  which  debases  a  man  and 
gives  him  an  indescribable  taint  of  servility. 

But  this  constant  torment  gave  me  the  habit  of 
exerting  a  force  which  increased  with  exercise,  and  pre- 
disposed  my  soûl  to  moral  fortitude.      Always  on  the 
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lookout  for  some  new  misery,  as  martyrs  expect  a  fresh 
blow,  my  whole  being  must  hâve  expressed  a  gloomy 
déjection  which  stifled  ail  the  grâces  and  impulses  of 
childhood,  a  condition  which  was  regarded  as  a  symptom 
of  idiocy,  justifying  my  mother's  ominous  prognostics. 
A  sensé  of  this  injustice  gave  rise  in  my  spirit  to  a 
prématuré  feeling  of  pride,  the  outcome  of  reason,  which, 
no  doubt,  was  a  check  on  the  evil  disposition  fostered  by 
such  a  manner  of  éducation. 

Though  completely  neglected  by  my  mother,  I  was 
occasionally  the  cause  of  some  scruples  in  her  mind  ;  she 
sometimes  talked  of  my  learning  something,  and 
expressed  a  purpose  of  teaching  me  ;  then  I  shuddered 
miserably  at  the  thought  of  the  anguish  of  daily  contact 
with  her.  I  blessed  my  deserted  loneliness,  and  was 
happy  in  being  left  in  the  garden  to  play  with  pebbles, 
watch  the  insects,  and  gaze  at  the  blue  sky. 

Though  isolation  made  me  dreamy,  my  love  of  médi- 
tation had  its  rise  in  an  incident  which  will  give  you  an 
idea  of  my  first  woes.  I  was  so  entirely  overlooked 
that  the  governess  often  forgot  to  put  me  to  bed.  One 
evening,  peacefully  sitting  under  a  fig-tree,  I  was 
looking  at  a  star  with  the  passionate  curiosity  known  to 
children,  to  which,  in  me,  precocious  melancholy  gave 
a  sort  of  sentimental  intuition.  My  sisters  were  playing 
and  shouting  ;  I  heard  the  remote  clatter  like  an  accom- 
paniment  to  my  thoughts.  The  noise  presently  ceased  ; 
night  fell.  By  chance  my  mother  noticed  my  absence. 
To  avert  a  scolding,  our  governess,  a  certain  terrible 
Mademoiselle  Caroline,  justified  my  mother's  affected 
fears  by  declaring  that  I  had  a  horror  of  home  ;  that  if 
she  had  not  watched  me  narrowly,  I  should  hâve  run 
away  before  then  ;  that  I  was  not  weak  of  intellect,  but 
sly  ;  that  of  ail  the  children  she  had  ever  had  care  of, 
she  had  never  known  one  whose  disposition  was  so  vile 
as  mine. 

She  then  pretended  to  search  for  me,  and  called  me  ; 
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I  replied  ;  she  came  to  the  fig-tree  where  she  knew  that 
I  was. 

4  What  hâve  you  been  doing  hère  ?  '  she  asked. 

*I  was  looking  at  a  star.' 

4  You  were  not  looking  at  a  star,'  cried  my  mother, 
who  was  listening  from  her  balcony,  'as  if  a  child  of 
your  âge  could  know  anything  of  astronomy  !  ' 

1  Oh,  Madame,'  cried  Mademoiselle  Caroline,  '  he 
turned  on  the  tap  of  the  cistern,  the  garden  is  flooded  !  ' 

There  was  a  great  commotion.  My  sisters  had 
amused  themselves  with  turning  the  tap  to  see  the 
water  flow  ;  but,  startled  by  a  spurt  sideways  that  had 
wetted  them  ail  over,  they  lost  their  head,  and  fled 
without  turning  the  water  off  again.  Accused  and  con- 
victed  of  having  devised  this  pièce  of  mischief,  and  of 
lying  when  I  asserted  my  innocence,  I  was  severelv 
punished.  But,  worst  of  ail,  I  was  mocked  at  for  my 
love  of  star-gazing,  and  my  mother  forbade  my  staying 
in  the  garden  in  the  evening. 

Tyrannical  prohibitions  give  zest  to  a  passion,  even 
more  in  children  than  in  men  ;  children  hâve  the 
advantage  of  thinking  of  nothing  else  but  the  forbidden 
thing,  which  then  becomes  irresistibly  fascinating.  So  I 
was  often  caned  for  my  star.  Unable  to  confide  my 
woes  to  any  human  being,  I  told  my  griefs  to  the  star 
in  that  exquisite  internai  warbling  by  which  a  child  lisps 
its  first  ideas  as  he  has  already  lisped  his  first  words. 
At  the  âge  of  twelve,  a  boy  at  school,  I  still  contem- 
plated  it  with  a  sensé  of  unspeakable  rapture,  so  deep 
are  the  marks  set  on  the  heart  by  the  impressions 
received  in  the  dawn  of  life. 

My  brother  Charles,  five  years  my  senior,  was  not 
less  handsome  as  a  child  than  he  is  as  a  man  ;  he  was 
my  father's  favourite,  my  mother's  darling,  the  hope  of 
the  family,  and  consequently  the  king  of  the  household. 
Well  made  and  strong,  he  had  a  tutor.  I,  frail  and 
sickly,  was  sent,  at  the  âge  of  five,  to  a  day-school   in 
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the  town,  whither  I  was  taken  in  the  morning  by  my 
father's  valet,  who  fetched  me  home  in  the  afternoon. 
I  took  my  midday  meal  in  a  basket  but  scantily  filled, 
while  my  comrades  brought  ample  supplies.  This 
contrast  of  my  necessity  with  their  abundance  was  the 
source  of  much  sufFering.  The  famous  rillettes  and 
rtllons  of  Tours  (a  kind  of  sausage  méat)  formed  the 
larger  part  of  our  midday  luncheon,  between  breakfast 
in  the  morning  and  late  dinner  at  the  hour  of  our 
return  home.  This  préparation,  highly  prized  by  some 
epicures,  is  rarely  seen  at  Tours  on  any  genteel  table  ; 
though  I  may  hâve  heard  of  it  before  going  to  school,  I 
had  never  been  so  happy  as  to  see  the  brown  confection 
spread  on  a  slice  of  bread  for  my  own  eating  ;  but  even 
if  it  had  not  been  a  fashionable  dainty  at  school,  my 
longing  for  it  would  hâve  been  no  less  eager,  for  it  had 
become  a  fixed  idea  in  my  brain,  just  as  the  stews  con- 
cocted  by  her  porter's  wife  inspired  a  longing  in  one  of 
the  most  élégant  of  Paris  duchesses,  who,  being  a  woman, 
gratified  her  fancy. 

Children  can  read  such  a  longing  in  each  other's  eyes 
just  as  you  can  read  love  :  thenceforth  I  was  a  standing 
laughing-stock.  My  school-fellows,  almost  ail  of  the 
shopkeeper  class,  would  corne  to  display  their  excellent 
rillettes^  and  ask  me  if  I  knew  how  they  were  made, 
where  they  were  sold,  and  why  I  had  none.  They 
would  smack  their  lips  as  they  praised  their  rillonsy  frag- 
ments of  pork  fried  in  their  own  fat  and  looking  like 
boiled  truffles  ;  they  took  stock  of  my  basket,  and 
finding  only  Olivet  cheeses  or  dried  fruit,  struck  me 
dumb  by  saying,  'Why,  you  hâve  nothing  at  ail  !  '  in  a 
way  that  taught  me  to  estimate  the  différence  made 
between  my  brcther  and  myself. 

This  comparison  of  my  own  misery  with  the  good 
fortune  of  others  dashed  the  roses  of  my  childhood  and 
blighted  my  blossoming  youth.  The  first  time  that  I, 
taken  in  by  a  semblance  of  generosity,  put  out  my  hand 
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to  take  the  longed-for  treat  from  a  hypocrite  who  offered 
it,  the  boy  snatched  it  away,  raising  a  shout  of  laughter 
among  the  others  who  were  aware  of  the  practical 
joke. 

If  the  loftiest  minds  are  accessible  to  vanity,  we  may 
surely  pardon  a  child  for  crying  when  he  finds  himself 
despised  and  made  game  of.  Treated  thus,  most  children 
would  become  greedy,  sneaking,  and  mean.  To  avoid 
persécution,  I  fought  my  foes  ;  the  courage  of  despair 
made  me  formidable,  but  I  was  detested,  and  remained 
without  defence  against  treachery.  One  evening,  as  I 
left  school,  a  handkerchief,  tightly  rolled  and  full  of 
stones,  struck  me  on  the  back.  When  the  valet,  who 
avenged  me  amply,  told  my  mother  about  it,  she  only 
said — 

4  That  dreadful  child  will  never  be  anything  but  a 
trouble  to  us  !  ' 

I  then  suffered  the  most  misérable  distrust  of  myself, 
discerning  at  school  the  same  repulsion  as  was  felt  for  me 
by  my  family.  I  was  thrown  in  on  myself  at  school 
and  at  home.  A  second  fall  of  snow  checked  the 
blossoming  of  the  germs  sown  in  my  soûl.  Those 
who  were  loved  were,  I  saw,  sturdy  rascals  ;  with  this  I 
comforted  my  pride,  and  I  dwelt  alone.  Thus  there  was 
no  end  to  the  impossibility  of  pouring  out  the  feelings 
which  swelled  my  poor  little  heart.  Seeing  me  always 
alone,  hated  and  dejected,  the  master  confirmed  my 
parents'  unjust  notions  as  to  my  evil  nature. 

As  soon  as  I  could  read  and  write,  my  mother  had  me 
exiled  to  Pont-le-Voy,  a  school  managed  by  Oratorians, 
who  received  children  of  my  âge  into  a  class  designated 
as  that  of  the  Pas  latins  (Latin  steps),  which  also 
included  scholars  whose  defective  intelligence  had  pre- 
cluded  the  rudiments.  There  I  remained  for  eight 
years,  seeing  no  one,  and  leading  the  life  of  a  Pariah. 
And  this  was  why.  I  had  but  three  francs  a  month  for 
pocket-money,  a  sum  which  barely  sufHced  for  the  pens, 
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knives,  rulers,  ink  and  paper,  with  which  we  had  to 
provide  ourselves.  And  so,  being  unable  to  buy  stilts, 
or  ropes,  or  any  of  the  things  needed  for  school-boy 
amusements,  I  was  banished  from  every  game  ;  to  gain 
admittance  I  must  either  hâve  toadied  the  rich  or  hâve 
flattered  the  strong  boys  in  my  division.  Now  the  least 
idea  of  such  meanness,  which  children  so  often  drift  into, 
raised  my  gorge. 

I  used  to  sit  under  a  tree  reading  the  books  given  out 
to  us  once  a  month  by  the  librarian.  How  much 
anguish  lay  hidden  in  the  depths  of  this  unnatural  isola- 
tion, what  misery  this  désertion  caused  me  !  Imagine 
what  my  tender  soûl  must  hâve  felt  when,  at  the  first 
distribution  of  prizes,  I  was  awarded  the  two  most 
anxiously  looked  for — that  for  composition  and  that  for 
translation  !  When  I  went  up  to  the  platform  to 
receive  them,  in  the  midst  of  applause  and  cheers,  I  had 
neither  father  nor  mother  to  rejoice  with  me,  while  the 
room  was  full  of  my  comrades'  parents.  Instead  of 
kissing  the  visitor  who  distributed  the  prizes,  as  was 
usual,  I  threw  myself  on  his  breast  and  melted  into 
tears.  In  the  evening  I  brurnt  my  laurel  crowns  in  the 
stove.  The  other  boys'  parents  stayed  in  the  town  during 
the  week  of  examinations  preceding  the  prize-giving,  so 
that  my  school-fellows  went  off  next  morning  in  high 
glee  ;  while  I,  whose  parents  were  only  a  few  leagues 
away,  remained  at  school  with  the  '  Outre-mers^  a  name 
given  to  boys  whose  families  lived  in  the  islands  or 
abroad.  In  the  evening,  while  prayers  were  read,  the 
barbarous  little  wretches  would  boast  of  the  good 
dinners  they  had  had  at  home. 

You  will  see  that  my  misfortunes  went  on  growing  in 
proportion  to  the  circumference  of  the  social  sphères  in 
which  I  moved.  How  many  efforts  hâve  I  not  made  to 
invalidate  the  sentence  which  condemned  me  to  live  in 
myself  alone  !  How  many  hopes  long  cherished,  with  a 
thousand  soul-felt  aspirations,  hâve  been  destroyed  in  a 
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single  day  !  To  induce  my  parents  to  corne  to  the 
school,  I  wrote  them  letters  full  of  feeling,  rather 
emphatically  worded  perhaps — but  should  thèse  letters 
hâve  drawn  down  on  me  my  mother's  reproaches  and 
ironical  comments  on  my  style  ?  Still,  not  discouraged, 
I  promised  to  do  ail  my  parents  insisted  on  as  the  condi- 
tions of  a  visit  ;  I  implored  my  sisters'  aid,  writing  to 
them  on  their  name-days  and  birthdays  with  the 
punctuality  of  a  hapless,  deserted  child — but  with  vain 
persistency. 

As  the  day  for  prize-giving  approached,  I  made  my 
entreaties  more  urgent,  and  wrote  of  my  hopes  of 
success.  Deceived  by  my  parents'  silence,  I  expected 
them  with  exultant  hopes,  telling  my  school-fellows  that 
they  were  coming  ;  and  when,  as  family  parties  began 
to  arrive,  the  old  porter's  step  echoed  along  the  passages, 
I  felt  sick  with  anticipation.  But  the  old  man  never 
uttered  my  name. 

One  day  when  I  confessed  that  I  had  cursed  my 
existence,  the  priest  spoke  to  me  of  Heaven,  where  the 
palm  branch  grows  that  the  Saviour  promised  to  the 
Beau  qui  lugent.  So  in  preparing  for  my  first  communion, 
I  threw  myself  into  the  mystic  gulf  of  prayer,  bewitched 
by  religious  notions,  whose  spiritual  fairy  dreams  enchant 
the  youthful  mind.  Fired  with  eager  faith,  I  besought 
God  to  renew  in  my  favour  the  fascinating  miracles  of 
which  I  read  in  the  history  of  martyrs.  At  five  I  had 
gone  forth  to  a  star  ;  at  twelve  I  was  knocking  at  the 
door  of  the  sanctuary.  My  ecstasy  gave  rise  to  unutter- 
able  dreams  which  supplied  my  imagination,  gave 
fervour  to  my  tenderness,  and  strengthened  my  thinking 
powers.  I  often  ascribed  thèse  sublime  visions  to  angels 
charged  with  fashioning  my  soûl  to  divine  ends,  and 
they  gave  my  eyes  the  power  of  seeing  the  inmost  soûl 
of  things  ;  they  prepared  my  heart  for  the  magie  which 
makes  the  poet  wretched  when  he  has  the  fatal  power  of 
comparing  what  he    feels  with  what  exists,  the  great 
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things  he  craves  after  with  what  he  obtains  ;  they  wrote 
in  my  brain  a  book  in  which  I  hâve  read  what  I  was 
required  to  express  ;  they  touched  my  lips  with  the  fire 
of  the  itnprovisatore. 

My  father  having  conceived  some  doubts  as  to  the 
tendency  of  the  Oratorian  teaching,  came  to  fetch  me 
from  Pont-le-Voy,  and  placed  me  in  a  boarding-house 
for  boys  in  Paris,  situated  in  the  Marais.  I  was  now 
fifteen.  On  examination  as  to  my  acquirements,  the 
pupil  from  Pont-le-Voy  was  judged  capable  of  entering 
the  third  class.  The  miseries  I  had  endured  at  home,  at 
day-school,  and  at  Pont-le-Voy  were  renewed  under  a 
new  aspect  during  my  life  at  the  pension  Lepître.  My 
father  gave  me  no  money.  When  my  parents  had 
ascertained  that  I  could  be  fed,  clothed,  crammed  with 
Latin,  and  stuffed  with  Greek,  that  was  enough.  In 
the  whole  course  of  my  career  at  school  and  collège,  I 
hâve  known  perhaps  a  thousand  fellow-students,  and  I 
never  heard  of  a  case  of  such  utter  indifférence. 

Monsieur  Lepître,  a  fanatical  adhèrent  of  the  Bour- 
bons, had  been  thrown  in  my  father's  way  at  the  time 
when  some  devoted  Royalists  tried  to  rescue  Queen 
Marie  Antoinette  from  the  Temple;  they  had  since 
renewed  their  acquaintance.  Hence  Monsieur  Lepître 
conceived  it  his  duty  to  remedy  my  father's  oversight  ; 
but  the  sum  he  allowed  me  monthly  was  small,  for  he 
did  not  know  what  my  parents'  intentions  might  be. 

M.  Lepître  occupied  a  fine  old  house,  the  Hôtel 
Joyeuse,  where,  as  in  ail  the  ancient  résidences  of  the 
nobility,  there  was  a  lodge  for  a  gate-porter.  During 
the  hour  of  récréation,  before  the  usher  took  us  in  a  file 
to  the  Lycée  Charlemagne,  the  wealthy  boys  got  break- 
fast  at  the  lodge,  provided  by  the  porter  named  Doisy. 
Monsieur  Lepître  either  knew  nothing  of  Doisy's 
business,  or  he  winked  at  it.  The  man  was  a  perfect 
smuggler,  made  much  of  by  the  boys  in  their  own 
interest  ;  he  was  the  screen  for  ail  our  mischief,  our  con- 
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fidant  when  we  stole  in  after  hours,  our  go-between 
with  the  lending  library  for  prohibited  books.  Breakfast 
with  a  cup  of  coffee  was  in  the  most  aristocratie  taste, 
in  conséquence  of  the  exorbitant  price  to  which  colonial 
products  rose  under  Napoléon.  If  the  use  of  coffee  and 
of  sugar  was  a  luxury  to  our  parents,  in  us  it  was  a  sign 
of  such  arrogant  superiority  as  was  enough  to  give  us 
a  passion  for  it,  if  the  tendency  to  imitation,  greediness, 
and  the  infection  of  fashion  had  not  been  enough.  Doisy 
gave  us  crédit  ;  he  supposed  that  every  schoolboy  must 
hâve  sisters  or  aunts  who  would  uphold  his  honour  and 
pay  his  debts. 

For  a  long  time  I  resisted  the  blandishments  of  the 
coffee-bar.  If  my  judges  could  hâve  known  the  force  of 
temptation,  the  heroic  efforts  of  my  soûl  to  attain  to 
such  stoicism,  and  the  suppressed  rages  of  my  long 
résistance,  they  would  hâve  dried  away  my  tears  instead 
of  provoking  them  to  flow.  But,  boy  as  I  was,  could  I 
hâve  acquired  the  magnanimity  which  leads  us  to  scorn 
the  scorn  of  others  ?  And  I  was  also  feeling  perhaps 
the  temptations  of  various  social  vices  whose  power  was 
increased  by  my  longing. 

At  the  end  of  the  second  year  my  father  and  mother 
came  to  Paris.  The  day  of  their  arrivai  was  announced 
to  me  by  my  brother  ;  he  was  living  in  Paris,  but  had 
not  paid  me  a  single  visit.  My  sisters  were  to  corne 
too,  and  we  were  ail  to  see  Paris  together.  The  first 
day  we  were  to  dine  at  the  Palais-Royal  to  be  close  to 
the  Théâtre-Français.  In  spite  of  the  intoxicating 
delight  of  such  a  programme  of  unhoped-for  joys,  my 
glee  was  mitigated  by  the  sensé  of  a  coming  storm, 
which  so  easily  blights  those  who  are  inured  to  troubles. 
I  had  to  confess  a  debt  of  a  hundred  francs  to  the  Sieur 
Doisy,  who  threatened  to  apply  to  my  parents  for  the 
money.  I  determined  to  make  use  of  my  brother  as 
Doisy's  dragoman,  to  plead  my  repentance  and  médiate 
for  forgiveness.     My   father  was  in  favour  of  mercy  ; 


12  The  Lily  of  the  Valley 

but  my  mother  was  relentless  ;  her  dark-blue  eye  petri- 
fied  me,  and  she  fulminated  terrible  forecasts. 

1  If  I  allowed  myself  such  licenses  at  seventeen,  what 
should  I  become  later  ?  Could  I  be  a  son  of  hers  ?  Did 
I  want  to  ruin  the  family  ?  Was  I  the  only  child  to 
be  thought  of?  The  career  on  which  my  brother 
Charles  had  embarked  required  an  independent  income, 
and  he  deserved  it,  for  he  had  already  done  the  family 
crédit,  while  I  should  disgrâce  it.  Did  I  know  nothing 
of  the  value  of  the  money  I  cost  them  ?  What  benefit 
to  my  éducation  would  corne  of  coffee  and  sugar  ?  Was 
not  such  conduct  an  apprenticeship  to  every  vice  ?  ' 
Marat  was  an  angel  as  compared  with  me. 

After  enduring  the  shock  of  this  torrent,  which  filled 
my  soûl  with  terrors,  my  brother  took  me  back  to  the 
boarding-house,  I  lost  my  dinner  at  the  Trois  Frères 
Provençaux,  and  was  deprived  of  seeing  Talma  in 
Britannicus.  This  was  my  interview  with  my  mother 
after  a  parting  of  twelve  years. 

When  I  had  gone  through  the  £  humanities,'  my  father 
still  left  me  in  the  care  of  Monsieur  Lepître.  I  was  to 
study  highermathematics,  towork  at  law  for  a  year,  and 
begin  the  higher  branches. 

Now,  as  a  private  boarder,  and  free  from  attending 
classes,  I  hoped  for  a  truce  between  misery  and  me.  But 
notwithstanding  that  I  was  now  nineteen — or  perhaps 
because  I  was  nineteen — my  father  continued  the  system 
which  had  of  old  sent  me  to  school  without  sufficient  food, 
to  collège  without  pocket-money,  and  had  run  me  into 
debt  to  Doisy.  I  had  very  little  money  at  command,  and 
what  can  be  done  in  Paris  without  money  ?  My  liberty, 
too,  was  ingeniously  fettered.  Monsieur  Lepître  always 
sent  me  to  the  law-schools  with  an  usher  at  my  heels, 
who  handed  me  over  to  the  professor,  and  came  again  to 
escort  me  back.  A  girl  would  hâve  been  watched  with 
less  care  than  my  mother's  fears  devised  for  my  protec- 
tion.     Paris    had    justifiable    terrors   for    my    parents. 
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Students  are  secretly  interested  in  the  selfsame  thoughts 
as  fill  the  heads  of  school-girls  ;  do  what  you  will,  a 
girl  alwaystalks  of  lovers,  a  youth  ofwomen. 

But  in  Paris  at  that  time  the  conversation  of  fellow- 
students  was  tinged  by  the  Oriental  and  Sultan-like 
world  of  the  Palais-Royal.  The  Palais-Royal  was  an 
Eldorado  of  love  where  ingots  ready  coined  were  current 
every  evening.  Virgin  doubts  were  there  enlightened, 
and  there  our  curiosity  might  find  gratification.  The 
Palais-Royal  and  I  were  asymptotes,  ever  tending  to 
meet,  but  never  meeting.       f-4-y~  '■—* 

This  is  how  fate  thwarted  my  hopes.  My  father  had 
introduced  me  to  one  of  my  aunts,  who  lived  in  the 
Ile  Saint- Louis,  and  I  was  to  dine  there  every  Thursday 
and  Sunday,  escorted  thither  by  Madame  or  Monsieur 
Lepître,  who  went  out  themselves  on  those  days,  and 
called  for  me  on  their  way  home  in  the  evening.  A 
singular  form  of  récréation  !  The  Marquise  de  Listo- 
mère  was  a  very  ceremonious  fine  lady,  to  whom  it 
never  occurred  to  make  me  a  présent  of  a  crown-piece. 
As  old  as  a  cathedral,  as  much  painted  as  a  miniature,  and 
magnificently  dressed,  she  lived  in  her  mansion  just  as 
though  Louis  xv.  were  still  alive,  seeing  none  but  old 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  a  Company  of  fossils  among  whom 
I  felt  as  if  I  were  in  a  cemetery.  No  one  ever  spoke 
to  me,  and  I  had  not  the  courage  to  speak  first.  Cold 
looks  of  aversion  made  me  feel  ashamed  of  my  youth, 
which  was  so  annoying  to  ail  the  others. 

I  hoped  for  the  success  of  an  escapade  based  on  their 
indifférence,  making  up  my  mind  to  steal  ofFone  evening 
directly  after  dinner  and  fly  to  the  wooden  galleries. 
My  aunt,  when  once  she  was  absorbed  in  whist,  paid  no 
further  heed  to  me.  Jean,  her  man-servant,  cared  little 
enough  for  Monsieur  Lepître  ;  but  those  ill-starred 
dinners  were,  unfortunately,  lengthy  in  conséquence  of 
the  antiquity  of  the  jaws  or  the  weakness  of  the  teeth  of 
that  ancient  company. 
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At  last,  one  evening  between  eight  and  nine,  I 
had  got  as  far  as  the  stairs,  as  tremulous  as  Bianca 
Capello  when  she  made  her  escape  ;  but  just  as 
the  porter  had  let  me  out,  I  saw  Monsieur  Lepître's 
cab  in  the  street,  and  the  worthy  man  asking  for 
me  in  his  wheezy  tones.  Three  times  did  fate  corne 
between  the  hell  of  the  Palais-Royal  and  the  paradise  of 
my  youth.  On  the  day  when,  ashamed  of  being  so 
ignorant,  and  already  twenty,  I  determined  to  defy  every 
péril  to  gain  my  end — at  the  very  moment  when  I  was 
about  to  évade  Monsieur  Lepître  as  he  got  into  a  hack- 
ney  coach  (a  difficult  matter,  for  he  had  a  club  foot,  and 
was  as  stout  as  Louis  xviii.) — who  should  appear  but  my 
mother,  arriving  in  a  post-chaise.  I  was  riveted  by  her 
eye,  and  stood  like  a  bird  fascinated  by  a  serpent. 

What  chance  had  led  to  this  meeting  ?  Nothing  could 
be  simpler.  Napoléon  was  making  a  last  effort.  My 
father,  foreseeing  the  return  of  the  Bourbons,  had  corne  to 
explain  matters  to  my  brother,  who  was  already  embarked 
in  diplomacy  under  the  Impérial  rule.  He  had  corne  from 
Tours  with  my  mother.  My  mother  had  undertaken  to 
convey  me  home,  to  remove  me  from  the  dangers  which, 
to  those  who  were  keen  enough  to  follow  the  advance  of 
the  enemy,  seemed  to  threaten  the  capital.  Thus,  in  a 
few  minutes  I  was  snatched  from  Paris,  just  as  my 
résidence  there  would  hâve  proved  fateful. 

The  torments  of  an  imagination  for  ever  agitated  by 
thwarted  desires,  and  the  weariness  of  a  life  saddened  by 
constant  privations,  had  thrown  me  into  study,  just  as 
in  former  times  men  weary  of  life  shut  themselves  up 
in  cloisters.  Study  had  become  a  passion  with  me,  which 
might  hâve  blighted  me  utterly  by  imprisoning  me  at 
an  âge  when  young  men  ought  to  be  free  to  enjoy  the 
activities  of  their  natural  springtime. 

This  slight  sketch  of  my  early  years,  in  which  ;you 
can  imagine  much  sadness,  was  necessary  to  give  you 
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some  idea  of  the  effect  of  that  training  on  my  later  life. 
Bearing  the  stamp  of  so  many  adverse  influences,  at  the 
âge  of  twenty  I  was  stunted,  thin,  and  pale.  My 
spirit,  full  of  cravings,  struggled  with  a  body  which  was 
frail  indeed  in  appearance,  but  which — as  an  old  doctor 
of  Tours  was  wont  to  say — was  going  through  the  last 
annealing  process  of  an  iron  tempérament.  Young  in 
body  and  old  in  mind,  I  had  read  and  thought  so  much, 
that  I  was  metaphysically  familiar  with  life  in  its  highest 
summits,  just  when  I  was  about  to  explore  the  tortuous 
difficulties  of  its  narrow  passes  and  the  sandy  ways  of  its 
plains.  Exceptional  chances  had  kept  me  late  in  that 
delightful  phase  when  the  soûl  is  conscious  of  its  first 
agitation,  when  it  is  opening  to  its  first  raptures, 
when  everything  is  fresh  and  full  of  savour.  I  was 
standing  between  boyhood  prolonged  by  study,  and  man- 
hood  late  in  showing  its  green  shoots.  No  young  man 
was  ever  more  fully  prepared  than  I  to  feel  and  to  love. 

To  fully  understand  my  narrative,  think  of  me  at  the 
charming  âge  when  the  lips  are  pure  from  falsehood,  when 
the  eyes  are  honest  though  veiled  by  lids  weighed  down 
by  shyness  in  conflict  with  désire,  when  the  spirit  is  not 
yet  abject  before  jesuitical  worldliness,  and  when  the  heart 
is  as  timid  as  its  first  impulses  are  vehemently  generous. 

I  need  say  nothing  of  my  journey  from  Paris  to  Tours 
with  my  mother.  Her  cold  demeanour  crushed  the 
effusiveness  of  my  affection.  As  we  started  afresh  after 
each  relay,  I  resolved  to  talk  to  her  ;  but  a  look  or  a 
word  scared  away  the  phrases  I  had  composed  as  a 
beginning.  At  Orléans,  where  we  were  to  sleep,  my 
mother  reproached  me  for  my  silence.  I  fell  at  her 
knees  and  clasped  them,  shedding  hot  tears  ;  I  poured  out 
my  heart  to  her,  bursting  with  affection  ;  I  tried  to 
soften  her  by  the  éloquence  of  my  pleading  ;  starving 
for  love,  my  words  might  hâve  stirred  the  soûl  of  a  step- 
mother.  My  mother  told  me  I  was  acting  a  farce.  I 
complained  of  her  neglect  ;  she  called  me  an  unnatural 
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son.  There  was  such  a  cold  grip  about  my  heart  that 
at  Blois  I  went  out  on  the  bridge  to  throw  myself  into 
the  Loire.  I  was  put  ofF  from  suicide  simply  by  the 
height  of  the  parapet. 

On  my  arrivai,  my  two  sisters,  who  scarcely  knew 
me,  showed  more  surprise  than  warmth  ;  later,  however, 
by  comparison  they  seemed  to  me  full  of  kindliness.  I 
was  given  a  bedroom  on  the  third  floor.  You  will  under- 
stand  the  extent  of  my  wretchedness  when  I  tell  you 
that  my  mother  left  me,  a  grown  man,  with  no  linen 
but  my  shabby  collège  outfit,  and  no  wardrobe  but  what 
I  had  brought  from  Paris. 

When  I  flew  from  one  end  of  the  drawing-room  to 
the  other  to  pick  up  her  handkerchief,  she  gave  me 
thanks  as  cold  as  she  might  hâve  granted  to  a  servant. 
Watching  her  anxiously  as  I  did,  to  discover  whether 
there  were  in  her  heart  a  friable  spot  where  I  could 
insert  some  buds  of  affection,  I  saw  her  a  tall,  parched, 
thin  woman,  a  gambler,  selfish  and  insolent — like  ail  the 
Listomères,  in  whom  impertinence  is  part  of  their  dower. 
She  saw  nothing  in  life  but  duties  to  be  performed  ; 
every  cold-hearted  woman  I  hâve  ever  met  has  made 
duty  her  religion,  as  she  did  ;  she  accepted  our  adoration 
as  a  priest  accepts  incense  at  mass  ;  my  elder  brother 
seemed  to  hâve  absorbed  the  modicum  of  maternai  feel- 
ing  her  heart  could  contain.  She  was  constantly  inflict- 
ing  small  stings  of  biting  irony,  the  weapon  of  heartless 
people,  which  she  freely  used  on  us  who  could  not  retort. 

In  spite  of  ail  thèse  thorny  barriers,  instinctive  feeling 
is  held  by  so  many  roots,  the  pious  terror  inspired  by  a 
mother  includes  so  many  ties — indeed,  to  give  her  up  as 
hopeless  is  too  cruel  a  shock — that  the  sublime  blunder 
of  loving  her  lasted  till  a  day  when  at  a  riper  âge  we 
judged  her  truly.  Then  began  her  children's  reprisais. 
Their  indifférence,  resulting  from  the  disenchantment  of 
the  past,  enhanced  by  the  slimy  wreckage  they  hâve 
rescued  from  it,  overflows  her  tomb  even. 
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This  frightful  despotism  drove  out  the  voluptuous 
dreams  I  had  madly  hoped  to  realise  at  Tours.  I  flung 
myself  desperately  into  my  father's  library,  where  I  read 
ail  the  books  I  did  not  already  lcnow.  My  long  hours  of 
study  spared  me  ail  contact  with  my  mother  ;  but  they 
left  me,  morally,  worse  off  than  ever.  My  eldest  sister, 
who  has  since  married  our  cousin  the  Marquis  de  Lis- 
tomère,  sometimes  tried  to  comfort  me  without  being 
able  to  soothe  the  irritation  from  which  I  suffered.  I 
longed  for  death. 

Great  events,  of  which  I  knew  nothing,  were  then  in 
the  air.  The  Duc  d'Angoulême,  having  left  Bordeaux 
to  join  Louis  xviii.  in  Paris,  was  to  be  the  récipient  of 
the  ovations  prepared  by  the  enthusiasm  that  possessed 
France  on  the  return  of  the  Bourbons.  Touraine  in  a 
ferment  round  its  legitimate  princes,  the  town  in  a 
turmoil,  the  windows  hung  with  flags,  the  résidents  ail 
in  their  best,  the  préparations  for  the  fête,  the  indefinable 
something  in  the  air  which  mounted  to  my  head,  ail 
made  me  long  to  be  présent  at  the  bail  that  was  to  be 
given  to  the  Prince.  When,  greatly  daring,  I  expressed 
this  wish  to  my  mother — at  that  time  too  ill  to  go  out — 
she  was  extremely  wroth.  Had  I  dropped  from  the 
Congo,  that  I  knew  nothing  of  what  was  going  on  ? 
How  could  I  imagine  that  the  family  would  not  be 
fitly  represented  at  the  bail  ?  In  the  absence  of  my 
father  and  brother,  of  course  it  would  be  my  part  to  go. 
Had  I  no  mother  ?  Did  she  never  think  of  lier  children's 
happiness  ? — In  a  moment  the  almost  disowned  son  had 
become  a  person  of  importance.  I  was  as  much  amazed 
by  finding  myself  of  conséquence  as  by  the  déluge  of 
ironical  reasoning  with  which  my  mother  received  my 
request. 

I  questioned  my  sisters,  and  heard  that  my  mother, 
who  liked  theatrical  surprises,  had  necessarily  considered 
the  matter  of  my  dress.  The  tailors  of  Tours,  in 
the    sudden    rush    of  customers,   could    none   of  them 

B 


18  The  Lily  of  the  Valley 

undertake  to  fit  me  out.  So  my  mother  had  sent  for  a 
needlewoman,  who,  as  usual  in  provincial  towns,  was 
supposed  to  be  able  to  do  every  kind  of  sewing.  A  blue 
coat  was  secretly  made  for  me,  more  or  less  successfully. 
Silk  stockings  and  new  pumps  were  easily  procured  ; 
men  wore  their  waistcoats  short,  and  I  could  hâve  one 
of  my  father's  ;  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  donned  a 
shirt  with  a  goffered  frill  that  gave  importance  to  my 
figure  and  was  lost  in  the  folds  of  my  cravat.  When  I 
was  dressed,  I  was  so  little  like  myself  that  my  sisters' 
compliments  gave  me  courage  to  make  my  appearance 
before  the  whole  of  assembled  Touraine. 

It  was  a  formidable  enterprise  !  But  too  many  were 
called  to  this  festivity  to  allow  of  there  being  many 
elect.  Thanks  to  my  slender  figure,  I  was  able  to  creep 
into  a  tent  in  the  gardens  of  the  Maison  Papion,  and 
got  close  to  the  armchair  in  which  the  Prince  was 
enthroned.  In  an  instant  I  was  stifled  by  the  heat, 
dazzled  by  the  lights,  by  the  crimson  hangings,  the  gilt 
ornaments,  the  dresses  and  the  diamonds  of  the  first 
public  function  I  had  ever  attended.  I  was  pushed 
about  by  a  throng  of  men  and  women,  ail  hustling  and 
crowding  each  other  in  a  cloud  of  dust.  The  blatant 
brass  and  Bourbon  strains  of  the  military  band  were 
drowned  by  shouts  of — 

4  Hurrah  for  the  Duc  d'Angoulême  !  Long  live  the 
King  !     Hurrah  for  the  Bourbons  !  ' 

The  fête  was  an  outbreak  of  enthusiasm  in  which 
every  one  vied  with  the  rest  in  his  véhément  eagerness 
to  hail  the  rising  sun  of  the  Bourbons,  a  display  of  party 
selfishness  that  left  me  cold,  made  me  feel  small,  and 
shrink  into  myself. 

Carried  away  like  a  straw  in  a  whirlpool,  I  was 
childishly  wishing  that  I  were  the  Duc  d'Angoulême, 
and  could  mingle  with  thèse  Princes  thus  made  a  show 
of  to  the  staring  crowd.  This  silly  provincial  fancy 
gave  rise  to  an  ambition  dignified  by  my  character  and 
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by  circumstances.  Who  might  not  hâve  coveted  this 
worship,  repeated  on  a  more  splendid  scale  a  few  months 
later  when  ail  Paris  rushed  to  greet  the  Emperor  on  his 
return  from  the  island  of  Elba  ?  This  suprême  power 
over  the  masses,  whose  feelings  and  vitality  discharge 
themselves  into  one  soûl,  made  me  a  sudden  devotee  to 
Glory,  the  goddess  who  puts  the  French  to  the  sword 
nowadays,  as  the  Druidess  of  old  sacrificed  the  Gauls. 

And  then,  as  suddenly,  I  saw  the  woman  who  was 
fated  to  goad  perpetually  my  ambitious  hopes  and  to 
crown  them  by  throwing  me  into  contact  with  Royalty. 

Too  shy  to  aslc  any  one  to  dance  with  me,  and 
fearing,  too,  that  I  might  make  confusion  in  the  figures,  I 
naturally  felt  very  awkward,  not  knowing  what  to  do 
with  myself.  Just  when  I  was  most  conscious  of  the 
fatigue  of  constantly  moving  under  the  pressure  of  the 
crowd,  an  officer  trod  on  my  feet,  which  were  swollen 
by  the  pressure  of  my  shoes  and  by  the  heat.  This 
crowning  annoyance  disgusted  me  with  the  whole  affair. 
It  was  impossible  to  get  away,  and  I  took  refuge  in  a 
corner  at  the  extrême  end  of  a  vacant  bench,  where  I  sat 
down,  my  gaze  fixed,  motionless,  and  sulky.  A  woman, 
misled  by  my  délicate  looks,  took  me  for  a  boy  half 
asleep  while  awaiting  my  mother's  pleasure,  and  seated 
herself  by  me  with  the  light  movement  of  a  bird  settling 
on  its  nest.  I  was  at  once  aware  of  a  féminine  fragrance 
which  flashed  upon  my  soûl  as  Oriental  poetry  has  flashed 
upon  it  since.  I  looked  at  my  neighbour,  and  was  more 
dazzled  by  her  than  I  had  been  by  the  bail. 

If  you  hâve  at  ail  entered  into  my  previous  life,  you 
can  guess  the  émotions  that  swelled  my  heart.  My  eyes 
were  suddenly  fascinated  by  white  rounded  shoulders 
that  made  me  long  to  bury  my  face  in  them,  shoulders 
faintly  pink,  as  if  they  were  blushing  to  find  themselves 
bare  for  the  fîrst  time,  bashful  shoulders  with  a  soûl  of 
their  own  and  a  satin  skin  shining  in  the  light  like  a 
silken  fabric.     Between   thèse  shoulders   ran    a   furrow 
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which  my  eyes,  bolder  than  my  hand,  glided  into.  My 
heart  beat  as  I  stood  up  to  look  over  them,  and  I  was 
entirely  captivated  by  a  bosom  modestly  covered  with 
gauze,  perfect  in  roundness,  and  bluely  vcined  as  it  lay 
softly  bedded  in  lace  frills.  The  least  détails  of  the 
charming  head  were  allurements  stirring  me  to  endless 
delight  :  the  sheen  of  the  hair  knotted  above  a  neck  as 
peach-like  as  a  little  girl's,  the  white  partings  made  by 
the  comb  along  which  my  imagination  played  as  in 
a  new-made  path — everything  together  turned  my 
brain. 

Looking  round  to  make  sure  that  no  one  saw  me,  I 
buried  my  face  in  that  back  as  a  baby  hides  in  its 
mother's  breast,  and  kissed  those  shoulders  ail  over, 
rubbing  my  cheek  against  them.  The  lady  gave  a 
piercing  cry,  inaudible  above  the  music  ;  she  turned 
sharply  round,  saw  me,  and  said,  c  Monsieur  !  ' 

If  she  had  said,  *  My  good  boy,  what  possesses  you  ?  ' 
I  should  perhaps  hâve  killed  her  ;  but  this  word  Monsieur 
brought  hot  tears  to  my  eyes. 

I  was  petrified  by  a  look  fîred  with  righteous  anger, 
and  an  exquisite  face  crowned  with  a  plait  of  fair  brown 
hair,  in  harmony  with  those  adorable  shoulders.  The 
crimson  of  offended  modesty  flamed  in  her  face,  which 
was  already  softening  with  a  woman's  forgiveness  for  a 
mad  act  when  she  is  the  cause  of  it,  and  when  she  sees 
a  passion  of  worship  in  the  tears  of  repentance.  She 
rose  and  walked  away  with  the  dignity  of  a  queen. 

Then  I  understood  how  ridiculous  was  my  position  ; 
then,  and  not  till  then,  I  felt  that  I  was  dressed  like  a 
Savoyard's  monkey.  I  was  ashamed.  I  sat  there  quite 
stupefied,  relishing  the  apple  I  had  stolen,  feeling  on  my 
lips  the  warmth  of  the  blood  I  had  scented  ;  quite  unre- 
pentant,  and  following  with  my  eyes  this  being  corne 
down  from  heaven.  Then,  overpowered  by  this  first 
physical  indulgence  of  my  heart's  wild  fever,  I  wan- 
dered    through    the    ballroom,    now    a    désert,    without 
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finding  the  unknown  vision.     I  went  home  and  to  bed, 
an  altered  créature. 

A  new  soûl,  a  soûl  with  iridescent  wings,  had  burst  its 
chrysalis  within  me.  My  favourite  star,  dropping  from 
the  blue  waste  where  I  had  admired  it,  had  become 
woman,  while  preserving  its  light,  its  sparkle,  and  its 
brilliancy.  Suddenly,  knowing  nothing  of  love,  I  had 
fallen  in  love.  Is  not  this  first  irruption  of  the  most 
intense  feeling  a  man  can  know  a  very  strange  thing  ? 
I  had  met  some  pretty  women  in  my  aunt's  drawing- 
room  ;  they  had  not  made  the  slightest  impression  on 
me.  Is  there  an  hour,  a  conjunction  of  the  stars,  a 
combination  of  fitting  circumstances,  a  particular  woman 
above  ail  other  women,  which  seal  a  passion  as  exclusive 
at  the  âge  when  passion  includes  the  whole  female  sex  ? 

As  I  thought  that  my  chosen  lady  dwelt  in  Touraine, 
I  inhaled  the  air  with  rapture  ;  I  saw  a  blue  in  the  sky 
which  I  hâve  never  since  perceived  elsewhere. 

Though  mentally  I  was  in  an  ecstasy,  I  seemed  to  be 
very  ill  ;  my  mother  was  at  once  alarmed  and  remorseful. 
Like  animais  aware  of  approaching  distemper,  I  would 
creep  into  a  corner  of  the  garden  to  dream  of  the  kisses 
I  had  stolen.  A  few  days  after  the  mémorable  bail  my 
mother  began  to  ascribe  my  neglect  of  study,  my  in- 
différence to  her  searching  looks,  my  heedlessness  of  her 
irony,  and  my  gloomy  behaviour,  to  the  natural  develop- 
ment  of  a  growing  man.  Country  air,  the  universal 
remedy  for  every  malady  of  which  science  can  give  no 
account,  was  regarded  as  the  best  means  of  curing  me  of 
my  apathy.  My  mother  decided  that  I  should  spend  a 
few  days  at  Frapesle,  a  château  on  the  Indre,  between 
Montvazon  and  Azay-le-Rideau,  with  a  friend  of  hers, 
to  whom,  no  doubt,  she  gave  her  private  instructions. 

On  the  day  when  I  was  thus  given  the  key  of  the 
fields,  I  had  plunged  so  deeply  into  the  océan  of  love  that 
I  had  crossed  it.  I  knew  not  my  fair  one's  name  ; 
what  could  I  call  her  or  where  could  I  find  her  ?     To 
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whom  indeed  could  I  speak  of  her  ?  M  y  natural  shyness 
increased  the  unaccountable  terrors  which  possess  a 
young  heart  at  the  first  flutter  of  love,  and  made  me 
begin  with  the  melancholy  which  is  the  end  of  a  hopeless 
passion.  I  was  quite  content  to  come  and  go  and  wander 
about  the  country,  with  the  childlike  spirit  that  is  ready 
for  anything  and  has  a  certain  tinge  of  chivalry  ;  I  was 
prepared  to  hunt  through  ail  the  country-houses  of 
Touraine,  wandering  on  foot,  and  saying  at  each  pretty 
turret,  '  It  will  be  there  !  ' 

So  one  Thursday  morning  I  left  Tours  by  the  Saint- 
Eloy  gâte,  I  crossed  the  bridges  of  Saint-Sauveur,  I 
reached  Poncher,  my  nose  in  the  air  in  front  of  every 
house  I  passed,  and  was  on  the  road  to  Chinon.  For 
the  first  time  in  my  life  I  could  rest  under  a  tree,  walk 
fast  or  slowly  as  I  list,  without  being  called  to  account  by 
any  one.  To  a  poor  créature  so  utterly  crushed  by  the 
various  despotisms  which  weigh  more  or  less  on  every 
young  life,  the  first  taste  of  freedom,  though  exerted  in 
tri  fies,  brought  unspeakable  expansion  to  my  soûl. 

Several  reasons  combined  to  make  that  a  high  day  full 
of  delights.  In  my  childhood  my  walks  had  never  taken 
me  more  than  a  league  out  of  the  town.  My  excursions 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Pont-le-Voy  and  the  walks  I 
had  taken  in  Paris  had  not  surfeited  me  with  rural 
beauty.  Nevertheless,  I  had  retained  from  the  earliest 
impressions  of  my  life  a  strong  feeling  of  the  beauty 
inhérent  in  the  scenery  round  Tours,  with  which  I  was 
familiar.  Thus,  though  I  was  new  to  what  constitutes 
the  poetry  of  a  site,  I  was  unconsciously  exacting,  as  men 
are  who  hâve  conceived  of  the  idéal  of  an  art  without 
ever  having  practised  it. 

To  go  to  the  château  of  Frapesle,  those  who  walk  or 
ride  shorten  the  way  by  crossing  the  common  known  as 
the  Landes  de  Charlemagne,  a  waste  lying  at  the  top  of 
the  plateau  which  divides  the  valley  of  the  Cher  from 
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that  of  the  Indre,  and  which  is  reached  by  a  cross-road 
from  Champy.  This  flat  and  sandy  down,  depressing 
enough  for  about  a  league,  ends  in  a  coppice  adjoining 
the  road  to  Sache,  the  village  nearest  to  Frapesle.  This 
country  lane,  leading  into  the  Chinon  road  at  some 
distance  beyond  Ballan,  skirts  an  undulating  plain  devoid 
of  remarkable  features  as  far  as  the  hamlet  of  Artanne. 
Thence  a  valley  opens  down  to  the  Loire,  from  Mont- 
vazon  at  the  head  ;  the  hills  seem  to  rebound  under  the 
country-houses  on  each  range  of  slopes  ;  it  is  a  glorious 
emerald  basin,  and  at  the  bottom  the  Indre  winds  in 
serpentine  curves.  I  was  startled  by  the  view  into  a 
rapturous  astonishment  for  which  the  dulness  of  the 
Landes  or  the  fatigue  of  my  walk  had  prepared  me  : — 
If  this  woman,  the  flower  of  her  sex,  inhabits  a  spot  on 
earth,  it  must  be  this  ! 

At  the  thought  I  leaned  against  a  walnut-tree  ;  and 
now,  whenever  I  revisit  that  beloved  valley,  I  go  to  rest 
under  its  boughs.  Under  that  tree,  the  confidant  of  ail 
my  thoughts,  I  examine  myself  as  to  the  changes  that 
may  hâve  taken  place  during  the  time  that  has  elapsed 
since  last  I  left  it. 

My  heart  had  not  deceived  me  :  it  was  there  that  she 
dwelt  ;  the  first  château  I  could  see  on  a  shelf  of  the 
down  was  her  home.  When  I  sat  down  under  my 
walnut-tree,  the  noonday  sun  struck  sparks  from  the 
slates  of  her  roof  and  the  glass  panes  of  her  Windows. 
Her  cambric  dress  was  the  white  spot  I  could  see  among 
some  vines  under  a  pleached  alley.  She  was,  as  you 
know  already,  though  as  yet  you  know  nothing,  the 
Lily  of  this  Valley,  where  she  grew  for  heaven,  filling  it 
with  the  fragrance  of  her  virtues.  I  saw  an  emblem  of 
infinité  love  with  nothing  to  keep  it  alive  but  an  object 
only  once  seen,  in  the  long  watery  ribband  which 
glistens  in  the  sun  between  two  green  banks,  in  the 
rows  of  poplars  which  deck  that  vale  of  love  with  moving 
tracery,  in  the  oak  woods  thrust  forward   between  the 
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vineyards  on  the  hillsides  rounded  by  the  river  into 
constant  variety,  and  in  the  soft  outlines  crossing  each 
other  and  fading  to  the  horizon. 

If  you  wish  to  see  Nature  fair  and  virginal  as  a  bride, 
go  thither  some  spring  day  ;  if  you  want  to  solace  the 
bleeding  wounds  of  your  heart,  return  in  the  late 
days  of  autumn.  In  spring  Love  flutters  his  wings  under 
the  open  sky  ;  in  autumn  we  dream  of  those  who  are  no 
more.  Weak  lungs  inhale  a  healing  freshness,  the  eye 
finds  rest  on  golden-hued  groves  from  which  the  soûl 
borrows  sweet  peace. 

At  the  moment  when  I  looked  down  on  the  valley  of 
the  Indre,  the  mills  on  its  falls  gave  voice  to  the  mur- 
muring  vale  ;  the  poplars  laughed  as  they  swayed  ; 
there  was  not  a  cloud  in  the  sky  ;  the  birds  sang,  the 
grasshoppers  chirped,  everything  was  melody.  Never 
ask  me  again  why  I  love  Touraine  ?  I  do  not  love  it 
as  we  love  our  childhood's  home,  nor  as  we  love  an  oasis 
in  the  désert  ;  I  love  it  as  an  artist  loves  art.  I  love  it 
less  than  I  love  you  ;  still,  but  for  Touraine,  perhaps  I 
should  not  now  be  alive. 

Without  knowing  why,  my  eyes  were  riveted  to  the 
white  spot,  to  the  woman  who  shone  in  that  garden  as 
the  bell  of  a  convolvulus  shines  among  shrubs  and  is 
blighted  by  a  touch.  My  soûl  deeply  stirred,  I  went 
down  into  this  bower,  and  presently  saw  a  village,  which 
to  my  highly  strung  poetic  mood  seemed  matchless. 
Picture  to  yourself  three  mills,  charmingly  situated 
among  pretty  islets  with  imbayed  banks,  and  crowned 
with  clumps  of  trees,  in  the  midst  of  a  meadow  of  water  ; 
for  what  other  name  can  I  give  to  the  aquatic  végéta- 
tion, so  brightly  tinted,  which  carpets  the  stream,  floats 
on  its  surface,  follows  its  eddies,  yields  to  its  caprices, 
and  bends  to  the  turmoil  of  waters  lashed  by  the  mill- 
wheels.  Hère  and  there  rise  shoals  of  pebbles  on  which 
the  river  breaks  in  a  fringe  of  surf  reflecting  the  sun. 
Amaryllis,  water-lilies,  white    and    yellow,    reeds,    and 
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phlox  dress  the  banks  with  glorious  hues.  A  crumbling 
bridge  of  rotten  timbers,  its  piles  hung  with  flowers,  its 
balustrade  covered  with  herbage  and  velvety  mosses, 
and  hanging  over  the  stream,but  not  yet  fallen  ;  time-worn 
boats,  fishing-nets,  the  monotonous  song  of  a  shepherd, 
ducks  paddling  from  isle  to  isle,  or  preening  themselves 
on  the  shoals — le  jard,  as  the  coarse  gravel  deposited  by 
the  Loire  is  called  ;  miller's  men,  a  cap  over  one  ear, 
loading  their  mules  ;  every  détail  made  the  scène 
strikingly  artless.  Then,  beyond  the  bridge,  imagine 
two  or  three  farms,  a  dovecote,  sundry  turrets,  thirty 
houses  or  more,  standing  apart  in  gardens  divided  by 
hedges  of  honeysuckle,  jessamine,  and  clematis  ;  heaps 
of  manure  in  front  of  every  door,  and  cocks  and  hens  in 
the  road — and  you  see  the  village  of  Pont-du-Ruan,  a 
pretty  hamlet  crowned  with  an  old  church  of  character- 
istic  style,  a  church  of  the  time  of  the  Crusades,  such  as 
painters  love  for  their  pictures.  Set  it  ail  in  the  midst 
of  ancient  walnut-trees,  of  young  poplars  with  their  pale 
gold  foliage,  add  some  élégant  dwellings  rising  from 
broad  meadows  where  the  eye  loses  itself  under  the  warm 
misty  sky,  and  you  will  hâve  some  idea  of  the  thousand 
beauties  of  this  lovely  country. 

I  followed  the  lane  to  Sache  along  the  left  bank  of 
the  river,  noting  the  détails  of  the  hills  that  broke  the 
line  of  the  opposite  shore.     At  last  1  reached  a  park  of 
vénérable  trees  which  showed  me  that  I  was  at  Frapesle. 
I  arrived  exactly  as  the  bell  was  ringing  for  late  break- 
fast.     After  this  meal,  my  host,  never  suspecting  that  I 
had   corne  from   Tours  on   foot,  took  me   ail   over   his 
grounds,  and  from  every  part  of  them  I  could  see  the 
valley  under  various  aspects  ;  hère  through  a  vista,  and 
there  spread  out  before  me.     In  many  places  my  gaze 
was  attracted  to  the  horizon  by  the  broad  golden  tide  of 
the  Loire,  where  between  the  rolling  hills  sails  showed 
their    fantastic  shapes   flying   before    the   wind.      As   I 
climbed  a  ridge  I  could  admire  for  the   first   time  the 
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château  of  Azay,  a  diamond  with  a  thousand  facets, 
with  the  Indre  for  a  setting,  and  perched  on  piles  buried 
in  flowers.  There  in  a  dell  I  saw  the  romantic  mass 
of  the  château  of  Sache,  a  melancholy  spot,  full  of 
harmonies  too  sad  for  superficial  minds,  but  dear  to 
poets  whose  spirit  is  stricken.  I  myself  at  a  later  time 
loved  its  silence,  its  huge  hoary  trees,  and  the  mystery 
that  seemed  to  hang  over  that  deserted  hollow  ! — And 
still,  each  time  I  caught  sight,  on  the  shoulder  of  the 
next  hill,  of  the  pretty  little  château  I  had  seen  and 
chosen  at  a  first  glance,  my  eye  lingered  on  it  with 
delight. 

'  Oh,  ho  !  '  said  my  host,  reading  in  my  eyes  an  eager 
désire  such  as  a  youth  of  my  âge  expresses  without  guile, 
*  you  scent  a  pretty  woman  from  afar  as  a  dog  scents 
game.' 

I  did  not  like  the  tone  of  this  remark,  but  I  asked  the 
name  of  the  place  and  of  the  owner. 

4It  is  Clochegourde,'  said  he,  'a  pretty  house  belong- 
ing  to  the  Comte  de  Mortsauf,  the  représentative  of  a 
family  noted  in  the  history  of  Touraine,  whose  fortune 
dates  from  the  time  of  Louis  xi.,  and  whose  name 
reveals  the  adventure  to  which  he  owes  his  arms  and  his 
famé.  He  is  descended  from  a  man  who  survived 
hanging.  The  arms  borne  by  the  Mortsaufs  are  : — Or, 
on  a  cross  potent  and  counter  potent,  sable,  a  fleur-de- 
lys  rooted,  of  the  field.  Motto,  Dieu  sauhe  le  Roi  notre 
Sire. 

1  The  Count  came  to  settle  hère  on  the  return  of  the 
émigrés.  The  house  of  Lenoncourt-Givry  becomes 
extinct  in  his  wife,  who  was  a  Demoiselle  de  Lenon- 
court  ;  Madame  de  Mortsauf  is  an  only  child.  The 
small  wealth  of  this  family  is  in  such  strong  contrast  to 
the  splendour  of  their  names  that  from  pride — or  perhaps 
from  necessity — they  always  live  at  Clochegourde,  and 
see  no  one.  Hitherto  their  dévotion  to  the  Bourbons 
may  hâve  justified  their  isolation  ;  but  I  doubt  whether 
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the  King's  return  will  change  their  way  of  living. 
When  I  settled  hère  last  year  I  paid  them  a  call  of 
politeness  ;  they  returned  it,  and  aslced  us  to  dinner. 
Then  the  winter  lcept  us  apart  for  some  months,  and 
political  events  delayed  our  return,  for  I  hâve  only  lately 
corne  home  to  Frapesle.  Madame  de  Mortsauf  is  a 
woman  who  might  take  the  first  place  anywhere.' 

1  Does  she  often  go  to  Tours  ?  ' 

1  She  never  goes  there.  Yes,'  he  added,  correcting 
himself,  'she  went  there  quite  lately,  on  the  occasion 
when  «the  Duc  d'Angoulême  passed  through,  and  was 
very  gracious  to  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf.' 

1  It  is  she  !  '  I  cried. 

4  She!     Who?' 

1  A  woman  with  beautiful  shoulders.' 

4  You  will  find  many  women  with  beautiful  shoulders 
in  Touraine,'  said  he,  laughing  ;  '  but  if  you  are  not  tired, 
we  can  cross  the  river  and  go  up  to  Clochegourde, 
where  you  may  possibly  recognise  your  fine  shoulders.' 

I  agreed,  not  without  reddening  from  pleasure  and 
shyness.  By  about  four  o'clock  we  reached  the  house 
on  which  my  eyes  had  so  fondly  lingered.  This  little 
château,  which  looked  well  in  the  landscape,  is,  in  fact,  a 
modest  building.  It  has  five  Windows  in  front  ;  that  at 
each  end  of  the  south  front  projects  by  about  two  yards, 
giving  the  efFect  of  wings,  and  adding  to  the  importance 
of  the  house.  The  middle  window  serves  as  the  door, 
whence  double  steps  lead  to  a  garden  extending  in 
terraces  down  to  a  meadow  bordering  the  Indre. 
Though  this  meadow  is  divided  by  a  lane  from  the 
lowest  terrace  shaded  by  a  row  of  ailanthus  and  acacia 
trees,  it  looks  like  part  of  the  grounds,  for  the  lane  is 
sunk  between  the  terrace  on  one  side  and  a  thick  hedg-e 
on  the  other.  The  slope  between  the  house  and  the 
river  is  taken  advantage  of  to  avoid  the  inconvenience 
of  being  so  near  the  water  without  losing  the  pretty 
efFect.     Under  the  dwelling-house  are  the  stables,  coach- 
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houses,  storerooms,  and  kitchens,  with  doors  under 
archways. 

The  roof  is  pleasingly  curved  at  the  angles,  the  dormer 
Windows  hâve  carved  mullions,  and  finials  of  lead  over 
the  gables.  The  slates,  neglected  no  doubt  during  the 
Révolution,  are  covered  with  the  rust-coloured  and 
orange  clinging  lichens  that  grow  on  houses  facing  the 
south.  The  glass  door  at  the  top  of  the  steps  has  above 
it  a  little  campanile  on  which  may  be  seen  the  achieve- 
ment  of  the  Blamont-Chauvrys  :  Quarterly  gules,  a  pale 
vair  between  two  hands  proper,  and  or,  two  lances  sable 
in  chevron.  The  motto,  See^  but  touch  noty  struck  me 
strangely.  The  supporters,  a  griffin  and  a  dragon 
chained  or,  had  a  good  effect  in  sculpture.  The  Révolu- 
tion had  damaged  the  ducal  coronet  and  the  crest,  a 
palm  branch  vert  fruited  or.  Senart,  Secretary  to  the 
Committee  of  Public  Safety,  was  Bailiff  of  Sache  till 
1781,  which  accounts  for  this  destruction. 

The  décorative  character  gives  an  élégant  appearance 
to  this  country-house,  as  delicately  fînished  as  a  flower, 
and  hardly  seeming  to  weigh  on  the  ground.  Seen 
from  the  valley,  the  ground- floor  looks  as  if  it  were  the 
first  floor  ;  but  on  the  side  towards  the  courtyard  it  is 
on  the  same  level  as  a  wide  path  ending  in  a  lawn  graced 
with  raised  flower-beds.  To  right  and  left  vineyards, 
orchards,  and  some  arable  land  dotted  with  walnut- 
trees  slope  away  steeply,  surrounding  the  house  with 
verdure  down  to  the  brink  of  the  river,  which  is 
bordered  on  this  side  with  clumps  of  trees  whose  various 
tints  of  green  hâve  been  grouped  by  the  hand  of  Nature. 

As  I  mounted  the  winding  road  to  Clochegourde,  I 
admired  thèse  well-assorted  masses,  and  breathed  an 
atmosphère  redolent  of  happiness.  Has  our  moral 
nature,  like  physical  nature,  electric  discharges  and  swift 
changes  of  température  ?  My  heart  throbbed  in  anticipa- 
tion of  the  secret  events  which  were  about  to  transform 
it  once   for  ail,  as  animais   grow   sportive    before   fine 
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weather.  This,  the  most  important  day  in  my  life,  was 
not  devoid  of  any  circumstance  that  could  contribute  to 
sanctify  it.  Nature  had  dressed  herself  like  a  maiden 
going  forth  to  meet  her  beloved  ;  my  soûl  had  heard  her 
voice  for  the  first  time,  my  eyes  had  admired  her,  as 
fruitful,  as  various  as  my  imagination  had  painted  her  in 
those  day-dreams  at  school  of  which  I  hâve  told  you 
something,  but  too  little  to  explain  their  influence  over 
me,  for  they  were  as  an  apocalypse  figuratively  predict- 
ing  my  life  ;  every  incident  of  it,  happy  or  sad,  is 
connected  with  them  by  some  whimsical  image,  by  ties 
visible  only  to  the  eye  of  the  soûl. 

We  crossed  an  outer  court,  enclosed  by  the  outbuild- 
ings  of  a  rural  habitation — a  granary,  a  winepress,  cow- 
houses,  and  stables.  A  servant,  warned  by  the  barking 
of  a  watchdog,  came  out  to  meet  us,  and  told  us  that 
Monsieur  le  Comte,  who  had  gone  to  Azay  in  the 
morning,  would  presently  return  no  doubt,  and  that 
Madame  la  Comtesse  was  at  home.  My  host  looked  at 
me.  I  trembled  to  think  that  he  might  not  choose  to 
call  on  Madame  de  Mortsauf  in  her  husband's  absence, 
but  he  bid  the  servant  to  announce  our  names. 

Driven  by  childish  eagerness,  I  hurried  into  the  long 
anteroom  which  ran  across  the  house. 

4  Corne  in,  pray,'  said  a  golden  voice. 

Although  Madame  de  Mortsauf  had  spoken  but  one 
word  at  the  bail,  I  recognised  her  voice,  which  sank  into 
my  soûl,  and  filled  it  as  a  sunbeam  fills  and  gilds  a 
prisoner's  cell.  Then,  reflecting  that  she  might  recognise 
me,  I  longed  to  fly;  it  was  too  late  ;  she  appeared  at  the 
drawing-room  door,  and  our  eyes  met.  Which  of  us 
reddened  most  deeply  I  do  not  know.  She  returned  to 
her  seat  in  front  of  an  embroidery  frame,  the  servant 
having  pushed  forward  two  chairs  ;  she  finished  drawing 
her  needle  through  as  an  excuse  for  her  silence,  counted 
two  or  three  stitches,  and  then  raised  her  head,  that  was 
at  once  proud  and   gentle,  to  ask  Monsieur  de  Chessel 
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to  what  happy  chance  she  owed  the  pleasure  of  his 
visit. 

Though  curious  to  know  the  truth  as  to  my  appear- 
ance  there,  she  did  not  look  at  either  of  us  ;  her  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  river  ;  but  from  the  way  she  listened, 
it  might  hâve  been  supposed  that  she  had  the  faculty  of 
the  blind,  and  knew  ail  the  agitations  of  my  soûl  by  the 
least  accent  of  speech.     And  this  was  the  fact. 

Monsieur  de  Chessel  mentioned  my  name  and  sketched 
my  biography.  I  had  corne  to  Tours  some  few  months 
since  with  my  parents,  who  had  brought  me  home  when 
the  war  threatened  Paris.  She  saw  in  me  a  son  of 
Touraine,  to  whom  the  province  was  unknown,  a  young 
man  exhausted  by  excessive  work,  sent  to  Frapesle  to 
rest  and  amuse  myself,  and  to  whom  he  had  shown  his 
estate,  as  it  was  my  first  visit.  I  had  told  him,  only  on 
reaching  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  that  I  had  walked  from 
Tours  that  morning  ;  and  fearing  over-fatigue,  as  my 
health  was  feeble,  he  had  ventured  to  call  at  Cloche- 
gourde,  thinking  she  would  allow  me  to  rest  there. 
Monsieur  de  Chessel  spoke  the  exact  truth.  But  a 
genuinely  happy  chance  seems  so  elaborate  an  invention, 
that  Madame  de  Mortsauf  was  still  distrustful  ;  she 
looked  at  me  with  eyes  so  cold  and  stern,  that  I  lowered 
mine,  as  much  from  a  vague  sensé  of  humiliation  as  to 
hide  the  tears  I  withheld  from  falling.  The  haughty 
lady  saw  that  my  brow  was  moist  with  sweat  ;  perhaps, 
too,  she  guessed  the  tears,  for  she  offered  me  any  refresh- 
ment  I  might  need  with  a  comforting  kindness  which 
restored  my  powers  of  speech. 

I  blushed  like  a  girl  caught  in  the  wrong,  and  in  a 
voice,  quavering  like  an  old  man's,  I  replied  with  thanks, 
but  declining  anything. 

4  Ail  I  wish,'  I  said,  raising  my  eyes,  which  met  hers 
for  the  second  time,  but  for  an  instant  as  short  as  a 
lightning-flash,  l  is  that  you  will  allow  me  to  remain 
hère  ;  I  am  so  stiff  with  fatigue  that  I  cannot  walk.' 
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4  How  can  you  doubt  the  hospitality  of  our  lovely 
province  ?  '  said  she.  *  You  will  perhaps  give  us  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  you  at  dinner  at  Clochegourde  ?  '  she 
added  to  her  neighbour. 

I  flashed  a  look  at  my  friend,  a  look  so  full  of  entreaty, 
that  he  beat  about  the  bush  a  little  to  accept  this  invita- 
tion, which,  by  its  form,  required  a  refusai. 

Though  knowledge  of  the  world  enabled  Monsieur 
de  Chessel  to  distinguish  so  subtle  a  shade,  an  inex- 
perienced  youth  believes  so  flrmly  in  the  identity  of  word 
and  thought  in  a  handsome  woman,  that  I  was  immensely 
surprised  when,  as  we  went  home  in  the  evening,  my 
host  said  to  me — 

c  I  stayed  because  you  were  dying  to  do  so  ;  but  if 
you  cannot  patch  matters  up,  I  may  be  in  a  scrape  with 
my  neighbours.' 

This  '  if  you  cannot  patch  matters  up  '  gave  me  matter 
for  thought.  If  Madame  de  Mortsauf  liked  me,  she 
could  not  be  annoyed  with  the  man  who  had  introduced 
me  to  her.  So  Monsieur  de  Chessel  thought  I  might  be 
able  to  interest  her — was  not  this  enough  to  give  me  the 
power  ?  This  solution  confirmed  my  hopes  at  a  moment 
when  I  needed  such  support. 

'  That  is  hardly  possible,'  replied  Monsieur  de  Chessel, 
c  my  wife  expects  us.' 

c  She  has  you  every  day,'  replied  the  Countess,  i  and 
we  can  send  her  a  message.     Is  she  alone  ?  ' 

4  She  has  the  Abbé  de  Quélus  with  her.' 

*  Very  well  then,'  said  she,  rising  to  ring  the  bell, 
£  you  will  dine  with  us.' 

This  time  Monsieur  de  Chessel  thought  her  sincère, 
and  gave  me  a  look  of  congratulation. 

As  soon  as  I  was  certain  of  spending  a  whole  evening 
under  this  roof,  I  felt  as  if  eternity  were  mine.  To 
many  an  unhappy  wretch  to-morrow  is  a  word  devoid  of 
meaning,  and  at  this  moment  I  was  one  of  those  who 
hâve  no  belief  in  to-morrow  ;  when  I  had  a  few  hours 
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to  call   my  own,  I  crowded  a  lifetime  of  rapture  into 
them. 

Madame  de  Mortsauf  then  began  to  talk  of  the 
country,  of  the  crops,  of  the  vines — subjects  to  which  I 
was  a  stranger.  In  the  mistress  of  a  house  this  behaviour 
argues  want  of  breeding,  or  else  contempt  for  the  person 
she  thus  shuts  out  of  the  conversation,  but  in  the  Countess 
it  was  simply  embarrassment.  Though  at  first  I  fancied 
she  was  affecting  to  regard  me  as  a  boy,  and  envied  the 
privilège  of  thirty  years,  which  allowed  Monsieur  de 
Chessel  to  entertain  his  fair  neighbour  with  such  serious 
matters,  of  which  I  understood  nothing,  and  though  I 
tormented  myself  by  thinking  that  everything  was  done 
for  him  ;  within  a  few  months  I  knew  ail  that  a 
woman's  silence  can  mean,  and  how  many  thoughts  are 
disguised  by  desultory  conversation. 

I  at  once  tried  to  sit  at  my  ease  in  my  chair  ;  then  I 
perceived  the  advantage  of  my  position,  and  gave  myself 
up  to  the  delight  of  hearing  the  Countess's  voice.  The 
breath  of  her  soûl  lurked  behind  the  procession  of 
syllables,  as  sound  is  divided  in  the  notes  of  a  keyed 
flûte  ;  it  died  undulating  on  the  ear,  whence  it  seemed 
to  drive  the  blood.  Her  way  of  pronouncing  words 
ending  in  i  was  like  the  song  of  birds;  her  pronunciation 
of  ch  was  like  a  caress  ;  and  the  way  in  which  she  spoke 
the  letter  t  betrayed  a  despotic  heart.  She  unconsciously 
expanded  the  meaning  of  words,  and  led  your  spirit  away 
into  a  supernatural  world.  How  often  hâve  I  permitted 
a  discussion  to  go  on  which  I  might  hâve  ended  ;  how 
often  hâve  I  allowed  myself  to  be  unjustly  blamed, 
merely  to  hear  that  music  of  the  human  voice,  to 
breathe  the  air  that  came  from  her  lips  so  full  of  her 
soûl,  to  clasp  that  spoken  light  with  as  much  ardour  as  I 
could  hâve  thrown  into  pressing  the  Countess  to  my 
heart  !  What  a  song,  as  of  some  joyful  swallow,  when 
she  could  laugh  ;  but  what  a  ring,  as  of  a  swan  calling 
to  its  fellow-swans,  when  she  spoke  of  her  sorrows  ! 
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The  Countess's  inattention  to  me  allowed  me  to  study 
her.  My  eyes  feasted  as  they  gazed  at  the  lovely 
speaker  ;  they  embraced  her  form,  kissed  her  feet,  played 
with  the  ringlets  of  her  hair.  And  ail  the  time  I  was  a 
prey  to  the  terror  which  only  those  can  understand  who 
hâve,  in  the  course  of  their  lives,  known  the  immeasur- 
able  joys  of  a  genuine  passion.  I  was  afraid  lest  she 
should  detect  my  gaze  fixed  on  the  spot  between  her 
shoulders  which  I  had  kissed  so  ardently.  My  fear  whetted 
the  temptation,  and  I  yielded  to  it.  I  looked,  my  eye 
rent  the  stuff  of  her  dress,  and  I  saw  a  mole  that  marked 
the  top  of  the  pretty  line  between  her  shoulders,  a  speck 
lying  on  milk  ;  this,  ever  since  the  bail,  had  blazed  out 
of  the  darkness  in  which  the  sleep  of  youths  seems  to 
float  when  their  imagination  is  ardent  and  their  life 
chaste. 

I  can  sketch  for  you  the  principal  features  which 
would  everywhere  hâve  attracted  attention  to  the 
Countess  ;  but  the  most  exact  drawing,  the  warmest 
glow  of  colour,  would  express  nothing  of  it.  Her  face 
is  one  of  those  of  which  no  one  could  give  a  true 
portrait  but  the  impossible  artist  whose  hand  can  paint 
the  glow  of  inward  fires,  and  render  the  luminous  essence 
which  science  dénies,  which  language  has  no  word  for, 
but  which  a  lover  sees.  Her  mass  of  fine  fair  hair  often 
gave  her  headaches,  caused  no  doubt  by  a  sudden  rush 
of  blood  to  the  head.  Her  rounded  forehead,  prominent 
like  that  of  La  Gioconda^  seemed  to  be  full  of  unspoken 
ideas,  of  suppressed  feelings — flowers  drowned  in  bitter 
waters.  Her  eyes  were  greenish,  with  spots  of  hazel, 
and  always  pale  in  colour;  but  when  her  children  were 
concerned,  or  if  she  were  betrayed  into  any  véhément 
émotion  of  joy  or  grief,  rare  in  the  life  of  a  resigned 
wife,  her  eye  could  flash  with  a  subtle  flame,  which 
seemed  to  hâve  derived  its  fire  from  the  deepest  springs 
of  life,  and  which  would  no  doubt  dry  them  up  ;  a 
lightning  gleam  that   has  wrung   tears  from  me  when 
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she  shed  on  me  her  terrible  disdain,  and  that  she  found 
adéquate  to  abash  the  boldest  gaze. 

A  Greek  nose  that  Phidias  might  hâve  chiselled,  joined 
by  a  double  curve  to  lips  of  exquisite  shape,  gave  strength 
to  her  oval  face  ;  and  her  complexion,  like  a  camellia- 
petal,  was  charmingly  tinted  with  tender  rose  in  the 
cheeks.  She  was  not  thin,  but  this  did  not  detract  from 
the  grâce  of  her  figure,  nor  from  the  roundness  that 
made  every  outline  beautiful,  though  fully  developed. 
You  will  at  once  understand  the  character  of  this  perfec- 
tion when  I  tell  you  that  at  the  junction  with  the  upper 
arm  of  the  dazzling  bosom  that  had  bewitched  me,  there 
could  be  no  roll  nor  wrinkle.  Her  throat,  where  her 
head  was  set  on,  showed  none  of  those  hollows  that 
make  some  women's  necks  look  like  tree-trunks  ;  the 
muscles  showed  no  cords,  and  every  line  was  curved  with 
a  grâce  as  distracting  to  the  eye  as  to  the  painter's  brush. 
A  délicate  down  died  away  on  her  cheeks,  and  on  the 
back  of  her  neck,  catching  the  light  with  a  silky  sheen. 
Her  ears  were  small  and  shapely — the  ears  of  a  slave  and 
of  a  mother,  she  used  to  say.  Later,  when  I  dwelt  in 
her  heart,  she  would  say,  *  Hère  cornes  Monsieur  de 
Mortsauf,'  and  be  quite  right,  when  I  could  as  yet  hear 
nothing — I,  whose  hearing  is  remarkably  keen.  Her 
arms  were  beautiful  ;  her  hands,  with  their  turned-up 
finger-tips,  were  long,  and  the  nails  set  into  the  flesh  as 
in  antique  statues. 

I  should  offend  you  by  attributing  greater  beauty  to  a 
flat  figure  than  to  a  full  one,  but  that  you  are  an  excep- 
tion. A  round  figure  is  a  sign  of  strength  ;  but  women 
who  are  built  so  are  imperious,  wilful,  and  voluptuous 
rather  than  tender.  Women  who  are  flatly  formed  are, 
on  the  contrary,  self-sacrificing,  full  of  refinement,  and 
inclined  to  melancholy  ;  they  are  more  thoroughly 
women.  A  flat  figure  is  soft  and  supple  ;  a  full  one  is 
rigid  and  jealous.  Now  you  know  the  kind  of  shape  she 
had.     She  had  the  foot  of  a  lady  ;  a  foot  that  walks  little, 
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is  easily  tired,  and  is  engaging  to  look   upon  when  it 
peeps  from  under  the  petticoat. 

Though  she  was  the  mother  of  two  children,  I  hâve 
never  met  with  any  woman  more  genuinely  maidenly. 
Her  expression  was  so  girlish,  and  at  the  same  time 
amazed  and  dreamy,  that  it  brought  the  eye  back  to 
gaze,  as  a  painter  invites  it  back  to  a  face  in  which  his 
genius  has  embodied  a  world  of  feelings.  Her  visible 
qualifies  indeed  can  only  be  expressed  by  comparisons. 
Do  you  remember  the  wild,  austère  fragrance  of  a  heath 
we  plucked  on  our  way  home  from  the  Villa  Diodati,  a 
flower  you  admired  so  much  for  its  colouring  of  pink 
and  black, — then  you  will  understand  how  this  woman 
could  be  élégant  though  so  far  from  the  world,  natural 
in  her  expressions,  refining  ail  that  came  to  belong  to 
her — pink  and  black.  Her  frame  had  the  green  tender- 
ness  we  admire  in  leaves  but  just  opened,  her  mind  had 
the  intense  concentration  of  a  savage's,  she  was  a  child 
in  feeling  sobered  by  grief,  the  mistress  of  the  house,  and 
an  unwedded  soûl. 

She  was  charming  without  artifice  in  her  way  of 
sitting  down,  of  rising,  of  being  silent,  or  of  throwing 
out  a  remark.  Habitually  reserved,  and  vigilant  as  the 
sentinel  on  whom  the  safety  of  ail  dépends,  ever  on  the 
watch  for  disaster,  she  sometimes  smiled  in  a  way  that 
betrayed  a  laughing  spirit  buried  under  the  demeanour 
required  by  her  mode  of  life.  Her  womanly  vanity  had 
become  a  mystery  ;  she  inspired  romance  instead  of  the 
gallant  attentions  which  most  women  love  ;  she  revealed 
her  genuine  self,  her  living  fire,  her  blue  dreams,  as  the 
sky  shows  between  parting  clouds.  This  involuntary 
self-betrayal  made  a  man  thoughtful,  unless  indeed  he 
were  conscious  of  an  unshed  tear,  dried  by  the  fire  of  his 
passion. 

The  rareness  of  her  movements,  and  yet  more  of  her 
looks — for  she  never  looked  at  anybody  but  her  children 
— gave  incredible  solemnity  to  ail  she  did  and  said,  when 
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she  did  or  said  a  thing  with  that  manner  which  a 
woman  can  assume  if  she  is  compromising  her  dignity 
by  an  avowal. 

Madame  de  Mortsauf  was,  on  that  day,  wearing  a 
cambric  gown  with  fine  pink  stripes,  a  collar  with  a 
broad  hem,  a  black  sash  and  black  boots.  Her  hair  was 
simply  twisted  into  a  knot  and  held  by  a  tortoiseshell 
comb. 

There  is  the  promised  sketch.  But  the  constant 
émanation  of  her  spirit  on  ail  who  were  about  her,  that 
nourishing  élément  diffused  in  waves  as  the  sun  diffuses 
its  light,  her  essential  nature,  her  attitude  in  serene 
hours,  her  résignation  in  a  storm,  ail  the  chances  of 
life  which  develop  character,  dépend,  like  atmospheric 
changes,  on  unexpected  and  transient  circumstances 
which  hâve  no  resemblance  to  each  other  excepting  in 
the  background  against  which  they  are  seen.  This  will 
inevitably  be  depicted  as  part  of  the  incidents  of  this 
narrative — a  true  domestic  epic,  as  great  in  the  sight  of 
the  wise  as  tragédies  are  in  the  eyes  of  the  crowd  ;  a 
taie  which  will  interest  you,  both  by  the  part  I  played 
in  it  and  by  its  resemblance  to  that  of  many  a  woman's 
destiny. 

Everything  at  Clochegourde  was  characterised  by 
English  neatness.  The  drawing-room  in  which  the 
Countess  was  sitting  was  panelled  throughout,  and 
painted  in  two  shades  of  stone  colour.  On  the  chimney 
shelf  stood  a  clock  in  a  mahogany  case  surmounted  by  a 
tazza,  and  flanked  by  two  large  white-and-gold  china 
jars  in  which  stood  two  Cape  heaths.  On  the  console 
was  a  lamp  ;  in  front  of  the  fireplace  a  backgammon 
board.  Thick  cotton  ropes  looped  back  the  plain  white 
calico  curtains  without  any  trimming.  Holland  covers, 
bound  with  green  galoon,  were  over  ail  the  chairs,  and 
the  worsted  work  stretched  on  the  Countess's  frame 
sufficiently  revealed  the  reason  for  so  carefully  hiding  the 
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furniture.  This  simplicity  was  really  dignified.  No 
room,  of  ail  I  hâve  seen  since,  has  ever  filled  me  with 
such  a  rush  of  pregnant  impressions  as  I  then  felt 
crowding  on  me  in  that  drawing-room  at  Clochegourde 
— a  room  as  still  and  remote  as  its  mistress's  life,  and 
telling  of  the  monastic  regularity  of  her  occupations. 
Most  of  my  ideas,  even  my  most  daring  flights  in  science 
or  in  politics,  hâve  had  their  birth  there,  as  perfumes 
emanate  from  flowers  ;  and  hère  grew  the  unknown 
plant  which  shed  its  fertilising  power  over  me  ;  hère 
glowed  the  solar  heat  which  developed  ail  that  was  good 
and  dried  up  ail  that  was  bad  in  me. 

From  the  window  the  view  extended  over  the  valley 
from  the  hill  where  Pont-de-Ruan  lies  scattered,  to  the 
château  of  Azay,  and  the  eye  could  follow  the  curves  of 
the  opposite  downs  varied  by  the  turrets  of  Frapesle,  the 
church,  village,  and  manor-house  of  Sache  towering 
above  the  meadow  land.  The  scène,  in  harmony  with  a 
peaceful  existence,  unvaried  by  any  émotions  but  those 
of  family  life,  breathed  peace  into  the  soûl.  If  I  had 
seen  her  for  the  first  time  hère,  between  the  Comte  de 
Mortsauf  and  her  children,  instead  of  discovering  her  in 
the  splendour  of  her  bail  dress,  I  could  not  hâve  stolen 
that  delirious  kiss,  for  which  at  this  moment  I  felt  some 
remorse,  believing  that  it  might  wreck  the  future  pros- 
pects of  my  passion  !  No,  in  the  gloomy  temper 
begotten  of  my  sad  life,  I  should  hâve  knelt  before  her, 
hâve  kissed  her  little  boots,  hâve  dropped  some  tears  on 
them,  and  hâve  thrown  myself  into  the  Indre. 

But,  having  breathed  the  jessamine  freshness  of  her 
skin  and  tasted  the  milk  in  that  cup  of  love,  my  soûl 
was  filled  with  longing  and  hope  for  human  joys  :  I 
would  live,  I  would  wait  for  the  hour  of  fulfilment  as  a 
savage  looks  out  for  the  moment  of  revenge.  I  longed 
to  swing  from  the  branches,  to  rush  among  the  vines,  to 
wallow  in  the  Indre  ;  my  companions  should  be  the 
silence  of  the  night,  the  languor  of  living,  the  heat  of 
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the  sun,  that  I  might  eat  at  my  leisure  the  delicious 
apple  I  had  bitten  into.  If  she  had  asked  me  for  the 
singing-flower,  or  the  riches  buried  by  Morgan  the 
Destroyer,  I  would  hâve  found  them  for  her  only  to 
obtain  the  real  riches,  the  speechless  blossom  that  I 
longed  for. 

When  I  roused  myself  from  the  dream  into  which  I 
had  been  thrown  by  contemplating  my  idol,  during 
which  a  servant  had  come  in  to  speak  to  her,  I  heard 
her  talking  of  the  Count.  Then  only  did  it  strike  me 
that  a  woman  belonged  to  her  husband.  The  thought 
made  my  brain  réel.  I  felt  a  fierce  but  dreary  curiosity 
to  see  the  possessor  of  this  treasure.  Two  feelings  were 
uppermost — hatred  and  fear  ;  hatred,  which  recognised  no 
obstacle  and  measured  every  difficulty  without  dread  ; 
fear,  vague  indeed  but  genuine,  of  the  coming  struggle, 
of  its  resuit,  and,  above  ail,  of  Her.  A  prey  to  inde- 
scribable  presentiments,  I  dreaded  the  handshaking 
which  is  so  undignified  ;  I  had  visions  of  those  elastic 
difficulties  against  which  the  firmest  will  is  battered  and 
blunted  ;  I  feared  the  power  of  inertia,  which  in  our  day 
deprives  social  life  of  the  moments  of  climax  that 
passionate  soûls  crave  for. 

4  Hère  cornes  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,'  said  she. 

I  started  to  my  feet  like  a  frightened  horse.  Though 
this  impulse  did  not  escape  the  notice  of  either  Monsieur 
de  Chessel  or  the  Countess,  I  was  spared  any  speechless 
comment,  for  a  diversion  was  effected  by  a  little  girl, 
of  about  six  years  old  as  I  supposed,  who  came  in 
saying — 

1  Hère  is  my  father.' 

'  Well,  Madeleine  ?  '  said  her  mother. 

The  child  gave  her  hand  to  Monsieur  de  Chessel 
when  he  held  out  his,  and  looked  at  me  fixedly  after 
making  an  astonished  little  curtsey. 

'  Are  you  satisfied  with  her  health  ?  '  said  Monsieur  de 
Chessel  to  the  Countess. 
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4  She  is  better,'  replied  the  mother,  stroking  the  little 
girl's  hair  as  she  sat  huddled  in  her  lap. 

A  question  from  Monsieur  de  Chessel  taught  me  the 
fact  that  Madeleine  was  nine  years  old  ;  I  showed  some 
surprise  at  my  mistake,  and  my  astonishment  brought  a 
cloud  to  the  mother's  brow.  My  friend  shot  me  one  of 
those  looks  by  which  men  of  the  world  give  us  a  second 
éducation.  This  was,  no  doubt,  a  mother's  wound 
which  might  not  be  opened  or  touched.  A  frail  créa- 
ture, with  colourless  eyes  and  a  skin  as  white  as  porcelain 
lighted  from  within,  Madeleine  would  probably  not  hâve 
lived  in  the  air  of  a  town.  Country  air,  and  the  care 
with  which  her  mother  brooded  over  her,  had  kept  the 
flame  alive  in  a  body  as  délicate  as  a  plant  grown  in  a 
hothouse  in  défiance  of  the  severity  of  a  northern 
climate.  Though  she  was  not  at  ail  like  her  mother, 
she  seemed  to  hâve  her  mother's  spirit,  and  that  sustained 
her.  Her  thin,  black  hair,  her  sunken  eyes,  hollow 
cheeks,  lean  arms,  and  narrow  chest  told  of  a  struggle 
between  life  and  death,  an  unceasing  duel  in  which  the 
Countess  had  hitherto  been  victorious.  The  child  made 
an  effort  to  be  gay,  no  doubt  to  spare  her  mother 
suffering  ;  for  now  and  again,  when  she  was  unobserved, 
she  languished  like  a  weeping  willow.  You  might  hâve 
taken  her  for  a  gypsy  child  suffering  from  hunger,  who 
had  begged  her  way  across  country,  exhausted  but  brave, 
and  dressed  for  her  public. 

'Where  did  you  leave  Jacques?'  asked  her  mother, 
kissing  her  on  the  white  line  that  parted  her  hair  into 
two  bands  like  a  raven's  wings. 

1  He  is  coming  with  my  father.' 

The  Count  at  this  moment  came  in,  leading  his  little 
boy  by  the  hand.  Jacques,  the  very  image  of  his  sister, 
showed  the  same  signs  of  weakliness.  Seeing  thèse  two 
fragile  children  by  the  side  of  such  a  magnificently 
handsome  mother,  it  was  impossible  not  to  understand 
the  causes  of  the  grief  which  gave  pathos  to  the  Coun- 
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tess's  brow  and  made  her  silent  as  to  the  thoughts  which 
are  confided  to  God  alone,  but  which  stamp  terrible 
meaning  on  the  forehead.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  as  he 
bowed  to  me,  gave  me  a  glance  not  so  much  of  inquiry 
as  of  the  awkward  uneasiness  of  a  man  whose  distrust 
arises  from  his  want  of  practical  observation  and  analysis. 

After  mentioning  my  name,  and  what  had  brought 
me  thither,  his  wife  gave  him  her  seat  and  left  the 
room.  The  children,  whose  eyes  centred  in  their 
mother's  as  if  they  derived  their  light  from  her,  wanted 
to  go  with  her;  she  said,  *  Stay  hère,  my  darlings,'  and 
laid  her  finger  on  her  lips. 

They  obeyed,  but  they  looked  sad. 

Oh  !  To  hear  that  word  '  darling,'  what  task  might 
one  not  hâve  undertaken  ?  Like  the  children,  I  felt 
chilled  when  she  was  no  longer  there. 

My  name  changed  the  Count's  impulses  with  regard 
to  me.  From  being  cold  and  supercilious,  he  became,  if 
not  affectionate,  at  least  politely  pressing,  showed  me 
every  mark  of  considération,  and  seemed  happy  to  see 
me.  Long  ago  my  father  had  devoted  himself  to  play  a 
noble  but  inconspicuous  part  for  our  sovereigns,  full  of 
danger,  but  possibly  useful.  When  ail  was  lost,  and 
Napoléon  had  climbed  to  the  highest  pinnacle,  like 
many  secret  conspirators,  he  had  taken  refuge  in  the 
peace  of  a  provincial  life  and  quiet  home,  bowing  before 
accusations  as  cruel  as  they  were  unmerited — the  inévit- 
able reward  of  gamblers  who  stake  ail  for  ail  or  nothing, 
and  collapse  after  having  been  the  pivot  of  the  political 
machine.  I,  knowing  nothing  of  the  fortunes,  the 
antécédents,  or  the  prospects  of  my  own  family,  was 
equally  ignorant  of  the  détails  of  this  forgotten  history 
which  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  remembered.  However, 
if  the  antiquity  of  my  name,  in  his  eyes  the  most 
precious  hallmark  a  man  could  possess,  might  justify  a 
réception  which  made  me  blush,  I  did  not  know  the 
real  reason    till   later.     For    the    moment    the    sudden 
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change  put  me  at  my  ease.  When  the  two  children  saw 
that  the  conversation  was  fairly  started  among  us  three, 
Madeleine  slipped  her  head  from  under  her  father's 
hand,  looked  at  the  open  door,  and  glided  out  like  an 
eel,  followed  by  Jacques.  They  joined  their  mother, 
for  I  heard  them  talking  and  trotting  about  in  the 
distance,  like  the  hum  of  bées  round  thehive  that  is  their 
home. 

I  studied  the  Comte  de  Mortsauf,  trying  to  guess  at 
his  character,  but  I  was  so  far  interested  by  some  lead- 
ing  features  to  go  no  further  than  a  superficial  examination 
of  his  countenance.  Though  he  was  no  more  than  five- 
and-forty,  he  looked  nearly  sixty,  so  rapidly  had  he  aged 
in  the  gênerai  wreck  which  closed  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury.  The  fringe  of  hair,  like  a  monk's,  which  framed 
his  bald  head,  ended  over  his  ears  in  grizzled  locks  on  his 
temples.  His  face  had  a  remote  resemblance  to  that  of 
a  white  wolfwith  a  blood-stained  muzzle,  for  his  nose 
was  hot  and  red,  like  that  of  a  man  whose  constitution 
is  undermined,  whose  digestion  is  weak,  and  his  blood 
vitiated  by  early  disease.  His  flat  forehead,  too  wide  for 
a  face  that  ended  in  a  point,  was  furrowed  across  at 
unequal  distances,  the  resuit  of  an  open-air  life,  and  not 
of  inteliectual  labours,  of  constant  ill-fortune,  and  not 
of  the  effort  to  defy  it.  His  cheek-bones,  high  and 
sunburnt,  while  the  rest  of  his  face  was  sallow,  showed 
that  his  frame  was  so  strongly  built  as  to  promise  a  long 
life. 

His  bright,  tawny,  hard  eye  fell  on  you  like  winter 
sunshine,  luminous  without  heat,  restless  without 
thought,  distrustful  without  purpose.  His  mouth  was 
coarse  and  domineering,  his  chin  long  and  flat. 

He  was  tall  and  thin,  with  the  air  of  a  gentleman  who 
relies  on  a  conventional  standard  of  worth,  who  feels 
himself  superior  to  his  neighbour  by  right,  inferior  in 
fact.  The  easy-going  habits  of  a  country  life  made  him 
neglectful  of  his  person  ;    his   clothes  were   those  of  a 
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country  proprietor,  regardée!  alike  by  the  peasants  and 
by  his  neighbours  as  merely  representing  a  landed  estate. 
His  brown,  sinewy  hands  showed  that  he  never  wore 
gloves,  unless  for  riding,  or  on  Sunday  to  go  to  church. 
His  shoes  were  clumsy. 

Although  ten  years  of  exile,  and  ten  of  agricultural 
life,  had  thus  affected  his  appearance,  he  still  bore  traces 
of  noble  birth.  The  most  rancorous  Libéral — a  word 
not  then  coined — would  at  once  hâve  discerned  in  him 
the  chivalrous  loyalty,  the  unfading  convictions  of  a 
constant  reader  of  the  Quotidienne^  and  hâve  admired 
him  as  a  religious  man,  devoted  to  his  party,  frank  as  to 
his  political  antipathies,  incapable  of  being  personally 
serviceable  to  his  side,  very  capable  of  ruining  it,  and 
ignorant  of  the  state  of  affairs  in  France.  The  Count 
was,  in  fact,  one  of  those  upright  men  who  yield  not  a 
jot,  and  obstinately  bar  ail  progress,  valuable  to  die 
weapon  in  hand  at  the  post  assigned  to  them,  but  stingy 
enough  to  give  their  life  rather  than  their  money. 

During  dinner  I  detected  in  the  hollows  of  his  faded 
cheeks,  and  in  the  glances  he  stole  at  his  children,  the 
traces  of  certain  importunate  thoughts  which  came  to 
die  on  the  surface.  Who  that  saw  him  could  fail  to 
understand  him  ?  Who  would  not  hâve  accused  him  of 
having  transmitted  to  his  children  their  lack  of  vitality  ! 
But  even  if  he  biamed  himself,  he  allowed  no  one  else 
the  right  of  condemning  him.  He  was  as  bitter  as  an 
authority  consciously  at  fault,  but  without  sufficient 
magnanimity  or  charm  to  make  up  for  the  quota  of 
suffering  he  had  thrown  into  the  scale  ;  and  that  his 
private  life  must  be  full  of  harshness  could  be  seen  in  his 
hard  features  and  ever-watchful  eyes. 

Thus,  when  his  wife  came  back,  with  the  two 
children  clinging  to  her,  I  apprehended  disaster,  as  when 
walking  over  the  vaults  of  a  cellar  the  foot  has  a  sort  of 
sensé  of  the  depths  below.  Looking  at  thèse  four  per- 
sons  together,  looking  at  them,  as  I  did,  each  in  turn, 
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studying  their  faces  and  their  attitude  towards  each 
other,  thoughts  of  melancholy  fell  upon  my  heart  as 
fine  grey  rain  throws  a  mist  over  a  fair  landscape  after  a 
bright  sunrise. 

When  the  immédiate  subject  of  conversation  was 
exhausted,  the  Count  again  spoke  of  me,  overlooking 
Monsieur  de  Chessel,  and  telling  his  wife  various  facts 
relating  to  my  family  which  were  perfectly  unknown  to 
me.  He  asked  me  how  old  I  was.  When  I  told  him, 
the  Countess  repeated  my  start  of  surprise  at  hearing 
the  âge  of  her  little  girl.  She  thought  me  perhaps 
about  fourteen.  This,  as  I  afterwards  learnt,  was  a 
second  tie  that  bound  her  to  me  so  closely.  I  read  in 
her  soûl.  Her  motherly  instinct  was  roused,  enlightened 
by  a  late  sunbeam  which  gave  her  a  hope.  On  seeing 
me  at  past  twenty  so  fragile  and  yet  so  wiry,  a  voice 
whispered  to  her  perhaps,  c  They  will  live  !  '  She  looked 
at  me  inquisitively,  and  I  felt  at  the  moment  that  much 
ice  was  melted  between  us.  She  seemed  to  hâve  a 
thousand  questions  to  ask,  but  reserved  them  ail. 

'Ifyou  are  ill  from  over-work,' said  she,  c  the  air  of 
our  valley  will  restore  you.' 

4  Modem  éducation  is  fatal  to  children,'  the  Count 
said.  *  We  cram  them  with  mathematics,  we  beat  them 
with  hammers  of  science,  and  wear  them  out  before 
their  time.  You  must  rest  hère,' he  went  on.  cYou 
are  crushed  under  the  avalanche  of  ideas  that  has  been 
hurled  down  on  you.  What  an  âge  must  we  look  for- 
ward  to  after  ail  this  teaching  brought  down  to  the 
meanest  capacity,  unless  we  can  forefend  the  evil  by 
placing  éducation  once  more  in  the  hands  of  religious 
bodies  !  ' 

This  speech  was  indeed  the  forerunner  of  what  he  said 
one  day  at  an  élection  when  refusing  to  vote  for  a  man 
whose  talents  might  hâve  done  good  service  to  the 
royalist  cause  :  *  I  never  trust  a  clever  man,'  said  he  to 
the  registrar  of  votes. 
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He  now  proposed  to  take  us  round  the  gardens,  and 
rose. 

1  Monsieur '  said  the  Countess. 

'  Well,  my  dear  ?  '  he  replied,  turning  round  with  a 
rough  haughtiness  that  showed  now  much  he  wished  to 
be  master  in  his  own  house,  and  how  little  he  was  so  at 
this  time. 

'  Monsieur  walked  from  Tours  this  morning  ;  Mon- 
sieur de  Chessel  did  not  know  it,  and  took  him  for  a 
walk  in  Frapesle.' 

*  You  were  very  rash,'  said  he  to  me,  4  though  at  your 
âge ,'  and  he  wagged  his  head  in  token  of  regret. 

The  conversation  was  then  resumed.  I  very  soon 
found  out  how  perverse  his  Royalism  was,  and  what 
caution  was  necessary  to  swim  in  his  waters  without 
collisions.  The  servant,  now  arrayed  in  livery, 
announced  dinner.  Monsieur  de  Chessel  gave  his  arm 
to  Madame  de  Mortsauf,  and  the  Count  gaily  put  his 
hand  in  mine  to  go  to  the  dining-room,  which  was  at 
the  opposite  end  to  the  drawing-room,  on  thesame  floor. 

This  room,  floored  with  white  tiles  made  in  the 
country,  and  wainscoted  waist  high,  was  hung  with  a 
satin  paper  divided  into  large  panels  framed  with  borders 
of  fruit  and  flowers  ;  the  window-curtains  were  of 
cotton  stuff,  bound  with  red  ;  the  sideboards  were  old 
Boule  inlay,  and  the  woodwork  of  the  chairs,  upholstered 
with  needle-work,  was  of  carved  oak.  The  table, 
though  abundantly  spread,  was  not  luxurious  ;  there  was 
old  family  plate  of  various  dates  and  patterns,  Dresden 
china- — not  yet  in  fashion  again — octagonal  water- 
bottles,  agate-handled  knives,  and  bottle  stands  of 
Chinese  lacquer.  But  there  were  flowers  in  varnished 
tubs,  with  notched  and  gilt  rims.  I  was  delighted  with 
thèse  old-fashioned  things,  and  I  thought  the  Réveillon 
paper,  with  its  flowered  border,  superb. 

The  glee  that  filled  ail  my  sails  hindered  me  from 
discerning  the  insuperable  obstacles  placed  between  her 
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and  me  by  this  imperturbable  life  of  solitude  in  the 
country.  I  sat  by  her,  at  her  right,  I  poured  out  her 
wine  and  water.  Yes  !  Unhoped  for  joy  !  I  could 
touch  her  gown,  I  ate  her  bread.  Only  three  hours  had 
gone  by,  and  my  life  was  mingling  with  hers  !  And 
we  were  bound  together  too  by  that  terrible  kiss,  a  sort 
of  secret  which  filled  us  alike  with  shame. 

I  was  defiantly  base  ;  I  devoted  myself  to  pleasing  the 
Count,  who  met  ail  my  civilities  halfway  ;  I  would 
hâve  fondled  the  dog,  hâve  been  subservient  to  the 
children's  least  whim  ;  I  would  hâve  brought  them  hoops 
or  marbles,  hâve  been  their  horse  to  drive  ;  I  was  only 
vexed  that  they  had  not  already  taken  possession  of  me 
as  a  thing  of  their  own.  Love  has  its  intuition  as 
genius  has,  and  I  dimly  perceived  that  his  violence  and 
surliness  and  hostility  would  be  the  ruin  of  my  hopes. 
This  dinner  was  to  me  a  time  of  exquisite  raptures. 
Finding  myself  under  her  roof,  I  forgot  her  real  cold- 
ness,  and  the  indifférence  that  lay  beneath  the  Count's 
politeness.  In  love,  as  in  life,  there  is  a  period  of  full 
growth  whereitis  self-sufficient.  I  made  some  blunder- 
ing  answers,  in  keeping  with  the  secret  tumult  of  my 
passions  ;  but  no  one  could  guess  this,  much  less  she  who 
knew  nothing  of  love.  The  rest  of  the  evening  was  as 
a  dream. 

This  beautiful  dream  came  to  an  end  when,  by  the 
light  of  the  moon,  in  the  hot  fragrant  night,  I  again 
crossed  the  Indre  amid  the  white  visions  that  hung  over 
the  fields  and  shore  and  Hills,  hearing  the  thin,  mono- 
tonous  call  on  one  note,  melancholy  and  incessant,  at 
equal  intervais,  uttered  by  some  tree-frog  of  which  I 
know  not  the  scientific  name,  but  which,  since  that 
fateful  day,  I  never  hear  but  with  extrême  delight. 

Hère,  again,  though  rather  late,  I  discerned,  as  else- 
where,  the  stony  insensibility  against  which  ail  my  feel- 
ings  had  hitherto  been  blunted  ;  I  wondered  whether  it 
would  be  always  thus  ;  I    believed   myself  to  be   under 
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some  fatal  influence  ;  the  gloomy  incidents  of  my  past 
life  struggled  with  the  purely  personal  joys  I  had  just 
experienced. 

Before  re-entering  Frapesle,  I  loolced  baclc  at  Cloche- 
gourde  and  saw  below  a  boat,  a  punt  such  as  in  Touraine 
is  called  a  toue^  moored  to  an  ash-tree,  and  rocking  in  the 
stream.  This  boat  belonged  to  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf, 
who  used  it  for  fishing. 

1  Well,'  said  Monsieur  de  Chessel,  when  there  was  no 
danger  of  our  being  overheard,  c 1  need  not  ask  you  if 
you  hâve  found  the  lady  of  the  beautiful  shoulders.  You 
may  be  congratulated  on  the  welcome  you  received  from 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf.  The  deuce  !  Why,  you  hâve 
taken  the  citadel  at  a  blow.' 

This  speech,  followed  up  by  the  remarks  I  before 
mentioned,  revived  my  downcast  spirit.  I  had  not  spoken 
a  word  since  leaving  Clochegourde,  and  my  host  ascribed 
my  silence  to  happiness. 

c  How  so  ?  '  said  I,  with  a  touch  of  irony,  which  might 
hâve  seemed  to  be  the  outcome  of  restrained  passion. 

4  He  never  in  his  life  received  any  one  so  civilly.' 

i  I  may  confess  that  I  was  myself  astounded  at  his 
politeness,'  said  I,  feeling  what  bitterness  lay  behind  his 
words. 

Though  I  was  too  much  inexperienced  in  the  ways  of 
the  world  to  understand  the  cause  of  Monsieur  de 
Chessel's  animus,  I  was  struck  by  the  tone  which 
betrayed  it.  My  host  was  so  unlucky  as  to  be  named 
Durand,  and  he  made  himself  ridiculous  by  renouncing 
his  father's  name — that  of  a  noted  manufacturer  who  had 
made  an  immense  fortune  during  the  Révolution,  and 
whose  wife  was  the  sole  heiress  of  the  Chessel  family,  an 
old  connection  of  lawyers  risen  from  the  citizen  class 
under  Henry  iv.,  like  most  of  the  Paris  magistracy. 

Monsieur  de  Chessel,  ambitious  of  the  highest  flight, 
wished   to  kill  the  primitive  Durand   to    attain   to  the 
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realms  he  dreamed  of.  He  first  called  himself  Durand 
de  Chessel,  then  D.  de  Chessel,  then  he  was  Monsieur 
de  Chessel.  After  the  Restoration  he  endowed  an  entail 
with  the  title  of  Count  under  letters-patent  granted  by 
Louis  xviii.  His  children  culled  the  fruits  of  his  auda- 
city  without  knowing  its  magnitude.  A  speech  made 
by  a  certain  satirical  prince  long  clung  to  his  heels  : 
1  Monsieur  de  Chessel  generally  has  something  of  the 
Durand  about  him,'  said  His  Highness.  And  this  wit- 
ticism  was  long  a  joy  in  Touraine. 

Parvenues  are  like  monkeys,  and  not  less  dexterous. 
Seen  from  above  we  admire  their  agility  in  climbing  ; 
but  when  they  hâve  reached  the  top,  nothing  is  to  be 
seen  but  their  more  shameful  side.  The  wrong  side  of 
my  entertainer  was  made  of  meanness  puffed  up  with 
envy.  He  and  a  peerage  are  to  this  day  points  that 
cannot  meet.  To  be  pretentious  and  justify  it  is  the 
insolence  of  strength  ;  but  a  man  who  is  beneath  the 
pretensions  he  owns  to  is  in  a  constantly  ridiculous 
position,  which  affords  a  feast  to  petty  minds.  Now, 
Monsieur  de  Chessel  has  never  walked  in  the  straight 
path  of  a  strong  man  ;  he  has  twice  been  elected  deputy, 
twice  rejected  of  the  electors  ;  one  day  Director-General, 
the  next  nothing  at  ail,  not  even  Préfet  ;  and  his  suc- 
cesses  and  defeats  hâve  spoiled  his  temper  and  given 
him  the  acrid  greed  of  an  ambitious  failure.  Though  a 
fine  fellow,  intelligent,  and  capable  of  high  achievement, 
the  spirit  of  envy  perhaps — which  gives  zest  to  existence 
in  Touraine,  where  the  natives  waste  their  brains  in 
jealous  spite — was  fatal  to  him  in  the  higher  social 
sphères,  where  faces  that  frown  at  others'  fortune  are 
rarely  popular,  or  sulky  lips  unready  to  pay  compliments 
but  apt  at  sarcasm.  If  he  had  wished  for  less,  he  might 
perhaps  hâve  gained  more  ;  but  he,  unfortunately,  was 
always  proud  enough  to  insist  on  walking  upright. 

At  the  time  of  my  visit,  Monsieur  de  Chessel  was  in 
the  dawn  of  his   ambition,  Royalism    smiled   on    him. 
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He  affected  grand  airs  perhaps,  but  to  me  he  was  the 
perfection  of  kindness.  I  liked  him,  too,  for  a  very 
simple  reason  :  under  his  roof  I  found  peace  for  the  flrst 
time  in  my  life.  The  interest  he  took  in  me — little 
enough  I  dare  say — seemed  to  me,  the  hapless  outcast  of 
my  family,  a  model  of  paternal  affection.  The  atten- 
tions of  hospitality  formed  such  a  contrast  with  the 
indifférence  that  had  hitherto  crushed  me,  that  I  showed 
childlike  gratitude  for  being  allowed  to  live  unfettered 
and  almost  petted.  The  owners  of  Frapesle  are  indeed 
so  intimately  part  of  the  dawn  of  my  happiness,  that  they 
dwell  in  my  mind  with  the  memories  I  love  to  live  in. 
At  a  later  time,  in  the  very  matter  of  the  King's  letters- 
patent,  I  had  the  satisfaction  of  doing  my  host  some 
little  service. 

Monsieur  de  Chessel  spent  his  fortune  with  an  amount 
of  display  that  aggrieved  some  of  his  neighbours  ;  he  could 
buy  fine  horses  and  smart  carriages  ;  his  wife  dressed 
handsomely  ;  he  entertained  splendidly  ;  his  servants  were 
more  numerous  than  the  mannersof  the  country  demand  ; 
he  affected  the  princely.  The  estate  of  Frapesle  is 
vast. 

So,  as  compared  with  his  neighbour,  and  in  the  face  of 
allthis  magnificence,  the  Comte  de  Mortsauf,  reduced  to 
the  family  coach,  which  in  Touraine  is  a  cross  between 
a  mail-cart  and  a  post-chaise,  compelled  too  by  his  lack 
of  fortune  to  make  Clochegourde  pay,  was  a  Touran- 
geau, a  mère  gentleman  farmer,  till  the  day  when  royal 
favour  restored  his  family  to  unhoped-for  dignity.  The 
welcome  he  had  extended  to  me,  the  younger  son  of  an 
impoverished  family,  whose  coat-of-arms  dates  from  the 
Crusades,  had  been  calculated  to  throw  contempt  on  the 
wealth,  the  woods,  the  farms  and  meadows  of  his  neigh- 
bour, a  man  of  no  birth. 

Monsieur  de  Chessel  had  quite  understood  the  Count. 
Indeed,  their  intercourse  had  always  been  polite,  but 
without  the  daily  exchange,  the  friendly  intimacy  which 
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might  hâve  existed  between  Clochegourde  and  Frapesle, 
two  domains  divided  only  by  the  river,  and  whose  mis- 
tresses  could  signal  to  each  other  from  their  windows. 

Jealousy,  however,  was  not  the  only  reason  for  the 
Comte  de  Mortsaufs  solitary  life.  His  early  éducation 
had  been  that  given  to  most  boys  of  good  family — an 
insufficient  and  superficial  smattering,  on  which  were 
grafted  the  lessons  of  the  world,  Court  manners,  and  the 
exercise  of  High  Court  functions  or  some  position  of 
dignity.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  had  emigrated  just 
when  this  second  éducation  should  hâve  begun,  and  so 
missed  it.  He  was  one  of  those  who  believed  in  the 
early  restoration  of  the  Monarchy  in  France  ;  in  this 
conviction  he  had  spent  the  years  of  exile  in  lamentable 
idleness.  Then,  when  Condé's  army  was  broken  up, 
after  the  Count's  courage  had  marked  him  as  one  of  its 
most  devoted  soldiers,  he  still  counted  on  returning  ère 
long  with  the  white  standard,  and  never  attempted,  lilce 
many  of  the  émigrés^  to  lead  an  industrious  life.  Perhaps 
he  could  not  bear  to  renounce  his  name  in  order  to  earn 
his  bread  in  the  sweat  of  the  toil  he  despised. 

His  hopes,  always  held  over  till  the  morrow,  and  a 
sensé  of  honour  too,  kept  him  from  engaging  in  the 
service  of  a  foreign  power. 

Suffering  undermined  his  strength.  Long  expédi- 
tions on  foot  without  sufficient  food,  and  hopes  for  ever 
deceived,  injured  his  health  and  discouraged  his  spirit. 
By  degrees  his  poverty  became  extrême.  Though  to 
some  men  misfortune  is  a  tonic,  there  are  others  to 
whom  it  is  destruction,  and  the  Count  was  one  of  thèse. 
When  I  think  of  this  unhappy  gentleman  of  Touraine, 
wandering  and  sleeping  on  the  high-roads  in  Hungary, 
sharing  a  quarter  of  a  sheep  with  Prince  Esterhazy's 
shepherds — from  whom  the  traveller  could  beg  a  loaf 
which  the  gentleman  would  not  hâve  accepted  from  their 
master,  and  which  he  many  a  time  refused  at  the  hands 
of  the  foes  of  France — I  could  never  harbour  a   bitter 
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feeling  against   the  émigré ;,  not  even   when  I  saw  him 
ridiculous  in  his  day  of  triumph. 

Monsieur  de  MortsauPs  white  hair  had  spoken  to  me 
of  terrible  sufferings,  and  I  sympathise  with  ail  exiles  too 
strongly  to  condemn  them.  The  Count's  cheerfulness — 
Frenchman  and  Tourangeau  as  he  was — quite  broke 
down  ;  he  became  gloomy,  fell  ill,  and  was  nursed  out  of 
charity  in  some  German  asylum.  His  malady  was 
inflammation  of  the  mesentery,  which  often  proves  fatal, 
and  which,  if  cured,  brings  in  its  train  a  capricious 
temper,  and  almost  always  hypochondria.  His  amours, 
buried  in  the  most  secret  depths  of  his  soûl,  where  I 
alone  ever  unearthed  them,  were  of  a  debasing  character, 
and  not  only  marred  his  life  at  the  time,  but  ruined  it  for 
the  future. 

After  twelve  years'  misery,  he  came  back  to  France, 
whither  Napoleon's  decree  enabled  him  to  return.  When, 
as  he  crossed  the  Rhine  on  foot,  he  saw  the  steeple  of 
Strasbourg  one  fine  summer  evening,  he  fainted  away. — 
'  "  France  !  France  !  "  I  cried,  "  This  is  France  !  "  as  a 
child  cries  out,  "  Mother  !  "  when  it  is  hurt,'  he  told  me. 

Born  to  riches,  he  was  now  poor  ;  born  to  lead  a  régi- 
ment or  govern  the  State,  he  had  no  authority,  no 
prospects  ;  born  healthy  and  robust,  he  came  home  sick 
and  worn  out.  Bereft  ot  éducation  in  a  country  where 
men  and  things  had  been  growing,  without  interest  of 
any  kind,  he  found  himself  destitute  even  of  physical 
and  moral  strength.  His  want  of  fortune  made  his 
name  a  burthen  to  him.  His  unshaken  convictions,  his 
former  attachment  to  Condé,  his  woes,  his  memories, 
his  ruined  health,  had  given  him  a  touchy  susceptibility, 
which  was  likely  to  find  small  mercy  in  France,  the  land 
of  banter.  Half  dead,  he  got  as  far  as  le  Maine,  where, 
by  some  accident,  due  perhaps  to  the  civil  war,  the 
revolutionary  government  had  forgotten  to  sell  a  farm  of 
considérable  extent,  which  the  farmer  in  possession  had 
clung  to,  declaring  that  it  was  his  own. 
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When  the  Lenoncourt  family,  living  at  Givry,  a 
château  not  far  from  this  farm,  heard  that  the  Comte  de 
Mortsauf  had  corne  back,  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt  went 
to  offer  him  shelter  at  Givry  till  he  should  hâve  time  to 
arrange  his  résidence.  The  Lenoncourts  were  splen- 
didly  generous  to  the  Count,  who  recovered  his  strength 
through  several  months'  stay  with  them,  making  every 
effort  to  disguise  his  sufferings  during  this  first  interval 
of  peace.  The  Lenoncourts  had  lost  their  enormous 
possessions.  So  far  as  name  was  concerned,  the  Comte 
de  Mortsauf  was  a  suitable  match  for  their  daughter  ; 
and  Mademoiselle  de  Lenoncourt,  far  from  being  averse 
to  marrying  a  man  of  five-and-thirty,  old  and  ailing  for 
his  âge,  seemed  quite  content.  Her  marriage  would 
allow  her  to  live  with  her  aunt,  the  Duchesse  de  Verneuil 
(sister  to  the  Prince  de  Blamont-Chauvry),  who  was  a 
second  mother  to  the  girl. 

As  the  intimate  friend  of  the  Duchesse  de  Bourbon, 
Madame  de  Verneuil  was  one  of  a  saintly  circle  whose 
soûl  was  Monsieur  de  Saint-Martin,  born  in  Touraine, 
and  known  as  le  Philosophe  inconnu  (the  unrecognised  philo- 
sopher). The  disciples  of  this  philosopher  practised  the 
virtues  inculcated  by  the  lofty  spéculations  of  mystical 
Illuminism.  This  doctrine  gives  a  key  to  the  supernal 
worlds,  accounts  for  life  by  a  séries  of  transmigrations 
through  which  man  makes  his  way  to  sublime  destinies, 
releases  duty  from  its  dégradation  by  the  law,  views  the 
woes  of  life  with  the  placid  fortitude  of  the  Quaker,  and 
enjoins  contempt  of  pain,  by  infusing  a  mysterious 
maternai  regard  for  the  angel  within  us  which  we  must 
bear  up  to  Heaven.  It  is  Stoicism  looking  for  a  future 
life.  Earnest  prayer  and  pure  love  are  the  éléments 
of  this  creed,  which,  born  in  the  Catholicism  of  the 
Roman  Church,  reverts  to  the  bosom  of  Primitive 
Christianity. 

Mademoiselle  de  Lenoncourt  remained  attached,  how- 
ever,  to  the  Apostolic  Church,  to  which  her  aunt  was 


52  The  Lily  of  the  Valley 

equally  faithful.  Cruelly  tried  by  the  storms  of  the 
Révolution,  the  Duchesse  de  Verneuil  had,  towards  the 
close  of  her  life,  assumed  a  hue  of  impassioned  piety 
which  overflowed  into  the  soûl  of  her  beloved  nièce 
with  'the  light  of  heavenly  love  and  the  oil  of  spiritual 
joy,'  to  use  the  words  of  Saint-Martin.  This  man  of 
peaceand  virtuous  learning  was  several  times  the  Countess's 
guest  at  Clochegourde  after  her  aunt's  death  ;  to  her  he 
had  been  a  constant  visitor.  When  staying  at  Cloche- 
gourde,  Saint-Martin  could  superintend  the  printing  of 
his  latest  works  by  Letourney  of  Tours. 

Madame  de  Verneuil,  with  the  inspiration  of  wisdom 
that  cornes  to  old  women  who  hâve  experienced  the  storms 
of  life,  gave  Clochegourde  to  the  young  wife  that  she 
might  hâve  a  home  of  her  own.  With  the  good  grâce 
of  old  people — which,  when  they  are  gracious,  is  perfec- 
tion— she  surrendered  the  whole  house  to  her  nièce, 
reserving  only  one  room,  over  that  she  had  formerly 
used,  which  was  taken  by  the  Countess.  Her  almost 
sudden  death  cast  a  shroud  over  the  joys  of  the  united 
household,  and  left  a  permanent  tinge  of  sadness  on 
Clochegourde  as  well  as  on  the  young  wife's  super- 
stitious  soûl.  The  early  days  of  her  married  life  in 
Touraine  were  to  the  Countess  the  only  period,  not 
indeed  of  happiness,  but  of  light-heartedness  in  ail  her 
life. 

After  the  miseries  of  his  life  in  exile,  Monsieur  de 
Mortsauf,  thankful  to  foresee  a  sheltered  existence  in 
the  future,  went  through  a  sort  of  healing  of  the  spirit  ; 
he  inhaled  in  this  valley  the  intoxicating  fragrance  of 
blossoming  hope.  Being  obliged  to  consider  ways  and 
means,  he  threw  himself  into  agricultural  enterprise,  and 
at  first  found  some  delight  in  it  ;  but  Jacques'  birth 
came  like  a  lightning  stroke,  blighting  the  présent  and 
the  future  ;  the  physician  pronounced  that  the  child 
could  not  live.  The  Count  carefully  concealed  this 
sentence  of  doom  from  his  wife  ;  then  he  himself  con- 
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sulted   a   doctor,  and   had   none   but   crushing  answers, 
confirmed  as  to  their  purport  by  Madeleine's  birth. 

Thèse  two  events,  and  a  sort  of  inward  conviction  as 
to  the  inévitable  end,  added  to  the  Count's  ill-health. 
His  name  extinct  ;  his  young  wife,  pure  and  blameless 
but  unhappy  in  her  marriage,  doomed  to  the  anxieties  of 
motherhood  without  knowing  its  joys, — ail  this  humus 
of  his  past  life,  filled  with  the  germs  of  fresh  sufFerings, 
fell  on  his  heart  and  crowned  his  misery. 

The  Countess  read  the  past  in  the  présent,  and  fore- 
saw  the  future.  Though  there  is  nothing  so  difficult  as 
to  make  a  man  happy  who  feels  where  he  has  failed,  the 
Countess  attempted  the  task  worthy  of  an  angel.  In 
one  day  she  became  a  Stoic.  After  descending  into  the 
abyss  whence  she  could  still  see  the  heavens,  she  devoted 
herself,  for  one  man,  to  the  mission  which  a  Sister  of 
Charity  undertakes  for  the  sake  of  ail  ;  and  to  reconcile 
him  with  himself,  she  forgave  him  what  he  could  not 
forgive  himself.  The  Count  grew  avaricious,  she 
accepted  the  conséquent  privations  ;  he  dreaded  being 
imposed  upon,  as  men  do  whose  knowledge  of  the  world 
has  filled  them  with  repulsions,  and  she  resigned  herself 
to  solitude  and  to  his  distrust  of  men  without  a  murmur; 
she  used  ail  a  woman's  wiles  to  make  him  wish  for  what 
was  right,  and  he  thus  credited  himself  with  ideas,  and 
enjoyed  in  his  home  the  pleasures  of  superiority  which 
he  could  not  hâve  known  elsewhere. 

Finally,  having  inured  herself  to  the  path  of  married 
life,  she  determined  never  to  leave  her  home  at  Cloche- 
gourde  ;  for  she  perceived  in  her  husband  a  hysterical 
nature  whose  eccentricities,  in  a  neighbourhood  so  full 
of  envy  and  gossip,  might  be  interpreted  to  the  injury 
of  their  children.  Thus  nobody  had  a  suspicion  of 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf's  incapacity  and  aberrations;  she 
had  clothed  the  ruin  with  a  thick  hanging  of  ivy.  The 
Count's  uncertain  temper,  not  so  much  discontented  as 
malcontent,  found  in  his  wife  a  soft  and  soothing  bed  on 
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which  it  might  repose,  its  secret  sufferings  alleviated  by 
cooling  dews. 

This  sketch  is  a  mère  outline  of  the  facts  repeated  by 
Monsieur  de  Chessel  under  the  promptings  of  private 
spite.  His  expérience  of  the  world  had  enabled  him  to 
unravel  some  of  the  mysteries  lurking  at  Clochegourde. 
But  though  Madame  de  Mortsauf's  sublime  attitude 
might  deceive  the  world,  it  could  not  cheat  the  alert 
wits  of  love. 

When  I  found  myself  alone  in  my  little  bedroom,  an 
intuition  of  the  truth  made  me  start  up  in  bed.  I  could 
not  endure  to  be  at  Frapesle  when  I  might  be  gazing  at 
the  Windows  of  her  room.  I  dressed  myself,  stole  down- 
stairs,  and  got  out  of  the  house  by  a  side  door  in  a 
tower  where  there  was  a  spiral  stair.  The  fresh  night 
air  composed  my  spirit.  I  crossed  the  Indre  by  the 
Moulin-Rouge  bridge,  and  presently  got  into  the  heaven- 
sent  little  boat  opposite  Clochegourde,  where  a  light 
shone  in  the  end  window  towards  Azay. 

Hère  I  fell  back  on  my  old  dreams,  but  peaceful  now, 
and  soothed  by  the  warbling  of  the  songster  of  lovers' 
nights  and  the  single  note  of  the  reed  warbler.  Ideas 
stole  through  my  brain  like  ghosts,  sweeping  away  thé 
clouds  which  till  now  had  darkened  the  future.  My 
mind  and  sensés  alike  were  under  the  spell.  With  what 
passion  did  my  longing  go  forth  to  her  !  How  many 
times  did  I  repeat,  like  a  madman,  *  Will  she  be  mine  ?  ' 

If,  during  the  last  few  days,  the  universe  had  ex- 
panded  before  me,  now,  in  one  night,  it  gained  a  centre. 
Ail  my  will,  ail  my  ambitions  were  bound  up  in  her;  I 
longed  to  be  ail  I  might  for  her  sake,  and  to  fill  and  heal 
her  aching  heart.  How  lovely  was  that  night  spent 
below  her  window,  in  the  midst  of  murmurous  waters, 
plashing  over  the  mill-wheels,  and  broken  by  the  sound 
of  the  clock  at  Sache  as  it  told  the  hours.  In  that  night, 
so  full  of  radiance,  when  that  starry  flower  illumined  my 
life,  I  plighted  my  soûl  to  her  with  the  faith   of  the 
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hapless  Castilian  Knight  whom  we  laugh  at  in  Cervantes 
— the  faith  of  the  beginnings  of  love. 

At  the  first  streak  of  dawn  in  the  sky,  the  first  piping 
bird,  I  fled  to  the  park  of  Frapesle  ;  no  early  country 
yokel  saw  me,  no  one  suspected  my  escapade,  and  I  slept 
till  the  bell  rang  for  breakfast. 

Notwithstanding  the  heat,  when  breakfast  was  over  I 
went  down  to  the  meadow  to  see  the  Indre  and  its 
islets  once  more,  the  valley  and  its  downs  of  which  I 
professed  myself  an  ardent  admirer  ;  but,  with  a  swift- 
ness  of  foot  which  might  defy  that  of  a  runaway  horse, 
I  went  back  to  my  boat,  my  willows,  and  my  Cloche- 
gourde.  Ail  was  still  and  quivering,  as  the  country  is  at 
noon.  The  motionless  foliage  was  darkly  defined  against 
the  blue  sky  ;  such  insects  as  live  in  sunshine — green 
dragon-flies  and  iridescent  Aies — hovered  round  the  ash- 
trees  and  over  the  reeds  ;  the  herds  chewed  the  cud  in 
the  shade,  the  red  earth  glowed  in  the  vineyards,  and 
snakes  wriggled  over  the  banks.  What  a  change  in  the 
landscape  that  I  had  left  so  cool  and  coy  before  going  to 
sleep  ! 

On  a  sudden  I  leaped  out  of  the  punt,  and  went  up  the 
road  to  corne  down  behind  Clochegourde,  for  I  fancied 
I  had  seen  the  Count  corne  out.  I  was  not  mistaken  ; 
he  was  skirting  a  hedge,  going  no  doubt  towards  a  gâte 
opening  on  to  the  Azay  road  by  the  side  of  the  river. 

i  How  are  you  this  morning,  Monsieur  le  Comte  ?  ' 

He  looked  at  me  with  a  pleased  expression.  He  did 
not  often  hear  himself  thus  addressed. 

1  Quite  well,'  said  he.  c  You  must  be  very  fond  of 
the  country  to  walk  out  in  this  heat  ?  ' 

4  Was  I  not  sent  hère  to  live  in  the  open  air  ?  ' 

'  Well,  then,  will  you  corne  and  see  them  reaping  my 
rye  ?  ' 

c  With  pleasure,'  said  I.  '  But  I  am,  I  must  confess 
to  you,  deplorably  ignorant.     I  do  not  know  rye  from 
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wheat,  or  a  poplar  from  an  aspen  ;  I  know  nothing  of 
field-work,  or  of  the  ways  of  tilling  the  land.' 

1  Well,  then,  corne  along,'  said  he  gleefully,  turning 
back  by  the  hedge.  '  Corne  by  the  little  upper 
gâte.' 

He  walked  along  inside  the  hedge,  and  I  outside. 

4  You  will  never  learn  anything  from  Monsieur  de 
Chessel,'  said  he  ;  l  he  is  much  too  fine  a  gentleman  to 
trouble  himself  beyond  looking  through  his  steward's 
accounts.' 

So  he  showed  me  his  yards  and  outbuildings,  his 
flower-garden,  orchards,  and  kitchen-gardens.  Finally, 
he  led  me  along  the  avenue  of  acacias  and  ailanthus  on 
the  river  bank,  where,  at  the  further  end,  I  saw  Madame 
de  Mortsauf  and  the  two  children. 

A  woman  looks  charming  under  the  play  of  the  frittered, 
quivering  tracery  of  leaves.  Somewhat  surprised,  no 
doubt,  by  my  early  visit,  she  did  not  move,  knowing  that 
we  should  go  to  her.  The  Count  bid  me  admire  the 
view  of  the  valley,  which,  from  thence,  wore  quite  a 
différent  aspect  from  any  I  had  seen  from  the  heights. 
You  might  hâve  thought  yourself  in  a  corner  of  Switzer- 
land.  The  meadow-land,  channelled  by  the  brooks  that 
tumble  into  the  Indre,  stretches  far  into  the  distance, 
and  is  lost  in  mist.  On  the  side  towards  Mont- 
bazon  spreads  a  wide  extent  of  verdure  ;  everywhere 
else  the  eye  is  checked  by  hills,  clumps  of  trees,  and 
rocks. 

We  hastened  our  steps  to  greet  Madame  de  Mortsauf, 
who  suddenly  dropped  the  book  in  which  Madeleine 
was  reading,  and  took  Jacques  on  her  knee,  in  a  fit  of 
spasmodic  coughing. 

'  Why,  what  is  the  matter  ?  '  said  the  Count,  turning 
pale. 

4  He  has  a  relaxed  throat,'  said  the  mother,  who  did 
not  seem  to  see  me  ;  cit  will  be  nothing.' 

She  was  supporting  his  head  and  his  back,  and  from 
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her  eyes  shot  two  rays  that  infused  life  into  the  poor 
feeble  boy. 

'  You  are  extraordinarily  rash,'  said  the  Count  sharply  ; 
4you  expose  him  to  a  chill  from  the  river,  and  let  him 
sit  on  a  stone  bench  !  ' 

'But,  father,  the  bench  is  burning,'  cried  Madeleine. 

'They  were  stifling  up  above,'  said  the  Countess. 

c  Women  will  always  be  in  the  right  !  '  said  he, 
turning  to  me. 

To  avoid  encouraging  or  offending  him  by  a  look,  I 
gazed  at  Jacques,  who  complained  of  a  pain  in  his 
throat,  and  his  mother  carried  him  away.  As  she  went, 
she  could  hear  her  husband  say — 

'When  a  mother  has  such  siclcly  children,  she  ought 
to  know  how  to  take  care  of  them.' 

Hideously  unjust,  but  his  self-conceit  prompted  him 
to  justify  himself  at  his  wife's  expense. 

The  Countess  flew  on,  up  slopes  and  steps  ;  she  dis- 
appeared  through  the  glass  door. 

Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  had  seated  himself  on  the 
bench,  his  head  bent,  lost  in  thought  ;  my  position  was 
intolérable  ;  he  neither  looked  at  me  nor  spoke.  Good- 
bye  to  the  walk  during  which  I  meant  to  make  such 
way  in  his  good  grâces.  I  cannot  remember  ever  in  my 
life  to  hâve  spent  a  more  horrible  quarter  of  an  hour.  I 
was  bathed  in  perspiration  as  I  considered — 

<  Shall  I  leave  him  ?     Shall  I  stay  ?  ' 

How  many  gloomy  thoughts  must  hâve  filled  his 
brain  to  make  him  forget  to  go  and  inquire  how  Jacques 
was  !  Suddenly  he  rose  and  came  up  to  me.  We 
turned  together  to  look  at  the  smiling  scène. 

c  We  will  put  ofF  our  walk  till  another  day,  Monsieur 
le  Comte,'  I  said  gently. 

1  Nay,  let  us  go,'  said  he.  '  I  am,  unfortunately,  used 
to  see  such  attacks — and  I  would  give  my  life  without 
a  regret  to  save  the  child's.' 

'Jacques  is  better  now,  my  dear  ;  he  is  asleep,'  said  the 
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golden  voice.  Madame  de  Mortsauf  appeared  at  the 
end  of  the  walk  ;  she  had  corne  back  without  rancour 
or  bitterness,  and  she  returned  my  bow.  c  I  am  pleased 
to  see  that  you  like  Clochegourde,'  she  said  to  me. 

'  Would  you  like  me  to  go  on  horseback  to  fetch 
Monsieur  Deslandes,  my  dear  ?  '  said  he,  with  an 
évident  désire  to  win  forgiveness  for  his  injustice. 

1  Do  not  be  anxious,'  replied  she.  'Jacques  did  not 
sleep  last  night,  that  is  ail.  The  child  is  very  nervous  ; 
he  had  a  bad  dream,  and  I  spent  the  time  telling  him 
stories  to  send  him  to  sleep  again.  His  cough  is  entirely 
nervous.  I  hâve  soothed  it  with  a  gum  lozenge,  and  he 
has  fallen  asleep.' 

'  Poor  dear  !  '  said  he,  taking  her  hand  in  both  his,  and 
looking  at  her  with  moistened  eyes.  *  I  knew  nothing 
ofit.' 

'  Why  worry  you  about  trifles  ?  Go  and  look  at  your 
rye.  You  know  that  if  you  are  not  on  the  spot,  the 
farmers  will  let  gleaners  who  do  not  belong  to  the  place 
clear  the  fields  before  the  sheaves  are  carried.' 

'  I  am  going  to  take  my  first  lesson  in  farming, 
Madame,'  said  I. 

'  You  hâve  corne  to  a  good  master,'  replied  she, 
looking  at  the  Count,  whose  lips  were  pursed  into  the 
prim  smile  of  satisfaction  commonly  known  as  la  bouche 
en  cœur. 

Not  till  two  months  later  did  I  know  that  she  had 
spent  that  night  in  dreadful  anxiety,  fearing  that  her 
son  had  the  croup.  And  I  was  in  the  punt,  softly 
lulled  by  dreams  of  love,  fancying  that  from  her  window 
she  might  see  me  adoring  the  light  of  the  taper  which 
shone  on  her  brow  furrowed  by  mortal  fears. 

As  we  reached  the  gâte,  the  Count  said  in  a  voice 
full  of  émotion,  'Madame  de  Mortsauf  is  an  angel  !  ' 

The  words  staggered  me.  I  knew  the  family  but 
slightly  as  yet,  and  the  natural  remorse  that  cornes  over 
a  youthful  soûl  in  such  circumstances  cried  out  to  me — 


The  Lily  of  the  Valley  59 

'  What  right  hâve  you  to  disturb  this  perfect  peace  ?  ' 

The  Count,  enchanted  to  hâve  for  his  audience  a  youth 
over  whom  he  could  so  cheaply  triumph,  began  talking 
of  the  future  prospects  of  France  under  the  return  of 
the  Bourbons.  We  chatted  discursively,  and  I  was 
greatly  surprised  at  the  strangely  childish  things  he  said. 
He  was  ignorant  of  facts  as  well  proven  as  geometry  ; 
he  was  suspicious  of  well-informed  persons  ;  he  had  no 
belief  in  superiority  ;  he  laughed  at  progress,  not  perhaps 
without  reason  ;  and  I  found  in  him  a  vast  number  of 
sensitive  chords  compelling  me  to  take  so  much  care  not 
to  wound  him  that  a  long  conversation  was  a  labour  to 
the  mind.  When  I  had  thus  laid  a  flnger  on  his 
failings,  I  felt  my  way  with  as  much  pliancy  as  the 
Countess  showed  in  coaxing  them.  At  a  later  stage  of 
my  life  I  should  undoubtedly  hâve  fretted  him  ;  but  I  was 
as  timid  as  a  child,  and  thinking  that  I  myself  knew 
nothing,  or  that  men  of  expérience  knew  everything,  I 
was  amazed  at  the  wonders  worked  at  Clochegourde  by 
this  patient  husbandman.  I  heard  his  plans  with  admira- 
tion. Finally, — a  pièce  of  involuntary  flattery  which 
won  me  the  good  gentleman's  affections, — I  envied  him 
this  pretty  estate  so  beautifully  situated,  as  an  earthly 
paradise  far  superior  to  Frapesle. 

*  Frapesle,'  said  I,  '  is  a  massive  pièce  of  plate,  but 
Clochegourde  is  a  casket  of  precious  gems.' 

A  speech  he  constantly  repeated,  quoting  me  as  the 
author. 

'Well,'  said  he, c  before  we  came  hère  it  was  a  wilder- 
ness.' 

I  was  ail  ears  when  he  talked  of  his  crops  and  nursery 
plantations.  New  to  a  country  life,  I  overwhelmed  him 
with  questions  as  to  the  price  of  things  and  the  processes 
of  agriculture,  and  he  seemed  delighted  to  hâve  to  tell 
me  so  much. 

4  What  on  earth  do  they  teach  you  ?  '  he  asked  in 
surprise. 
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And  that  very  first  day,  on  going  in,  he  said  to  his 
wife — 

4  Monsieur  Félix  is  a  charming  young  fellow.' 

In  the  afternoon  I  wrote  to  my  mother  to  tell  her  I 
should  remain  at  Frapesle,  and  begged  her  to  send  me 
clothes  and  linen. 

Knowing  nothing  of  the  great  révolution  that  was 
going  on,  and  of  the  influence  it  was  to  exert  over  my 
destinies,  I  supposed  that  I  should  return  to  Paris  to 
finish  my  studies,  and  the  law-schools  would  not  re-open 
till  early  in  November;  so  I  had  two  months  and  a  half 
before  me. 

During  the  first  days  of  my  stay  I  tried  in  vain  to 
attach  myself  to  the  Count,  and  it  was  a  time  of  painful 
shocks.  I  detected  in  this  man  a  causeless  irritability 
and  a  swiftness  to  act  in  cases  that  were  hopeless  which 
frightened  me.  Now  and  then  there  were  sudden 
resuscitations  of  the  brave  gentleman  who  had  fought 
so  well  under  Condé,  parabolic  flashes  of  a  will  which, 
in  a  day  of  critical  moment,  might  tear  through  policy 
like  a  bursting  shell,  and  which  in  some  opportunity  for 
resolution  and  courage  may  make  an  Elbée,  a  Bonchamp, 
a  Charette  of  a  man  condemned  to  live  on  his  acres. 
The  mère  mention  of  certain  possibilities  would  make 
his  nose  quiver  and  his  brow  clear,  while  his  eyes  flashed 
lightnings  that  at  once  died  out.  I  feared  lest 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  if  he  should  read  the  language  of 
my  eyes,  might  kill  me  on  the  spot. 

At  this  period  of  my  life  I  was  only  tender  ;  will, 
which  afFects  a  man  so  strangely,  was  but  just  dawning 
in  me.  My  véhément  longing  had  given  me  a  swiftly 
responsive  sensitiveness  that  was  like  a  thrill  of  fear.  I 
did  not  tremble  at  the  prospect  of  a  struggle,  but  I  did 
not  want  to  die  till  I  had  known  the  happiness  of 
reciprocated  love.  My  difHculties  and  my  desires  grew 
in  parallel  lines. 

How  can  I  describe  my  feelings  ?      I  was  a  prey  to 
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heartrending  perplexities.  I  hoped  for  a  chance,  I 
watched  for  it  ;  I  made  friends  with  the  children,  and 
won  them  to  love  me  ;  I  tried  to  identify  myself  with 
the  interests  of  the  household. 

By  degrees  the  Count  was  less  on  his  guard  in  my 
présence  ;  then  I  learnt  to  know  his  sudden  changes  of 
temper,  his  fits  of  utter,  causeless  déjection,  his  gusts  of 
rebelliousness,  his  bitter  and  harsh  complaining,  his 
impulses  of  controlled  madness,  his  childish  whining, 
his  groans  as  of  a  man  in  despair,  his  unexpected  rages. 
Moral  nature  differs  from  physical  nature,  inasmuch  as 
nothing  in  it  is  final.  The  intensity  of  effect  is  in 
proportion  to  the  character  acted  on,  or  to  the  ideas 
that  may  be  associated  with  an  action.  My  continuing 
at  Clochegourde,  my  whole  future  life  depended  on  this 
fantastic  will. 

I  could  never  express  to  you  the  anguish  that  weighed 
on  my  soûl — as  ready  at  that  time  to  expand  as  to  shrink 
— when  on  going  in  I  said  to  myself,  4  How  will  he 
receive  me  ?  '  What  anxious  fears  crushed  my  heart 
when  I  descried  a  storm  lowering  on  that  snow-crowned 
brow  !  I  was  perpetually  on  the  alert.  Thus  I  was 
a  slave  to  this  man's  tyranny,  and  my  own  torments 
enabled  me  to  understand  those  of  Madame  de  Mortsauf. 

We  began  to  exchange  glances  of  intelligence,  and 
my  tears  would  sometimes  rise  when  she  repressed  hers. 
Thus   the   Countess  and   I   tested   each   other  throuo-h 

T  1  •  •  • 

sorrow.  I  made  many  discoveries  in  the  course  of  the 
first  six  weelcs — forty  days  of  real  annoyance,  of  silent 
joys,  of  hopes  now  engulfed  and  now  rising  to  the  top. 

One  evening  I  found  her  piously  méditative  as  she 
looked  at  a  sunset,  which  crimsoned  the  heights  with 
so  voluptuous  a  blush,  the  valley  spread  below  it  like  a 
bed,  that  it  was  impossible  not  to  understand  the  voice 
of  this  eternal  Song  of  Songs  by  which  Nature  bids  her 
créatures  love.  Was  the  girl  dreaming  of  illusions  now 
ilown  ?      Was  the  woman   feeling  the   pangs  of  some 
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secret  comparison  ?  I  fancied  I  saw  in  her  languid 
attitude  a  favourable  opening  for  a  first  avowal.  I  said 
to  her — 

4  Some  days  are  so  hard  to  live  through.' 

4  You  hâve  read  my  mind,'  replied  she.     '  But  how  ?  ' 

4  We  hâve  so  many  points  of  contact,'  said  I.  '  Are 
we  not  both  of  the  privileged  few,  keen  to  sufFer  and  to 
enjoy — in  whom  every  sensitive  fibre  thrills  in  unison 
to  produce  an  echoing  chord  of  feeling,  and  whose 
nervous  System  dwells  in  constant  harmony  with  the 
first  principle  of  things  ?  Such  beings,  placed  in  a  dis- 
cordant médium,  sufFer  torture,  just  as  their  enjoyment 
rises  to  ecstasy  when  they  meet  with  ideas,  sensations, 
or  persons  that  they  find  sympathetic. 

4  And  for  us  there  is  a  third  condition,  ot  which  the 
woes  are  known  only  to  soûls  sufFering  from  the  same 
malady,  and  endowed  with  brotherly  intelligence.  We 
are  capable  of  having  impressions  that  are  neither  pleasure 
nor  pain.  Then  an  expressive  instrument,  gifted  with 
life,  is  stirred  in  a  void  within  us,  is  impassioned  without 
an  object,  gives  forth  sounds  without  melody,  utters 
words  that  die  in  the  silence — a  dreadful  contradiction  in 
soûls  that  rebel  against  the  uselessness  of  a  vacuum  ;  a 
terrible  sport  in  which  ail  our  power  is  spent  without 
nutrition,  like  blood  from  some  internai  wound.  Our 
émotion  flows  in  torrents,  leaving  us  unutterably  weak, 
in  a  speechless  déjection  for  which  the  confessional  has 
no  ear. — Hâve  I  not  expressed  the  sufFerings  we  both 
are  familiar  with  ?' 

She  shivered,  and  still  gazing  at  the  sunset,  she 
replied — 

4  How  do  you,  who  are  so  young,  know  thèse  things  ? 
Were  you  once  a  woman  ?  ' 

'Ah!'  said  I,  with  some  agitation,  4  my  childhood 
was  like  one  long  illness  ?  ' 

4 1  hear  Madeleine  coughing,'  said  she,  hastily  leaving 
me. 
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The  Countess  had  seen  me  constant  in  my  attentions 
to  her,  without  taking  offence,  for  two  reasons.  In  the 
first  place,  she  was  as  pure  as  a  child,  and  her  thoughts 
never  wandered  to  evil.  And  then  I  amused  the 
Count  ;  I  was  food  for  this  lion  without  claws  or  mane. 
For  I  had  hit  on  a  pretext  for  my  visits  which  was 
plausible  to  ail.  I  could  not  play  backgammon  ; 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  offered  to  teach  me,  and  I 
accepted. 

At  the  moment  when  this  bargain  was  made,  the 
Countess  could  not  help  giving  me  a  pitying  look,  as 
much  as  to  say,  c  Well,  you  are  rushing  into  the  wolPs 
jaws  !  ' 

If  I  had  failed  to  understand  this  at  first,  by  the  third 
day  I  knew  to  what  I  had  committed  myself.  My 
patience,  which  as  a  resuit  of  my  child-life  is  inex- 
haustible,  was  matured  during  this  time  of  discipline.  To 
the  Count  it  was  a  real  joy  to  be  cruelly  sarcastic  when 
I  failed  to  practise  some  rule  or  principle  he  had  explained 
to  me  ;  if  I  paused  to  reflect,  he  complained  of  my  slow 
play  ;  if  I  pJayed  quickly,  he  hated  to  be  hurried  ;  if  I 
left  blots,  while  taking  advantage  of  it,  he  said  I  was  too 
hasty.  It  was  the  despotism  of  a  schoolmaster,  the 
bullying  of  the  cane,  of  which  I  can  only  give  you  a 
notion  by  comparing  myself  to  Epictetus  made  a  slave 
to  a  malicious  child. 

When  we  played  for  money,  his  constant  winnings 
gave  him  mean  and  degrading  joy  ;  then  a  word  from 
his  wife  made  up  to  me  for  everything,  and  brought  him 
back  to  a  sensé  of  decency  and  politeness.  But  ère  long 
I  fell  into  the  torments  of  a  fiery  furnace  I  had  not  fore- 
seen  :  at  this  rate  my  pocket-money  was  melting. 

Though  the  Count  always  remained  between  his  wife 
and  me  till  I  took  my  leave,  sometimes  at  a  late  hour,  I 
always  hoped  to  find  a  moment  when  I  might  steal  into 
her  heart  ;  but  in  order  to  attain  that  hour,  watched  for 
with  the  painful  patience  of  a  sportsman,  I  saw  that  I 
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must  persévère  in  thèse  weariful  games,  through  which  I 
endured  mental  misery,  and  which  were  winning  away 
ail  my  money  ! 

Many  a  time  had  we  sat  in  silence,  watching  an  effect 
of  the  sun  on  the  meadows,  of  the  clouds  in  a  grey  sky, 
the  blue  misty  hills,  or  the  quivering  moonbeams  on  the 
gem-like  play  of  the  river,  without  uttering  a  word 
beyond — 

i  What  a  beautiful  night  !  ' 

4  Madame,  the  night  is  a  woman.' 

1  And  what  peace  !  ' 

4Yesj  it  is  impossible  to  be  altogether  unhappy 
hère.' 

At  this  reply  she  returned  to  her  worsted-work.  I 
had  in  fact  understood  the  yearnings  of  her  inmost  self 
stirred  by  an  affection  that  insisted  on  its  rights. 

Without  money  my  evenings  were  at  an  end.  I 
wrote  to  my  mother  to  send  me  some  ;  my  mother 
scolded  me,  and  would  give  me  none  for  a  week.  To 
whom  could  I  apply  ?  And  it  was  a  matter  of  life  or 
death  to  me  ! 

Thus  at  the  very  beginning  of  my  first  great  happi- 
ness  I  again  felt  the  sufferings  which  had  always  pursued 
me  ;  in  Paris,  at  school,  I  had  evaded  them  by  melan- 
choly  abstinence,  my  woes  were  only  négative  ;  at 
Frapesle  they  were  active  ;  I  now  knew  that  longing  to 
steal,  those  dreamed-of  crimes  and  horrible  frenzies 
which  blast  the  soûl,  and  which  we  are  bound  to  stifle 
or  lose  ail  self-respect.  My  remembrance  of  the  misér- 
able reflections,  the  anguish  inflicted  on  me  by  my 
mother's  parsimony,  hâve  given  me  that  holy  indulgence 
for  young  men  which  those  must  feel  who,  without 
having  fallen,  hâve  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  gulf  and 
sounded  the  abyss.  Though  my  honesty,  watered  with 
cold  sweats,  stood  firm  at  those  moments  when  the  waters 
of  life  part  and  show  the  stony  depths  of  its  bed,  when- 
ever  human  justice  draws  her  terrible  sword  on  a  man's 
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neck,  I  say  to  myself,  c  Pénal  laws  were  made  by  those 
who  never  knew  want.' 

In  this  dire  extremity  I  found  in  Monsieur  de 
Chessel's  library  a  treatise  on  backgammon,  and  this  I 
studied  ;  then  my  host  was  good  enough  to  give  me  a 
few  lessons.  Under  milder  tuition  I  made  some  progress, 
and  could  apply  the  rules  and  calculations  which  I  learnt 
by  heart.  In  a  few  days  I  was  able  to  beat  my  master. 
But  when  I  won  he  waxed  furious  ;  his  eyes  glared  like 
a  tiger's,  his  face  twitched,  his  brows  worked  as  I  never 
saw  any  other's  work.  His  fractiousness  was  like  that  of 
a  spoilt  child.  Sometimes  he  would  fling  the  dice  across 
the  room,  rage  and  stamp,  bite  the  dice-box,  and  abuse 
me.  But  this  violence  had  to  be  stopped.  As  soon  as 
I  could  play  a  good  game,  I  disposed  of  the  battle  as  I 
pleased.  I  arranged  it  so  that  we  should  corne  out 
nearly  even  at  the  end,  allowing  him  to  win  at  the 
beginning  of  the  evening,  and  restoring  the  balance  in 
the  later  games. 

The  end  of  the  world  would  hâve  amazed  the  Count 
less  than  his  pupil's  sudden  proficiency  ;  but,  in  fact,  he 
never  perceived  it.  The  regular  resuit  of  our  play  was 
a  novelty  that  bewildered  his  mind. 

'  My  poor  brain  is  tired  no  doubt,'  he  would  say. 
4  You  always  win  at  the  finish,  because  by  that  time  I 
hâve  exhausted  my  powers.' 

The  Countess,  who  knew  the  game,  detected  my  pur- 
pose  from  the  first,  and  saw  in  it  an  évidence  of  immense 
affection.  Thèse  détails  can  only  be  appreciated  by 
those  to  whom  the  extrême  difficulty  of  backgammon  is 
known.  How  much  this  trifle  betrayed  !  But  love, 
like  God  as  depicted  by  Bossuet,  regards  the  poor  man's 
cup  of  water,  the  struggle  of  the  soldier  who  dies 
inglorious,  as  far  above  the  most  profitable  victories. 

The  Countess  gave  me  one  of  those  looks  of  silent 
gratitude  that  overpower  a  youthful  heart  :  she  be- 
stowed  on  me  such  a  glance  as   she  reserved   for  her 
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children.  From  that  thrice-blessed  evening  she  always 
looked  at  me  when  she  spoke  to  me. 

I  could  ne  ver  find  words  for  my  state  of  mind  when  I 
left.  My  soûl  had  absorbed  my  body.  I  weighed 
nothing,  I  did  not  walk — I  floated.  I  felt  within  me 
still  that  look  that  had  bathed  me  in  glory,  just  as  her 
*  Good  night,  Monsieur,'  had  echoed  in  my  soûl  like  the 
harmonies  of  the  c  O  filii,  O  filiae  !  '  of  the  Easter 
bénédiction.  I  was  born  to  new  life.  I  was  something 
to  her,  then  ! 

I  slept  in  wrappings  of  purple.  Fiâmes  danced  before 
my  closed  eyes,  chasing  each  other  in  the  dark  like  the 
pretty  bright  sparks  that  run  over  charred  paper.  And 
in  my  dreams  her  voice  seemed  something  tangible — an 
atmosphère  that  lapped  me  in  light  and  fragrance,  a 
melody  that  lulled  my  spirit. 

Next  day  her  welcome  conveyed  the  full  expression 
of  the  feelings  she  bestowed  on  me,  and  thenceforth  I 
knew  every  secret  of  her  tones. 

That  day  was  to  be  one  of  the  most  noteworthy  of 
my  life.  Àfter  dinner  we  went  for  a  walk  on  the 
downs,  and  up  to  a  common  where  nothing  would  grow  ; 
the  soil  was  strong  and  dry,  with  no  vegetable  mould. 
There  were,  however,  a  few  oaks,  and  some  bushes 
covered  with  sloes  ;  but  instead  of  grass,  the  ground 
was  carpeted  with  curled  brown  lichen,  bright  in  the  rays 
of  the  setting  sun,  and  slippery  under  foot.  I  held 
Madeleine  by  the  hand  to  keep  her  from  falling,  and 
Madame  de  Mortsauf  gave  Jacques  her  arm.  The 
Count,  who  led  the  way,  suddenly  struck  the  earth  with 
his  stick,  and  turning  round,  exclaimed  in  a  terrible  tone — 

cSuch  has  my  life  been  ! — Oh,  before  I  knew  you,' 
he  added,  with  an  apologetic  glance  at  his  wife.  But  it 
was  too  late,  the  Countess  had  turned  pale.  What 
woman  would  not  hâve  staggered  under  such  a  blow  ? 

'What  delightful  perfumes  reach  us  hère,  and  what 
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wonderful  effects  of  light  !  '  cried  I.  '  I  should  like  to 
own  this  common  ;  I  might  perhaps  find  riches  if  I  dug 
into  it  ;  but  the  most  certain  advantage  would  be  living 
near  you.  But  who  would  not  pay  highly  for  a  view  so 
soothing  to  the  eye  of  that  winding  river  in  which  the 
soûl  may  bathe  among  ash-trees  and  birch.  That  shows 
how  tastes  differ  !  To  you  this  spot  of  land  is  a 
common  ;  to  me  it  is  a  paradise.' 

She  thanked  me  with  a  look. 

c  Rhodomontade  !  '  said  he  in  a  bitter  tone.  Then, 
interrupting  himself,  he  said,  c  Do  you  hear  the  bells  of 
Azay  ?     I  can  positively  hear  the  bells.' 

Madame  de  Mortsauf  glanced  at  me  with  an  expres- 
sion of  alarm,  Madeleine  clutched  my  hand. 

' Shall  we  go  home  and  play  a  hit  ?  '  said  I.  'The 
rattle  of  the  dice  will  hinder  you  from  hearing  the  bells. 

We  returned  to  Clochegourde,  talking  at  intervais. 
When  we  went  into  the  drawing-room  we  sat  in  indefin- 
able  indécision.  The  Count  had  sunk  into  an  armchair, 
lost  in  thought,  and  undisturbed  by  his  wife,  who  knew  the 
symptoms  of  his  malady,  and  could  foresee  an  attack. 
I  was  not  less  silent.  She  did  not  bid  me  leave,  perhaps 
because  she  thought  that  a  game  of  backgammon  would 
amuse  the  Count  and  scare  away  this  dreadful  nervous 
irritation,  for  its  outbreaks  half  killed  her. 

Nothing  was  more  difficult  than  to  persuade  the 
Count  to  play  his  game  of  backgammon,  though  he 
always  longed  for  it.  Like  a  mincing  coquette,  he  had 
to  be  entreated  and  urged,  so  as  not  to  seem  under  any 
obligation,  perhaps  because  he  felt  that  he  was.  If,  at 
the  end  of  some  interesting  conversation,  I  forgot  to  go 
through  my  salamelek^  he  was  sulky,  sharp,  and  offensive, 
and  showed  his  annoyance  by  contradicting  everything 
that  was  said.  Then,  warned  by  his  fractiousness,  I 
would  propose  a  game,  and  he  would  play  the  coquette. 

'  It  was  too  late,'  he  would  say,  '  and  besides,  I  did  not 
really  care  for  it.'     In  short,  no  end  of  airs  and  grâces, 
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lilce  a  woman  whose  real  wishes  you  cannot  at  last  be 
sure  of.  I  was  humble,  and  besought  him  to  give  me 
practice  in  a  science  so  easily  forgotten  for  lack  of 
exercise. 

On  this  occasion  I  had  to  affect  the  highest  spirits  to 
persuade  him  to  play.  He  complained  of  giddiness  that 
hindered  his  calculations,  his  brain  was  crushed  in  a  vice, 
he  had  a  singing  in  his  ears,  he  was  suffocating,  and 
sighed  and  groaned.  At  last  he  consented  to  come  to 
the  table.  Madame  de  Mortsauf  then  left  us  to  put  the 
children  to  bed  and  to  read  prayers  for  the  household. 
Ail  went  well  during  her  absence  ;  I  contrived  that 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  should  win,  and  his  success 
restored  his  good-humour.  The  sudden  transition 
from  a  state  of  dépression,  in  which  he  had  given  utter- 
ance  to  the  most  gloomy  anticipations  for  himself,  to 
this  joviality  lilce  that  of  a  drunken  man,  and  to  crazy, 
irrational  mirth,  distressed  and  terrified  me.  I  had  never 
seen  him  so  frankly  and  unmistakably  beside  himself. 
Our  intimacy  had  borne  fruit  ;  he  was  no  longer  on  his 
guard  with  me.  Day  by  day  he  tried  to  involve  me  in 
his  tyranny,  and  find  in  me  fresh  food  for  his  humours — 
for  it  really  would  seem  that  mental  disorders  are  living 
things  with  appetites  and  instincts,  and  a  craving  to 
extend  the  limits  of  their  dominion  as  a  landowner  seeks 
to  enlarge  his  borders. 

The  Countess  came  down  again,  and  drew  near  the 
backgammon  table  for  a  better  light  on  her  work,  but 
she  sat  down  to  her  frame  with  ill-disguised  appréhension. 
An  unlucky  move  which  I  could  not  avoid  changed 
the  Count's  face  ;  from  cheerful  it  became  gloomy,  from 
purple  it  turned  yellow,  and  his  eyes  wandered.  Then 
came  another  blow  which  I  could  neither  foresee  nor 
make  good.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  threw  a  fatally  bad 
number  which  ruined  him.  He  started  up,  threw  the 
table  over  me  and  the  lamp  on  the  ground,  struck  his 
fist  on   the  console,  and  leaped — for  I  cannot  say  he 
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walked — up  and  down  the  room.  The  rush  of  abuse, 
oaths,  and  ejaculations  that  he  poured  out  was  enough  to 
make  one  think  that  he  was  possessed,  according  to 
mediaeval  belief.     Imagine  my  position. 

'Go  out  into  the  garden,'  said  she,  pressing  my  hand. 

I  went  without  the  Count's  noticing  that  I  was  gone. 

From  the  terrace,  whither  I  slowly  made  my  way, 
I  could  hear  his  loud  tones,  and  groans  coming  from 
his  bedroom,  adjoining  the  dining-room.  Above  the 
tempest  I  could  also  hear  the  voice  of  an  angel,  audible 
now  and  then  like  the  song  of  the  nightingale  when  the 
storm  is  passing  over.  I  wandered  up  and  down  under 
the  acacias  on  that  exquisite  night  late  in  August,  waiting 
for  the  Countess.  She  would  corne  ;  her  manner  had 
promised  it.  For  some  days  an  explanation  had  been  in 
the  air  between  us,  and  must  inevitably  corne  at  the 
fîrst  word  that  should  unseal  the  overful  well  in  our 
hearts.  What  bashfulness  retarded  the  hour  of  our  perfect 
understanding  ?  Perhaps  she  loved,  as  I  did,  the  thrill, 
almost  like  the  stress  of  fear,  which  quenches  émotion  at 
those  moments  when  we  hold  down  the  gushing  overflow 
of  life,  when  we  are  as  shy  of  revealing  our  inmost  soûl 
as  a  maiden  bride  of  unveiling  to  the  husband  she  loves. 
The  accumulation  of  our  thoug-hts  had  magnified  this 
first  and  necessary  confession  on  both  si  des. 

An  hour  stole  away.  I  was  sitting  on  the  brick 
parapet  when  the  sound  of  her  footstep,  mingling  with 
the  rustle  of  her  light  dress,  fluttered  the  evening  air. 
It  was  one  of  the  sensations  at  which  the  heart  stands 
still. 

'Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  is  asleep,'  said  she.  'When 
he  has  one  of  thèse  attacks  I  give  him  a  cup  of  tea  made 
of  poppy-heads,  and  the  crisis  is  rare  enough  for  the 
simple  remedy  always  to  take  effect. — Monsieur,'  she 
went  on,  with  a  change  of  tone  to  the  most  persuasive 
key,  'an  unfortunate  accident  has  put  you  in  possession  of 
secrets  which  hâve  hitherto  been  carefully  kept  ;  promise 
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me  to  bury  in  your  heart  every  memory  of  this  scène. 
Do  this  for  my  sake,  I  beg  of  you.  I  do  not  ask  you  to 
swear  it  ;  the  simple  Tes  of  a  man  of  honour  will  amply 
satisfy  me.' 

1  Need  I  even  say  Tes  ?  '  I  asked.  l  Hâve  we  failed  to 
understand  each  other  ?  ' 

c  Do  not  form  an  unjust  opinion  of  Monsieur  de 
Mortsauf  from  seeing  the  resuit  of  much  sufFering 
endured  in  exile,'  she  went  on.  £  He  will  hâve  entirely 
forgotten  by  to-morrow  ail  he  said  to  you,  and  you  will 
find  him  quite  kind  and  affectionate.' 

'  Nay,  Madame,'  said  I,  4  you  need  not  justify  the 
Count.  I  will  do  exactly  what  you  will.  I  would  this 
instant  throw  myself  into  the  Indre  if  I  could  thus 
make  a  new  man  of  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  and  give  you 
a  life  of  happiness.  The  only  thing  I  cannot  do  is  to 
alter  my  opinion,  nothing  is  more  essentially  a  part  of 
me.  I  would  give  my  life  for  you  ;  I  cannot  sacrifice 
my  conscience  ;  I  may  refuse  to  listen  to  it,  but  can  I 
hinder  its  speaking  ?  Now,  in  my  opinion,  Monsieur  de 
Mortsauf  is ' 

' 1  quite  understand  you,'  she  said,  interrupting  me  to 
mitigate  the  idea  of  insanity  by  softening  the  expression. 
4  The  Count  is  as  nervous  as  a  lady  with  the  megrims  ; 
but  it  occurs  only  at  long  intervais,  at  most  once  a  year, 
when  the  heat  is  greatest.  How  much  evil  the  émigra- 
tion brought  in  its  train  !  How  many  noble  lives  were 
wrecked  !  He,  I  am  sure,  would  hâve  been  a  dis- 
tinguished  officer  and  an  honour  to  his  country ' 

CI  know  it,'  I  replied,  interrupting  in  my  turn,  to 
show  her  that  it  was  vain  to  try  to  deceive  me. 

She  paused  and  laid  a  hand  on  my  brow. 

c  Who  has  thus  thrown  you  into  our  midst  ?  Has 
God  intended  me  to  find  a  help  in  you,  a  living  friend- 
ship  to  lean  upon  ?  '  she  went  on,  firmly  grasping  my 
hand.     l  For  you  are  kind  and  generous ' 

She  looked  up  to  heaven  as  if  to  invoke  some  visible 
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évidence  that  should  confirm  her  secret  hopes  ;  then  she 
bent  her  eyes  on  me.  Magnetised  by  that  gaze  which 
shed  her  soûl  into  mine,  I  failed  in  tact  by  every  rule  of 
worldly  guidance  ;  but  to  some  soûls  is  not  such  precipi- 
tancy  a  magnanimous  haste  to  meet  danger,  an  eagerness 
to  prevent  disaster  and  dread  of  a  misfortune  that  may 
never  corne  ;  is  it  not  more  often  the  abrupt  question  of 
heart  to  heart,  a  blow  struck  to  find  out  whether  they  ring 
in  unison  ? 

Many  thoughts  flashed  through  me  like  light,  and 
counselled  me  to  wash  out  the  stain  that  soiled  my 
innocency  even  at  the  moment  when  I  hoped  for  full 
initiation. 

'  Before  going  any  further,'  said  I,  in  a  voice  quavering 
from  my  heart-beats,  audible  in  the  deep  silence,  'allow 
me  to  purify  one  memory  of  the  past ' 

'  Be  silent,'  said  she  hastily,  and  laying  a  finger  on  my 
lips  for  an  instant.  She  looked  at  me  loftily,  like  a 
woman  who  stands  too  high  for  slander  to  reach  her,  and 
said  in  a  broken  voice,  c  I  know  what  you  allude  to — 
the  first  and  last  and  only  insuit  ever  ofFered  me  ! — 
Never  speak  of  that  bail.  Though  as  a  Christian  I  hâve 
forgiven  you,  the  woman  still  smarts  under  it.' 

c  Do  not  be  less  merciful  than  God,'  said  I,  my  eye- 
lashes  retaining  the  tears  that  rose  to  my  eyes. 

'  I  hâve  a  right  to  be  more  severe  ;  I  am  weaker,' 
replied  she. 

'  But  hear  me,'  I  cried,  with  a  sort  of  childish  indigna- 
tion, ceven  if  it  be  for  the  first  and  last  and  only  time  in 
your  life.' 

cWell,'  said  she,  'speak  then!  Otherwise  you  will 
fancy  that  I  am  afraid  to  hear  you.' 

I  felt  that  this  hour  was  unique  in  our  lives,  and  I  told 
her,  in  a  way  to  command  belief,  that  every  woman  at 
that  bail  had  been  as  indiffèrent  to  me  as  every  other  I 
had  hitherto  seen  ;  but  that  when  I  saw  her — I  who 
had  spent  my  life  in  study,  whose  spirit  was  so  far  from 
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bold — I  had  been  swept  away  by  a  sort  of  frenzy  which 
could  only  be  condemned  by  those  who  had  never 
known  it  ;  that  the  heart  of  man  had  never  been  so 
overflowing  with  such  désire  as  no  living  being  can 
resist,  and  which  conquers  ail  things,  even  death ' 

*  And  scorn  ?  '  said  she,  interrupting  me. 

4  What,  you  scorned  me  ?  '  said  I. 

4  Talk  no  more  of  thèse  things,'  said  she. 

4  Nay,  let  us  talk  of  them,'  replied  I,  in  the  excitement 
of  superhuman  anguish.  4It  concerns  my  whole  being, 
my  unknown  life  ;  it  is  a  secret  you  must  hear,  or  else  I 
must  die  of  despair  ! — And  does  it  not  concern  you  too — 
you  who,  without  knowing  it,  are  the  Lady  in  whose 
hand  shines  the  crown  held  out  to  the  conqueror  in  the 
lists  ?  » 

I  told  her  the  story  of  my  childhood  and  youth,  not 
as  I  hâve  related  it  to  you,  calmly  judged  from  a  distance, 
but  in  the  words  of  a  young  man  whose  wounds  are  still 
bleeding.  My  voice  rang  like  the  axe  of  the  woodman 
in  a  forest.  The  dead  years  fell  crashing  down  before 
it,  and  the  long  misery  that  had  crowned  them  with 
leafless  boughs.  In  fevered  words  I  described  to  her  a 
thousand  odious  détails  that  I  hâve  spared  you.  I  dis- 
played  the  treasury  of  my  splendid  hopes,  the  virgin  gold 
of  my  desires,  a  burning  heart  kept  hot  under  the  Alps 
of  ice  piled  up  through  a  perpétuai  winter.  And  then, 
when,  crushed  by  the  burthen  of  my  griefs  uttered  with 
the  fire  of  an  Isaiah,  I  waited  for  a  word  from  the 
woman  who  had  heard  me  with  a  downcast  head,  she 
lightened  the  darkness  with  a  look,  and  vivified  the  worlds 
earthly  and  divine  by  one  single  sentence. 

4  Our  childhood  was  the  same,'  said  she,  showing  me 
a  face  bright  with  the  halo  of  martyrdom. 

After  a  pause,  during  which  our  soûls  were  wedded  by 
the  same  consoling  thought,  4  Then  I  was  not  the  only 
one  to  suffer  !  '  the  Countess  told  me,  in  the  tones  she 
kept  for  her  children,  how  luckless  she  had  been  as  a 
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girl  when  the  boys  were  dead.  She  explained  the 
différence,  made  by  her  condition  as  a  girl  always  at  her 
mother's  skirt,  between  her  miseries  and  those  of  a  boy 
flung  into  the  world  of  school.  My  isolation  had  been 
paradise  in  comparison  with  the  grinding  millstone  under 
which  her  spirit  was  perennially  bruised,  until  the  day 
when  her  true  mother,  her  devoted  aunt,  had  saved  her 
by  rescuing  her  from  the  torture  of  which  she  described 
the  ever-new  terrors.  It  was  a  course  of  those  inde- 
scribable  goading  pricks  that  are  intolérable  to  a  nervous 
nature  which  can  face  a  direct  thrust,  but  dies  daily 
under  the  sword  of  Damocles  —  a  generous  impulse 
quashed  by  a  stern  command  ;  a  kiss  coldly  accepted  ; 
silence  first  enjoined  and  then  found  fault  with  ;  tears 
repressed  that  lay  heavy  on  her  heart  ;  in  short,  ail 
the  petty  tyranny  of  convent  discipline  hidden  from  the 
eyes  of  the  world  behind  a  semblance  of  proud  and 
sentimental  motherhood.  Her  mother  was  vain  of  her 
and  boasted  of  her  ;  but  she  paid  dearly  afterwards  for 
the  praise  bestowed  only  for  the  glory  of  her  teacher. 
When,  by  dint  of  docility  and  sweetness,  she  fancied  she 
had  softened  her  mother's  heart,  and  opened  her  own, 
the  tyrant  armed  herself  with  her  confessions.  A  spy 
would  hâve  been  less  cowardly  and  treacherous. 

Ail  her  girlish  pleasures  and  festivals  had  cost  her 
dear,  for  she  was  scolded  for  having  enjoyed  them  as 
much  as  for  a  fault.  The  lessons  of  her  admirable 
éducation  had  never  been  given  with  love,  but  always 
with  cruel  irony.  She  owed  her  mother  no  grudge,  she 
only  blamed  herself  for  loving  her  less  than  she  feared 
her.  Perhaps,  the  angel  thought,  this  severity  had  really 
been  necessary.  Had  it  not  prepared  her  for  her  présent 
îife  ? 

As  I  listened  to  her,  I  felt  as  though  the  harp  of  Job, 
from  which  I  had  struck  some  wild  chords,  was  now 
touched  by  Christian  fingers,  and  responded  with  the 
chanted  liturgy  of  the  Virgin  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross. 
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c  We  dwelt  in  the  same  sphère,'  I  cried,  c  before 
meeting  hère,  you  coming  from  the  East,  and  I  from  the 
West.' 

She  shook  her  head  with  desperate  agitation  :  *  The 
East  is  for  you,  and  the  West  for  me,'  said  she.  c  You 
will  live  happy,  I  shall  die  of  grief!  Men  make  the 
conditions  of  their  life  themselves  ;  my  lot  is  east  once 
for  ail.  No  power  can  break  the  ponderous  chain  to 
which  a  wife  is  bound  by  a  ring  of  gold,  the  emblem  of 
her  purity.' 

Feeling  now  that  we  were  twins  of  the  same  nurture, 
she  could  not  conceive  of  semi-confidences  between 
sister  soûls  that  had  drunk  of  the  same  spring.  After 
the  natural  sigh  of  a  guileless  heart  opening  for  the  first 
time,  she  told  me  the  story  of  the  early  days  of  her 
married  life,  her  first  disillusionment,  ail  the  renewal  of 
her  sorrows.  She,  like  me,  had  gone  through  those 
trivial  expériences  which  are  so  great  to  spirits  whose 
limpid  nature  is  shaken  through  and  through  by  the 
slightest  shock,  as  a  stone  flung  into  a  lake  stirs  the 
depths  as  well  as  the  surface. 

When  she  married,  she  had  some  savings,  the  little 
treasure  which  represents  the  happy  hours,  the  thousand 
trifles  a  young  wife  may  wish  for  ;  one  day  of  dire  need 
she  had  generously  given  the  whole  sum  to  her  husband, 
not  telling  him  that  thèse  were  not  gold  pièces,  but 
remembrances  ;  he  had  never  taken  any  account  of  it  ; 
he  did  not  feel  himself  her  debtor.  Nor  had  she  seen  in 
return  for  her  treasure,  sunk  in  the  sleeping  waters  of 
oblivion,  the  moistened  eye  which  pays  every  debt,  and 
is  to  a  generous  soûl  like  a  perpétuai  gem  whose  rays 
sparkle  in  the  darkest  day. 

And  she  had  gone  on  from  sorrow  to  sorrow. 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  would  forget  to  give  her  money 
for  housekeeping  ;  he  woke  up  as  from  a  dream  when 
she  asked  for  it,  after  overcoming  a  woman's  natural 
shyness  ;    never   once    had    he   spared    her    this    bitter 
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expérience  !  Then  what  terrors  had  beset  her  at  the 
moment  when  this  worn-out  man  had  first  shown 
symptoms  of  his  malady  !  The  first  outbreak  of  his 
frenzied  rage  had  completely  crushed  her.  What 
misérable  méditations  must  she  hâve  known  before  she 
understood  that  her  husband — the  impressive  figure  that 
présides  over  a  woman's  whole  life — was  a  nonentity  ! 
What  anguish  had  corne  on  her  after  the  birth  of  her 
two  children  !  What  a  shock  on  seeing  the  scarcely 
living  infants  !  What  courage  she  must  hâve  had  to 
say  to  herself,  1 1  will  breathe  life  into  them  ;  they  shall 
be  born  anew  day  by  day  !  '  And  then  the  despair  of 
finding  an  obstacle  in  the  heart  and  hand  whence  a  wife 
looks  for  help  ! 

She  had  seen  this  expanse  of  woes  stretching  before 
her,  a  thorny  wilderness,  after  every  surmounted 
difHculty.  From  the  top  of  each  rock  she  had  discovered 
new  déserts  to  cross,  till  the  day  when  she  really  knew 
her  husband,  knew  her  children's  constitution,  and  the 
land  she  was  to  dwell  in  ;  till  the  day  when,  like  the 
boy  taken  by  Napoléon  from  the  tender  care  of  home, 
she  had  inured  her  feet  to  tramp  through  mire  and  snow, 
inured  her  forehead  to  flying  bullets,  and  broken  herself 
entirely  to  the  passive  obédience  of  a  soldier.  Ail 
thèse  things,  which  I  abridge  for  you,  she  related  in 
their  gloomy  détails,  with  ail  their  adjuncts  of  cruel 
incidents,  of  conjugal  defeats,  and  fruitless  efforts. 

4  In  short,'  she  said  in  conclusion,  c  only  a  résidence 
hère  of  months  would  give  you  a  notion  of  ail  the 
troubles  the  improvements  at  Clochegourde  cost  me,  ail 
the  weary  coaxing  to  persuade  him  to  do  the  thing  that 
is  most  useful  for  his  interests.  What  childish  malice 
possesses  him  whenever  anything  I  may  hâve  advised  is 
not  an  immédiate  success  !  How  delighted  he  is  to 
proclaim  himself  in  the  right  !  What  patience  I  need 
when  I  hear  continuai  complaints  while  I  am  killing 
myself  to  clear  each  hour  of  weeds,  to  perfume  the  air 
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he  breathes,  to  strew  sand  and  flowers  on  the  paths  he 
has  beset  with  stones  !  My  reward  is  this  dreadful 
burden — "  I  am  dying  ;  life  is  a  curse  to  me  !  " 

c  If  he  is  so  fortunate  as  to  find  visitors  at  home,  ail  is 
forgotten  ;  he  is  gracious  and  polite.  Why  cannot  he 
be  the  same  to  his  family  ?  I  cannot  account  for  this 
want  of  loyalty  in  a  man  who  is  sometimes  chivalrous. 
He  is  capable  of  going  ofF  without  a  word,  ail  the  way 
to  Paris,  to  get  me  a  dress,  as  he  did  the  other  day  for 
that  bail.  Miserly  as  he  is  in  his  housekeeping,  he 
would  be  lavish  for  me  if  I  would  allow  it.  It  ought  to 
be  just  the  other  way  ;  I  want  nothing,  and  the  house 
expenses  are  heavy.  In  my  anxiety  to  make  him  happy, 
and  forgetting  that  I  might  be  a  mother,  I  perhaps  gave 
him  the  habit  of  regarding  me  as  his  victim,  whereas  with 
a  little  flattery  I  might  still  manage  him  like  a  child  if 
I  would  stoop  to  play  so  mean  a  part  !  But  the  interests 
of  the  household  make  it  necessary  that  I  should  be  as 
calm  and  austère  as  a  statue  of  Justice  ;  and  yet  I  too 
hâve  a  tender  and  effusive  soûl.' 

c  But  why,'  said  I,  c  do  you  not  avail  yourself  of  your 
influence  to  be  the  mistress  and  guide  him  ?  ' 

c  If  I  alone  were  concerned,  I  could  never  defy  the 
stolid  silence  with  which  for  hours  he  will  oppose  sound 
arguments,  nor  could  I  answer  his  illogical  remarks — 
the  reasoning  of  a  child.  I  hâve  no  courage  against 
weakness  or  childishness  ;  they  may  hit  me,  and  I  shall 
make  no  résistance.  I  might  meet  force  with  force,  but 
I  hâve  no  power  against  those  I  pity.  If  I  were  required 
to  compel  Madeleine  to  do  something  that  would  save  her 
life,  we  should  die  together.  Pity  relaxes  ail  my  fibres 
and  weakens  my  sinews.  And  the  violent  shocks  of  the 
past  ten  years  hâve  undermined  me  ;  my  nervous  force  so 
often  attacked,  is  sometimes  déliquescent,  nothing  can 
restore  it  ;  the  strength  that  weathered  those  storms  is 
sometimes  wanting.     Yes,  sometimes  I  am  conquered. 

c  For  want  of  rest  and  of  sea-bathing,  which  would  give 
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tone  to  my  whole  System,  I  shall  be  worn  out.  Mon- 
sieur de  Mortsauf  will  kill  me,  and  he  will  die  of  my 
death.' 

'  Why  do  you  not  leave  Clochegourde  for  a  few 
months  ?  Why  should  not  you  and  the  children  go  to 
the  sea  ?  ' 

'In  the  first  place,  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  would  feel 
himself  lost  if  I  left  him.  Though  he  will  not  recog- 
nise  the  situation,  he  is  aware  of  his  state.  The  man 
and  the  invalid  are  at  war  in  him,  two  différent  natures, 
whose  antagonism  accounts  for  many  eccentricities. 
And  indeed  he  has  every  reason  to  dread  it  ;  if  I  were 
absent,  everything  hère  would  go  wrong.  You  hâve 
seen,  no  doubt,  that  I  am  a  mother  perpetually  on  the 
watch  to  guard  her  brood  against  the  hawk  that  hovers 
over  them  ;  a  desperate  task,  increased  by  the  cares 
required  by  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  whose  perpétuai  cry 
is,  "  Where  is  Madame  ?  "  But  this  is  nothing.  I  am 
at  the  same  time  Jacques'  tutor  and  Madeleine's  gover- 
ness.  This  again  is  nothing.  I  am  steward  and  book- 
keeper.  You  will  some  day  know  the  full  meaning  of 
my  words  when  I  say  that  the  management  of  an 
estate  is  hère  the  most  exhausting  toil.  We  hâve  but  a 
small  income  in  money,  and  our  farms  are  worked  on  a 
System  of  half-profits  which  requires  incessant  superin- 
tendence.  We  ourselves  must  sell  our  corn,  our  beasts, 
and  every  kind  of  crop.  Our  competitors  are  our  own 
farmers,  who  agrée  with  the  purchasers  over  their  wine 
at  the  tavern,  and  fix  a  price  after  being  before  us  in  the 
market. 

*  I  should  tire  you  out  if  I  were  to  tell  you  ail  the 
thousand  difficulties  of  our  husbandry.  With  ail  my 
vigilance,  I  cannot  keep  our  farmers  from  manuring 
their  lands  from  our  middens  ;  I  can  neither  go  to 
make  sure  that  our  bailiffs  do  not  agrée  with  them  to 
cheat  us  when  the  crops  are  divided,  nor  can  I  know 
the  best  time   to  sell.     And    if  you    think  how    little 
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memory  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  can  boast  of,  and  what 
trouble  it  costs  me  to  induce  him  to  attend  to  business, 
you  will  understand  what  a  load  I  hâve  to  carry,  and  the 
impossibility  of  setting  it  down  even  for  a  moment.  If 
I  went  away,  we  should  be  ruined.  No  one  would  listen 
to  his  orders  ;  indeed,  they  are  generally  contradictory  ; 
then  nobody  is  attached  to  him  ;  he  finds  fault  too 
much,  and  is  too  despotic  ;  and,  like  ail  wealc  natures,  he  is 
too  ready  to  listen  to  his  inferiors,  and  so  fails  to  inspire 
the  affection  that  binds  families  together.  If  I  left  the 
house,  not  a  servant  would  stay  a  week. 

1  So  you  see  I  am  as  much  rooted  to  Clochegourde  as 
one  of  the  leaden  finials  is  to  the  roof.  I  hâve  kept 
nothing  from  you,  Monsieur.  The  neighbours  know 
nothing  of  the  secrets  of  Clochegourde  ;  you  now  know 
them  ail.  Say  nothing  of  the  place  but  what  is  kind  and 
pleasant,  and  you  will  earn  my  esteem — my  gratitude,' 
she  added  in  a  softened  tone.  '  On  thèse  conditions  you 
can  always  corne  to  Clochegourde — you  will  find  friends 
hère.' 

'But  I  hâve  never  known  what  it  is  to  suffer,' 
exclaimed  I.     'You  alone ' 

c  Nay,'  said  she,  with  that  resigned  woman's  smile  that 
might  melt  granité,  cdo  not  be  dismayed  by  my  con- 
fidences. They  show  you  life  as  it  is,  and  not  as  your 
fancy  had  led  you  to  hope.  We  ail  hâve  our  faults  and 
our  good  points.  If  I  had  married  a  spendthrift,  he 
would  hâve  ruined  me.  If  I  had  been  the  wife  of  some 
ardent  and  dissipated  youth,  he  would  hâve  been  a 
favourite  with  women  ;  perhaps  he  would  hâve  been 
unfaithful,  and  I  should  hâve  died  of  jealousy. — I  am 
jealous  !  '  she  exclaimed  in  an  excited  tone  that  rang  like 
the  thunderclap  of  a  passing  storm. 

c  Well,  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  loves  me  as  much  as  it 
is  in  him  to  love  ;  ail  the  affection  of  which  his  heart  is 
capable  is  poured  out  at  my  feet,  as  the  Magdalen 
poured  out  her  precious  balm  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour. 
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Believe  me  when  I  tell  you  that  a  life  of  love  is  an  excep- 
tion to  every  earthly  law  ;  every  flower  fades,  every  great 
joy  has  a  bitter  morrow — when  it  has  a  morrow.  Real 
life  is  a  life  of  sorrow  ;  this  nettle  is  its  fît  image  ;  it  has 
sprouted  in  the  shade  of  the  terrace,  and  grows  green  on 
its  stem  without  any  sunshine.  Hère,  as  in  northern 
latitudes,  there  are  smiles  in  the  sky,  rare,  to  be  sure, 
but  malcing  amends  for  many  griefs.  After  ail,  if  a 
woman  is  exclusively  a  mother,  is  she  not  tied  by  sacri- 
fices rather  than  by  joys  ?  I  can  draw  down  on  myself 
the  storms  I  see  ready  to  break  on  the  servants  or  on 
my  children,  and  as  I  thus  conduct  them  I  feel  some 
mysterious  and  secret  strength.  The  résignation  of  one 
day  prépares  me  for  the  next. 

'And  God  does  not  leave  me  hopeless.  Though  I 
was  at  one  time  in  despair  over  my  children's  health,  I 
now  see  that  as  they  grow  up  they  grow  stronger. 
And,  after  ail,  our  house  is  improved,  our  fortune  is 
amended.  Who  knows  whether  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf's 
old  âge  may  not  bring  me  happiness. 

i  Believe  me,  the  human  being  who  can  appear  in  the 
présence  of  the  Great  Judge,  leading  any  comforted  soûl 
that  had  been  ready  to  curse  life,  will  hâve  transformed 
bis  sorrows  into  delight.  If  my  suffering  has  secured 
the  happiness  of  my  family,  is  it  really  suffering  ?  ' 

c  Yes,'  replied  I.  *  Stilî,  it  was  necessary  suffering, 
as  mine  has  been,  to  make  me  appreciate  the  fruit  that 
has  ripened  hère  among  stones.  And  now  perhaps  we 
may  eat  of  it  together,  perhaps  we  may  admire  its  won- 
ders  ! — the  flood  of  affection  it  can  shed  on  the  soûl,  the  sap 
which  can  revive  the  fading  leaves.  Then  life  is  no 
longer  a  burthen  ;  we  hâve  cast  it  from  us.  Great  God  ! 
can  you  not  understand  ?  '  I  went  on,  in  the  mystical 
strain  to  which  religious  training  had  accustomed  us 
both.  c  See  what  roads  we  hâve  trodden  to  meet  at  last  ! 
What  loadstone  guided  us  across  the  océan  of  bitter 
waters  to  the  fresh  springs  flowing  at  the  foot  of  the 
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mountains,  over  sparkling  sands,  between  green  and 
flowery  banks  ?  Hâve  not  we,  like  the  Kings  of  the 
East,  followed  the  same  star  ?  And  we  stand  by  the 
manger  where  lies  an  awakening  Babe — a  divine  Child 
who  will  shoot  his  arrows  at  the  head  of  the  leafless 
trees,  who  will  wake  the  world  to  new  life  for  us  by  his 
glad  cries,  who  will  lend  savour  to  life  by  continuai 
delights,  and  give  slumbers  by  night  and  contentment  by 
day.  Are  we  not  more  than  brother  and  sister  ?  What 
Heaven  has  joined,  put  not  asunder. 

cThe  sorrows  of  which  you  speak  are  the  grain  scat- 
tered  freely  abroad  by  the  hand  of  the  sower,  to  bring 
forth  a  harvest  already  golden  under  the  most  glorious 
sun.  Behold  and  see  !  Shall  we  not  go  forth  together 
and  gather  it  ear  by  ear  ? — What  fervour  is  in  me  that  I 
dare  to  speak  to  you  thus.  Answer  me,  or  I  will  never 
cross  the  Indre  again.' 

cYou  hâve  spared  me  the  name  of  Love,'  said  she, 
interrupting  me  in  a  severe  tone  ;  c  but  you  hâve  described 
a  feeling  of  which  I  know  nothing — which  to  me  is 
prohibited.  You  are  but  a  boy,  and  again  I  forgive 
you  ;  but  it  is  for  the  last  time.  Understand,  Monsieur, 
my  whole  heart  is  drunk,  so  to  speak,  with  motherhood. 
I  love  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  not  as  a  social  duty,  nor  as 
an  investment  to  earn  eternal  bliss,  but  from  an  irrésist- 
ible feeling,  clinging  to  him  by  every  fibre  of  my 
heart.  Was  I  forced  into  this  marriage  ?  I  chose  it 
out  of  sympathy  with  misfortune.  Was  it  not  the  part 
of  woman  to  heal  the  bruises  of  time,  to  comfort  those 
who  had  stood  in  the  breach  and  corne  back  wounded  ? 

4  How  can  I  tell  you  ?  I  felt  a  sort  of  selfish  pleasure 
in  seeing  that  you  could  amuse  him.  Is  not  that  purely 
motherly  ?  Has  not  my  long  story  shown  you  plainly 
that  I  hâve  three  children  who  must  never  find  me 
wanting,  on  whom  I  must  shed  a  healing  dew  and  ail  the 
sunshine  of  my  soûl  without  allowing  the  smallest  par- 
ticle  to  be  adulterated  ?     Do  not  turn  a  mother's  milk. 
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'  So,  though  the  wife  in  me  is  invulnérable,  never 
speak  to  me  thus  again.  If  you  fail  to  respect  this 
simple  prohibition,  I  warn  you,  the  door  of  this  house 
will  be  closed  against  you  for  ever.  I  believed  in  pure 
friendship,  in  a  voluntary  brotherhood  more  stable  than 
any  natural  relationship.  I  was  mistaken  !  I  looked 
for  a  friend  who  would  not  judge  me,  a  friend  who 
would  listen  to  me  in  those  hours  of  weakness  when  a 
voice  of  reproof  is  murderous,  a  saintly  friend  with 
whom  I  should  hâve  nothing  to  fear.  Youth  is  mag- 
nanimous,  incapable  of  falsehood,  self-sacrificing,  and 
disinterested  ;  as  I  saw  your  constancy,  I  believed,  I 
confess,  in  some  help  from  heaven  ;  I  believed  I  had  met 
a  spirit  that  would  be  to  me  alone  what  the  priest  is  to 
ail,  a  heart  into  which  I  might  pour  out  my  sorrows 
when  they  are  too  many,  and  utter  my  cries  when  they 
insist  on  being  heard,  and  would  choke  me  if  I  suppressed 
them.  In  that  way  my  life,  which  is  so  precious  to  thèse 
children,  might  be  prolonged  till  Jacques  is  a  man.  But 
this,  perhaps,  is  too  selfish.  Can  the  taie  of  Petrarch's 
Laura  be  repeated  ? — I  deceived  myself,  this  is  not  the 
will  of  God.  I  must  die  at  my  post  like  a  soldier,  with- 
out  a  friend.  My  confessor  is  stern,  austère — and  my 
aunt  is  dead.' 

Two  large  tears,  sparkling  in  the  moonlight,  dropped 
from  her  eyes  and  rolled  down  her  cheeks  to  her  chin  ; 
but  I  held  out  my  hand  in  time  to  catch  them,  and 
drank  them  with  pious  avidity,  excited  by  her  words, 
that  rang  with  those  ten  years  of  secret  weeping,  of 
expended  feeling,  of  incessant  care,  of  perpétuai  alarms 
— the  loftiest  heroism  of  your  sex.  She  gazed  at  me 
with  a  look  of  mild  amazement. 

'This,'  said  I,  'is  the  first,  holy  communion  of  love. 
Yes  ;  I  hâve  entered  into  your  sorrows,  I  am  one  with 
your  soûl,  as  we  become  one  with  Christ  by  drinking  His 
sacred  blood.  To  love  even  without  hope  is  happiness. 
What  woman  on  earth  could  give  me  any  joy  so  great  as 
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that  of  having  imbibed  your  tears  ! — I  accept  the  bargain 
which  must  no  doubt  bring  me  suffering.  I  am  yours 
without  reserve,  and  will  be  just  whatever  you  wish  me 
to  be.' 

She  checked  me  by  a  gesture,  and  said — 

4I  consent  to  the  compact  if  you  will  never  strain  the 
ties  that  bind  us.' 

c  Yes,'  said  I.  c  But  the  less  you  grant  me,  the  more 
sure  must  I  be  that  I  really  possess  it.' 

cSo  you  begin  by  distrusting  me,'  she  replied,  with 
melancholy  doubtfuiness. 

c  No,  by  one  pure  delight.  For,  listen,  I  want  a  name 
for  you  which  no  one  ever  calls  you  by  ;  ail  my  own,  like 
the  affection  that  we  give  each  other.' 

c  It  is  much  to  ask,'  said  she.  '  However,  I  am  less 
ungenerous  than  you  think  me.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf 
calls  me  Blanche.  One  person  only,  the  one  I  loved 
best,  my  adorable  aunt,  used  to  call  me  Henriette.  I 
will  be  Henriette  again  for  you.' 

I  took  her  hand  and  kissed  it,  and  she  yielded  it  with 
the  full  confidence  which  makes  woman  our  superior — a 
confidence  that  masters  us.  She  leaned  against  the 
brick  parapet  and  looked  out  over  the  river. 

4  Are  you  not  rash,  dear  friend,'  said  she,  c  to  rush 
with  one  leap  to  the  goal  of  your  course  ?  You  hâve 
drained  at  the  first  draught  a  cup  offered  you  in  ail  sin- 
cerity.  But  a  true  feeling  knows  no  half  measures;  it 
is  ail  or  nothing. — Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,'  she  went  on 
after  a  moment's  silence,  '  is  above  everything  loyal  and 
proud.  You  might  perhaps  be  tempted  for  my  sake  to 
overlook  what  he  said  ;  if  he  has  forgotten  it,  I  will 
remind  him  of  it  to-morrow.  Stay  away  from  Cloche- 
gourde  for  a  few  days  ;  he  will  respect  you  ail  the  more. 
On  Sunday  next,  as  we  corne  out  of  church,  he  will  make 
the  first  advances.  I  know  him.  He  will  make  up  for 
past  offences,  and  will  like  you  the  better  for  having 
treated  him  as  a  man  responsible  for  his  words  and  deeds.' 
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*  Five  days  without  seeing  you,  hearing  your  voice.' 

c  Never  put  such  fervour  into  your  speech  to  me,'  said 
she. 

We  twice  paced  the  terrace  in  silence.  Then,  in  a 
tone  of  command,  which  showed  that  she  had  entered 
into  possession  of  my  soûl,  she  said — 

'It  is  late  ;  good  night.' 

I  wished  to  kiss  her  hand  ;  she  hesitated  ;  then  she 
gave  it  me,  saying  in  a  voice  of  entreaty — 

'Never  take  it  unless  I  give  it  you  ;  leave  me  com- 
pletely  free,  or  else  I  shall  be  at  your  bidding,  and  that 
must  not  be.' 

'  Good-bye,'  said  I. 

I  went  out  of  the  little  gâte  at  the  bottom  of  the 
garden,  which  she  opened  for  me.  Just  as  she  was 
shutting  it,  she  opened  it  again,  and  held  out  her  hand, 
saying — 

'You  hâve  been  indeed  kind  this  evening.  You  hâve 
brought  comfort  into  ail  my  future  life. — Take  it,  my 
friend,  take  it.' 

I  kissed  it  again  and  again,  and  when  I  looked  up  I 
saw  that  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes. 

She  went  up  to  the  terrace  and  looked  after  me  across 
the  meadow.  As  I  went  along  the  road  to  Frapesle,  I 
could  still  see  her  white  dress  in  the  moonlight  ;  then,  a 
few  minutes  later,  a  light  was  shining  in  her  window. 

'  Oh,  my  Henriette  !  '  thought  I,  '  the  purest  love  that 
ever  burnt  on  earth  shall  be  yours.' 

I  got  home  to  Frapesle,  looking  back  at  every  step. 
My  spirit  was  full  of  indescribable,  ineffable  gladness. 
A  glorious  path  at  last  lay  open  to  the  self-devotion  that 
swells  every  youthful  heart,  and  that  in  me  had  so  long 
lain  inert.  I  was  consecrated,  ordained,  like  a  priest  who 
at  one  step  starts  on  a  totally  new  life.  A  simple  '  Y~es, 
Madame]  had  pledged  me  to  préserve  in  my  heart  and  for 
myself  alone  an  irrésistible  passion,  and  never  to  trespass 
beyond  friendship  to  tempt  this  woman  little  bv  little  to 
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love.  Every  noble  feeling  awoke  within  me  with  a  tumult 
of  voices. 

Before  finding  myself  cabined  in  a  bedroom,  I  felt  that 
I  must  pause  in  rapture  under  the  blue  vault  spangled 
with  stars,  to  hear  again  in  my  mind's  ear  those  tones 
as  of  a  wounded  dove,  the  simple  accents  of  her  ingenu- 
ous  confidence,  and  inhale  with  the  air  the  émanations 
of  her  soûl  which  she  must  be  sending  out  to  me.  How 
noble  she  appeared  to  me — the  woman  who  so  utterly 
forgot  herself  in  her  religious  care  for  weak  or  suffering 
or  wounded  créatures,  her  devotedness  apart  from  légal 
chains.  She  stood  serene  at  the  stake  of  saintly  martyr- 
dom  !  I  was  gazing  at  her  face  as  it  appeared  to  me  in 
the  darkness,  when  suddenly  I  fancied  that  I  discerned 
in  her  words  a  mystical  significance  which  made  her 
seem  qui  te  sublime.  Perhaps  she  meant  that  I  was  to 
be  to  her  what  she  was  to  her  little  world  ;  perhaps  she 
intended  to  dérive  strength  and  consolation  from  me  by 
thus  raising  me  to  her  sphère,  to  her  level — or  higher  ? 
The  stars,  so  some  bold  theorists  tell  us,  thus  interchange 
motion  and  light.  This  thought  at  once  lifted  me  to 
ethereal  realms.  I  was  once  more  in  the  heaven  of  my 
early  dreams,  and  I  accounted  for  the  anguish  of  my  child- 
hood  by  the  infinité  béatitude  in  which  I  now  floated. 

Ye  soûls  of  genius  extinguished  by  tears,  misprized 
hearts,  Clarissa  Harlowes,  saintly  and  unsung,  outcast 
children,  guiltless  exiles — ail  ye  who  entered  life  through 
its  désert  places,  who  hâve  every where  found  cold  faces, 
closed  hearts,  deaf  ears — do  not  bewail  yourselves  !  You 
alone  can  know  the  immensity  of  joy  in  the  moment 
when  a  heart  opens  to  you,  an  ear  listens,  a  look  answers 
you.  One  day  wipes  out  ail  the  evil  days.  Past  sor- 
rows,  broodings,  despair,  and  melancholy — past,  but  not 
forgotten — are  so  many  bonds  by  which  the  soûl  clings  to 
its  sister  soûl.  The  woman,  beautified  by  our  suppressed 
desires,  inherits  our  wasted  sighs  and  loves  ;  she  refunds 
our    deluded    affections    with   interest  ;    she   supplies    a 
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reason  for  antécédent  griefs,  for  they  are  the  équivalent 
insisted  on  by  Fate  for  the  eternal  joy  she  bestows  on 
the  day  when  soûls  are  wed.  The  angels  only  know 
the  new  name  by  which  this  sacred  love  may  be  called  ; 
just  as  you,  sweet  martyrs,  alone  can  know  what  Madame 
de  Mortsauf  had  suddenly  become  to  me — hapless  and 
alone. 

This  scène  had  taken  place  one  Tuesday  ;  I  waited 
till  the  following  Sunday  before  recrossing  the  Indre  in 
my  walks. 

During  thèse  five  days  great  events  occurred  at 
Clochegourde.  The  Count  was  promoted  to  the  grade 
of  Major-General,  and  the  Cross  of  Saint-Louis  was 
conferred  on  him  with  a  pension  of  four  thousand  francs. 
The  Duc  de  Lenoncourt-Givry  was  made  a  peer  of 
France,  two  of  his  forest  domains  were  restored  to  him, 
he  had  an  appointment  at  Court,  and  his  wife  was  rein- 
stated  in  her  property,  which  had  not  been  sold,  having 
formed  part  of  the  Impérial  Crown  lands.  Thus  the 
Comtesse  de  Mortsauf  had  become  one  of  the  richest 
heiresses  in  the  province.  Her  mother  had  corne  to 
Clochegourde  to  pay  her  a  hundred  thousand  francs  she 
had  saved  out  of  the  revenues  from  Givry  ;  this  money, 
settled  on  her  at  her  marriage,  she  had  never  received  ; 
but  the  Count,  in  spite  of  his  necessity,  had  never 
alluded  to  this.  In  ail  that  concerned  the  outer  circum- 
stances  of  life,  this  man's  conduct  was  marked  by  disin- 
terested  pride. 

By  adding  this  sum  to  what  he  had  saved,  the  Count 
could  now  purchase  two  adjoining  estâtes,  that  would 
bring  in  about  nine  thousand  francs  a  year.  His  son 
was  to  inherit  his  maternai  grandfather's  peerage  ;  and  it 
occurred  to  the  Count  to  entail  on  Jacques  the  landed 
property  of  both  families  without  préjudice  to  Madeleine, 
who,  with  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt's  interest,  would, 
no  doubt,  marry  well. 


86  The  Lily  of  the  Valley 

Ail  thèse  schemes  and  this  good  fortune  shed  some 
balm  on  the  exile's  wounds. 

The  Duchesse  de  Lenoncourt  at  Clochegourde  was  an 
event  in  the  district.  I  sorrowfully  reflected  what  a 
great  lady  she  was,  and  I  then  discerned  in  her  daughter 
that  spirit  of  caste  which  her  noble  soûl  had  hitherto 
hidden  from  my  eyes.  What  was  I — poor,  and  with  no 
hope  for  the  future  but  in  my  courage  and  my  brains  ? 
I  never  thought  of  the  conséquences  of  the  Restoration 
either  to  myself  or  to  others. 

On  Sunday,  from  the  side  chapel,  where  I  attended 
mass  with  Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Chessel  and  the 
Abbé  Quélus,  I  sent  hungry  looks  to  the  chapel  on  the 
opposite  side,  where  the  Duchess  and  her  daughter  were, 
the  Count,  and  the  children.  The  straw  bonnet  that 
hid  my  idol's  face  never  moved,  and  this  ignoring  of  my 
présence  seemed  to  be  a  stronger  tie  than  ail  that  had 
passed.  The  noble  Henriette  de  Lenoncourt,  who  was 
now  my  beloved  Henriette,  was  absorbed  in  prayer  ; 
faith  gave  an  indescribable  sentiment  of  prostrate  depend- 
ence  to  her  attitude,  the  feeling  of  a  sacred  statue,  which 
penetrated  my  soûl. 

As  is  customary  in  village  churches,  Vespers  were 
chanted  some  little  time  after  High  Mass.  As  we  left 
the  church,  Madame  de  Chessel  very  naturally  suggested 
to  her  neighbours  that  they  should  spend  the  two  hours' 
interval  at  Frapesle  instead  of  crossing  the  Indre  and  the 
valley  twice  in  the  heat.  The  invitation  was  accepted. 
Monsieur  de  Chessel  gave  the  Duchess  his  arm,  Madame 
de  Chessel  took  the  Count's,  and  I  offered  mine  to  the 
Countess.  For  the  first  time  I  felt  that  light  wrist 
resting  by  my  side.  As  we  made  our  way  back  from 
the  church  to  Frapesle  through  the  woods  of  Sache, 
where  the  dappled  lights,  falling  through  the  leaves, 
made  pretty  patterns  like  chiné  silk,  I  went  through 
surges  of  pride  and  thrills  of  feeling  that  gave  me  violent 
palpitations. 
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4  What  ails  you  ?'  said  she,  after  we  had  gone  a  few 
steps  in  silence,  which  I  dared  not  break  ;  '  your  heart 
beats  too  fast.' 

CI  hâve  heard  of  good  fortune  for  you,'  said  I,  'and, 
like  ail  who  love  much,  I  feel  some  vague  fears. — Will 
not  your  greatness  mar  your  friendship  ?  ' 

'  Mine  !  '  cried  she.  '  For  shame  !  If  you  ever  hâve 
such  an  idea,  I  shall  not  despise  you,  but  simply  forget 
you  for  ever.' 

I  looked  at  her  in  a  state  of  intoxication,  which  must 
surely  hâve  been  infectious. 

'We  get  the  benefit  of  an  edict  which  we  neither 
prompted  nor  asked  for,  and  we  shall  neither  be  beggars 
nor  grasping,'  she  went  on.  'Besides,  as  you  know, 
neither  I  nor  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  can  ever  leave 
Clochegourde.  By  my  advice  he  has  declined  the  active 
command  he  had  a  right  to  at  the  Maison  Rouge.  It 
is  enough  that  my  father  should  hâve  an  appointment. 
And  our  compulsory  modesty,'  she  went  on,  with  a 
bitter  smile,  'has  been  to  our  boy's  advantage  already. 
The  King,  on  whom  my  father  is  in  attendance,  has  very 
graciously  promised  to  reserve  for  Jacques  the  favours 
we  hâve  declined. 

4  Jacques'  éducation,  which  must  now  be  thought  of, 
is  the  subject  of  very  grave  discussion.  He  will  be  the 
représentative  of  the  two  housesof  Mortsauf  and  Lenon- 
court.  I  hâve  no  ambition  but  for  him,  so  this  is  an 
added  anxiety.  Not  only  must  Jacques  be  kept  alive, 
but  he  must  also  be  made  worthy  of  his  name,  and  the 
two  necessities  are  antagonistic.  Hitherto  I  hâve  been 
able  to  teach  him,  graduating  his  tasks  to  his  strength  ; 
but  where  am  I  to  find  a  tutor  who  would  suit  me  in 
this  respect  ?  And  then,  by  and  by,  to  what  friend  can 
I  look  to  préserve  him  in  that  dreadful  Paris,  where 
everything  is  a  snare  to  the  soûl  and  a  péril  to  the 
body  ? 

'  My  friend,'  she  went  on,  in  an  agitated  voice,  '  who 
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that  looks  at  your  brow  and  eye  can  fail  to  see  in  you 
one  of  the  birds  that  dwell  on  the  heights.  Take  your 
flight,  soar  up,  and  one  day  become  the  guardian  of  our 
beloved  child.  Go  to  Paris  ;  and  if  your  brother  and  your 
father  will  not  help  you,  our  family,  especially  my 
mother,  who  has  a  genius  for  business,  will  hâve  great 
influence.  Take  the  benefit  of  it,  and  then  you  will 
never  lack  support  or  encouragement  in  any  career  you 
may  choose.     Throw  your  superabundant  energy  into 

ambition ' 

c  I  understand,'  said  I,  interrupting  her.  c  My  am- 
bition is  to  be  my  mistress  !  I  do  not  need  that  to 
make  me  wholly  yours.  No  ;  I  do  not  choose  to  be 
rewarded  for  my  good  behaviour  hère  by  favours  there. 
I  will  go  ;  I  will  grow  up  alone,  unaided.  I  will  accept 
what  you  can  give  me  ;  from  any  one  else  I  will  take 
nothing.' 

1  That  is  childish,'  she  murmured,  but  she  could  not 
disguise  a  smile  of  satisfaction. 

1  Besides,'  I  went  on,  £  I  hâve  pledged  myself.  In 
considering  our  position,  I  hâve  resolved  to  bind  myself 
to  you  by  ties  which  can  never  be  loosened.' 

She  shivered,  and  stood  still  to  look  in  my  face. 
'  What  do  you  mean  ?  '  she  asked,  letting  the  other 
couples  who  were  in  front  of  us  go  forward,  and  keeping 
the  children  by  her  side. 

'  Well,'  replied  I,  c  tell  me  plainly  how  you  would 
wish  me  to  love  you.' 

1  Love  me  as  my  aunt  loved  me  ;  I  hâve  given  you  her 
rights  by  permitting  you  to  call  me  by  the  name  she  had 
chosen  from  my  names.' 

'  Love  you  without  hope,  with  entire  dévotion  ? — 
Yes,  I  will  do  for  you  what  men  do  for  God.  Hâve 
you  not  asked  it  of  me  ? — I  will  go  into  a  seminary  ;  I 
will  corne  out  a  priest,  and  I  will  educate  Jacques. 
Your  Jacques  shall  be  my  second  self:  my  political 
notions,  my  thoughts,  my  energy,  and  patience — I  will 
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give  them  ail  to  him.  Thus  I  may  remain  near  you, 
and  no  suspicion  can  fall  on  my  love,  set  in  religion  lilce 
a  silver  image  in  a  crystal.  You  need  not  fear  any  of 
those  perfervid  outbreaks  which  corne  over  a  man,  which 
once  already  proved  too  much  for  me.  I  will  be  burnt 
in  the  fire,  and  love  you  with  purified  ardour.' 
She  turned  pale,  and  answered  eagerJy — 
1  Félix,  do  not  fetter  yourself  with  cords,  which  some 
day  may  be  an  obstacle  in  the  way  of  our  happiness.  I 
should  die  of  grief  if  I  were  the  cause  of  such  suicide. 
Child,  is  the  despair  of  love  a  religious  vocation  ?  Wait 
to  test  life  before  you  judge  of  life.  I  désire  it — I  insist. 
Marry  neither  the  Church  nor  a  woman  ;  do  not  marry 
at  ail  ;  I  forbid  it.  Remain  free.  You  are  now  one- 
and-twenty  ;  you  scarcely  know  what  the  future  may 
hâve  in  store. 

'  Good  Heavens  !  am  I  mistaken  in  you  ?  But  I  be- 
lieved  that  in  two  months  one  might  really  know  some 
natures.' 

£  What,  then,  is  it  that  you  hope  for  ?  '  I  asked,  with 
lightning  in  my  eyes. 

'  My  friend,  accept  my  assistance,  educate  yourself, 
make  a  fortune,  and  you  shall  know. — Well,  then,'  she 
added,  as  if  she  were  betraying  her  secret,  'always  hold 
fast  to  Madeleine's  hand,  which  is  at  this  moment  in 
yours.' 

She  had  bent  towards  me  to  whisper  thèse  words, 
which  showed  how  seriously  she  had  thought  of  my 
future  prospects. 

'  Madeleine  ?  '  cried  I.     '  Never  !  ' 
Thèse  two  words   left    us   silent    again    and    greatly 
agitated.     Our  minds  were  tossed  by  such  upheavals  as 
leave  indelible  traces. 

Just  before  us  was  a  wooden  gâte  into  the  park  of 
Frapesle — I  think  I  can  see  it  now,  with  its  tumble- 
down  side-posts  overgrown  with  climbing  plants,  moss, 
weeds,  and  brambles.      Suddenly  an  idea — that   of   the 
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Count's  death — flashed  lilce  an  arrow  through  my  brain, 
and  I  said — 

c  I  understand.' 

£  That  is  fortunate,'  she  replied,  in  a  tone  which  made 
me  see  that  I  had  suspected  her  of  a  thought  that  could 
never  hâve  occurred  to  her. 

Her  pure-mindedness  wrung  from  me  a  tear  of  admira- 
tion, made  bitter  indeed  by  the  selfishness  of  my  passion. 
Then,  with  a  révulsion  of  feeling,  I  thought  that  she  did 
not  love  me  enough  to  wish  for  freedom.  So  long  as  love 
shrinks  from  crime,  it  seems  to  hâve  a  limit,  and  love 
ought  to  be  infinité.      I  felt  a  terrible  spasm  at  my  heart. 

4  She  does  not  love  me,'  thought  I. 

That  she  might  not  read  my  soûl,  I  bent  down  and 
kissed  Madeleine's  hair. 

1  I  am  afraid  of  your  mother,'  I  said  to  the  Countess, 
to  reopen  the  conversation. 

1  So  am  I,'  she  replied,  with  a  childish  gesture.  c  Do 
not  forget  to  address  her  as  Madame  la  Duchesse,  and 
spealc  to  her  in  the  third  person.  Young  people  of  the 
présent  day  hâve  forgotten  those  polite  formalities  ; 
revive  them  ;  do  that  much  for  me.  Besides,  it  is 
always  in  good  taste  to  be  respectful  to  a  woman,  what- 
ever  her  âge  may  be,  and  to  accept  social  distinctions 
without  hesitancy.  Is  not  the  homage  you  pay  to 
recognised  superiority  a  guarantee  for  what  is  due  to 
yourself?  In  society  everything  holds  together.  The 
Cardinal  de  Rovere  and  Raphaël  d'Urbino  were  in  their 
time  two  equally  respected  powers. 

c  You  hâve  drunk  the  milk  of  the  Révolution  in  your 
schools,  and  your  political  ideas  may  show  the  taint  ;  but 
as  you  get  on  in  life,  you  will  discover  that  ill-defined 
notions  of  liberty  are  inadéquate  to  create  the  happiness 
of  nations.  I,  before  considering,  as  a  Lenoncourt,  what 
an  aristocracy  is  or  ought  to  be,  listen  to  my  peasant  com- 
mon-sense,  which  shows  me  that  society  exists  only  by 
the  hierarchy.     You  are  at  a  stage  in  your  life  when  you 
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must  make  a  wise  choice.  Stick  to  your  party,  especi- 
ally,'  she  added,  with  a  laugh,  c  when  it  is  on  the  winning 
side.' 

I  was  deeply  touched  by  thèse  words,  in  which  wise 
policy  lurked  below  the  warmth  of  her  affection,  a 
union  which  gives  women  such  powers  of  fascination. 
They  ail  know  how  to  lend  the  aspect  of  sentiment  to 
the  shrewdest  reasoning. 

Henriette,  in  her  anxiety  to  justify  the  Count's 
actions,  had,  as  it  seemed,  anticipated  the  reflections 
which  must  arise  in  my  mind  when,  for  the  first  time,  I 
saw  the  results  of  being  a  courtier.  Monsieur  de  Mort- 
sauf,  a  king  in  his  domain,  surrounded  with  his  historié 
halo,  had  assumed  magnificent  proportions  in  my  eyes, 
and  I  own  that  I  was  greatly  astonished  at  the  distance  he 
himself  set  between  the  Duchess  and  himself  by  his  sub- 
servient  manner.  A  slave  even  has  his  pride  ;  he  will 
only  obey  the  suprême  despot  ;  I  felt  myself  humbled  at 
seeing  the  abject  attitude  of  the  man  who  made  me 
tremble  by  overshadowing  my  love.  This  impulse  of 
feeling  revealed  to  me  ail  the  torment  of  a  woman  whose 
generous  soûl  is  joined  to  that  of  a  man  whose  meanness 
she  has  to  cover  decently  every  day.  Respect  is  a 
barrier  which  protects  great  and  small  alike;  each  on  his 
part  can  look  the  other  steadily  in  the  face. 

I  was  défèrent  to  the  Duchess  by  reason  of  my  youth  ; 
but  where  others  saw  only  the  Duchess,  I  saw  my 
Henriette's  mother,  and  there  was  a  solemnity  in  my 
respect. 

We  went  into  the  front  court  of  Frapesle,  and  there 
found  ail  the  party.  The  Comte  de  Mortsauf  introduced 
me  to  the  lady  with  much  graciousness,  and  she  examined 
me  with  a  cold,  reserved  manner.  Madame  de  Lenon- 
court  was  then  a  woman  of  fifty-six,  extremely  well 
preserved,  and  with  lordly  manners.  Seeing  her  hard, 
blue  eyes,  her  wrinkled  temples,  her  thin,  ascetic  face, 
her  stately  upright  figure,  her  constant  quiescence,  her 
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dull  pallor — in  her  daughter  brilliant  whiteness — I 
recognised  her  as  of  the  same  race  as  my  own  mother, 
as  surely  as  a  mineralogist  recognises  Swedish  iron. 
Her  speech  was  that  of  the  old  Court  circles  ;  she  pro- 
nounced  oit  as  ait,  spoke  of  frait  for  froid,  and  of 
porteux  for  porteurs.  I  was  neither  servile  nor  prim,  and 
I  behaved  so  nicely,  that  as  we  went  to  vespers,  the 
Countess  said  in  my  ear,  c  You  are  perfect.' 

The  Count  came  up  to  me,  took  my  hand,  and  said, 
'  We  hâve  not  quarrelled,  Félix  ?  If  I  was  a  little  hasty, 
you  will  forgive  your  old  comrade.  We  shall  probably 
stay  to  dine  hère,  and  we  hope  to  see  you  at  Cloche- 
gourde  on  Thursday,  the  day  before  the  Duchess  leaves 
us.  I  am  going  to  Tours  on  business. — Do  not  neglect 
Clochegourde,  my  mother-in-law  is  an  acquaintance  I 
advise  you  to  cultivate  ;  her  drawing-room  will  pitch  the 
keynote  for  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain.  She  has  the 
tradition  of  the  flnest  society,  she  is  immensely  well 
informed,  and  knows  the  armoriai  bearings  of  every 
gentleman  in  Europe  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest.' 

The  Count's  good  taste,  aided  perhaps  by  the  counsels 
of  his  good  genius,  told  well  in  the  new  circumstances 
in  which  he  was  placed  by  the  triumph  of  his  party.  He 
was  neither  arrogant  nor  ofFensively  polite  ;  he  showed 
no  affectation,  and  the  Duchess  no  patronising  airs. 
Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Chessel  gratefully  accepted 
the  invitation  to  dinner  on  the  following  Thursday. 

The  Duchess  liked  me,  and  her  way  of  looking  at  me 
made  me  understand  that  she  was  studying  me  as  a  man 
of  whom  her  daughter  had  spoken.  On  our  return 
from  church  she  inquired  about  my  family,  and  asked 
whether  the  Vandenesse,  who  was  already  embarked  in 
diplomacy,  were  a  relation  of  mine. 

1  He  is  my  brother,'  said  I. 

Then  she  became  almost  affectionate.  She  informed 
me  that  my  grand-aunt,  the  old  Marquise  de  Listomère, 
had    been  a    Grandlieu.      Her    manner    was    polite,    as 
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Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  s  had  been  on  the  day  when  he 
saw  me  for  the  first  time.  Her  eyes  lost  that  haughty 
expression  by  which  the  princes  of  the  earth  make  you 
feel  the  distance  that  divides  you  from  them. 

I  knew  hardly  anything  of  my  family  ;  the  Duchess 
told  me  that  my  great-uncle,  an  old  Abbé  whom  I  did 
not  know  even  by  name,  was  a  member  of  the  Privy 
Council  ;  that  my  brother  had  got  promotion  ;  and  finally, 
that,  by  a  clause  in  the  Charter,  of  which  I  had  heard 
nothing,  my  father  was  restored  to  his  title  of  Marquis. 

c  I  am  but  a  chattel,  a  serf  to  Clochegourde,'  said  I  to 
the  Countess  in  an  undertone. 

The  fairy  wand  of  the  Restoration  had  worked  with 
a  rapidity  quite  astounding  to  children  brought  up  under 
Impérial  rule.  To  me  thèse  changes  meant  nothing. 
Madame  de  MortsauPs  lightest  word  or  merest  gesture 
were  the  only  events  to  which  I  attached  any  importance. 
I  knew  nothing  of  politics,  nor  of  the  ways  of  the  world. 
I  had  no  ambition  but  to  love  Henriette  better  than 
Petrarch  loved  Laura.  This  indifférence  made  the 
Duchess  look  upon  me  as  a  boy. 

A  great  deal  of  company  came  to  Frapesle,  and  we 
were  thirty  at  dinner.  How  enchanting  for  a  young 
man  to  see  the  woman  he  loves  the  most  beautiful 
person  présent,  and  the  object  of  passionate  admiration, 
while  he  knows  the  light  of  those  chastely  modest  eyes 
is  for  him  alone,  and  is  familiar  enough  with  every  tone 
of  her  voice  to  find  in  her  speech,  superficially  trivial  or 
ironical,  proofs  of  an  ever-present  thought  of  him,  even 
while  his  heart  is  full  of  burning  jealousy  of  the  amuse- 
ments of  her  world  ! 

The  Count,  delighted  with  the  attentions  paid  him, 
was  almost  young  again  ;  his  wife  hoped  it  might  work 
some  change  in  him  ;  I  was  gay  with  Madeleine,  who, 
like  ail  children  in  whom  the  body  is  too  frail  for  the 
wrestling  soûl,  made  me  laugh  by  her  amazing  remarks, 
full  of  sarcastic  but  never  malignant  wit,  which  spared  no 
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one.  It  was  a  lovely  day.  One  word,  one  hope,  born 
that  morning  had  brightened  ail  nature,  and,  seeing  me 
so  glad,  Henriette  was  glad  too. 

£This  happiness  falling  across  her  grey  and  cloudy 
life  had  done  her  good,'  she  told  me  next  day. 

Of  course  I  spent  the  morrow  at  Clochegourde  ;  I 
had  been  exiled  for  five  days,  and  thirsted  for  life.  The 
Count  had  set  out  for  Tours  at  five  in  the  morning. 

A  serious  matter  of  dispute  had  corne  up  between  the 
mother  and  daughter.  The  Duchess  insisted  that  the 
Countess  should  corne  to  Paris,  where  she  would  find  her 
a  place  at  Court,  and  where  the  Count,  by  retracting  his 
refusai,  might  fill  a  high  position.  Henriette,  who  was 
regarded  as  a  happy  wife,  would  not  unveil  her  griefs  to 
anybody,  not  even  to  her  mother,  nor  betray  her 
husband's  incapacity.  It  was  to  prevent  her  mother  from 
penetrating  the  secret  of  her  home  life  that  she  had  sent 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  to  Tours,  where  he  was  to  fight 
out  some  questions  with  the  lawyers.  I  alone,  as  she 
had  said,  knew  the  secrets  of  Clochegourde. 

Having  learnt  by  expérience  how  effective  the  pure 
air  and  blue  sky  of  this  valley  were  in  soothing  the 
irritable  moods  and  acute  sufFerings  of  sickness,  and  how 
favourable  the  life  at  Clochegourde  was  to  her  children's 
health,  she  gave  thèse  reasons  for  her  refusai,  though 
strongly  opposed  by  the  Duchess — a  domineering  woman 
who  felt  humiliated  rather  than  grieved  by  her  daughter's 
far  from  brilliant  marriage.  Henriette  could  see  that  her 
mother  cared  little  enough  about  Jacques  and  Madeleine, 
a  terrible  discovery  ! 

Like  ail  mothers  who  hâve  been  accustomed  to  treat 
a  married  daughter  with  the  same  despotism  as  they 
exerted  over  her  as  a  girl,  the  Duchess  adopted  measures 
which  allowed  of  no  reply  ;  now  she  affected  insinuating 
kindness  to  extract  consent  to  her  views,  and  now 
assumed  a  bitter  iciness  to  gain  by  fear  what  she  could 
not  achieve  by  sweetness  ;  then,  seeing  ail  her  efforts 
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wasted,  she  showed  the  same  acrid  irony  as  I  had  known 
in  my  own  mother.  In  the  course  of  ten  days  Henriette 
went  through  ail  the  heartrendings  a  young  wife  must 
go  through  to  establish  her  independence.  You,  who 
for  your  happiness  hâve  the  best  of  mothers,  can  never 
understand  thèse  things.  To  form  any  idea  of  this 
struggle  between  a  dry,  cold,  calculating,  ambitious 
woman  and  her  daughter  overflowing  with  the  fresh, 
génial  sweetness  that  never  runs  dry,  you  must  imagine 
the  lily  with  which  I  hâve  compared  the  Countess 
crushed  in  the  wheels  of  a  machine  of  polished  steel. 
This  mother  had  never  had  anything  in  common  with 
her  daughter  ;  she  could  not  suspect  any  of  the  real 
difficulties  which  compelled  her  to  forgo  every  advan- 
tage  from  the  Restoration,  and  to  live  her  solitary  life. 
This  word,  which  she  used  to  convey  her  suspicions, 
opened  a  gulf  between  the  women  which  nothing  could 
ever  after  bridge  over. 

Though  families  bury  duly  their  terrible  quarrels,  look 
into  their  life  ;  you  will  find  in  almost  every  house  some 
wide  incurable  wounds  blighting  natural  feeling  ;  or 
some  genuine  and  pathetic  passion  which  affinity  of 
character  makes  eternal,  and  which  gives  an  added  shock 
to  the  hand  of  death,  leaving  a  dark  and  ineradicable 
bruise  ;  or  again,  simmering  hatred,  slowly  petrifying  the 
heart,  and  freezing  up  ail  tears  at  the  moment  of  eternal 
parting. 

Tortured  yesterday,  tortured  to-day,  stricken  by 
every  one,  even  by  the  two  suffering  little  ones,  who 
were  guiltless  alike  of  the  ills  they  endured  and  of  those 
they  caused,  how  could  this  sad  soûl  help  loving  the  one 
person  who  never  gave  a  blow,  but  who  would  fain  hâve 
hedged  her  round  with  a  triple  barrier  of  thorns  so  as  to 
shelter  her  from  storms,  from  every  touch,  from  every 
pain  ? 

Though  thèse  squabbles  distressed  me,  I  was  some- 
times  glad  as  I  felt  that  she  took  refuge  in  my  heart, 
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for  Henriette  confided  to  me  her  new  griefs.  I  could 
appreciate  her  fortitude  in  suffering,  and  the  energy  of 
patience  she  could  maintain.  Every  day  I  understood 
more  perfectly  the  meaning  of  her  words,  c  Love  me  as 
my  aunt  loved  me.' 

1  Hâve  you  really  no  ambition  ?  '  said  the  Duchess  to 
me  at  dinner  in  a  severe  tone. 

4  Madame,'  replied  I,  with  a  very  serious  mien,  *  I  feel 
myself  strong  enough  to  conquer  the  world  ;  but  I  am 
only  one-and-twenty,  and  I  stand  alone.' 

She  looked  at  her  daughter  with  surprise  ;  she  had 
believed  that  in  order  to  keep  me  at  her  side  the 
Countess  had  snuffed  out  ail  my  ambition. 

The  timewhile  the  Duchesse  de  Lenoncourt  stayed  at 
Clochegourde  was  one  of  gênerai  discomfort.  The 
Countess  besought  me  to  be  strictly  formai  ;  she  was 
frightened  at  a  word  spoken  low  ;  to  please  her  I  was 
obliged  to  saddle  myself  with  dissimulation. 

The  great  Thursday  came  ;  it  was  a  festival  of  tire- 
some  formality,  one  of  those  days  which  lovers  hâte, 
when  they  are  used  to  the  facilities  of  everyday  life, 
accustomed  to  find  their  place  ready  for  them,  and  the 
mistress  of  the  house  wholly  theirs.  Love  has  a  horror 
of  everything  but  itself. 

The  Duchess  returned  to  enjoy  the  pomps  of  the 
Court,  and  ail  fell  into  order  at  Clochegourde. 

My  little  skirmish  with  the  Count  had  resulted  in 
my  being  more  firmly  rooted  in  the  house  than  before  ; 
I  could  corne  in  at  any  time  without  giving  rise  to  the 
slightest  remark,  and  my  previous  life  led  me  to  spread 
myself  like  a  climbing  plant  in  the  beautiful  soûl  which 
opened  to  me  the  enchanted  world  of  sympathetic  feel- 
ing.  From  hour  to  hour,  from  minute  to  minute,  our 
brotherly  union,  based  on  perfect  confidence,  became 
more  intimate  ;  we  were  confirmed  in  our  relative  posi- 
tions :     the    Countess    wrapped    me    in    her   cherishing 
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affection,  in  the  white  purity  of  motherly  love  ;  while 
my  passion,  seraphic  in  her  présence,  when  I  was  absent 
from  her  grew  fierce  and  thirsty,  like  red-hot  iron. 
Thus  I  loved  her  with  a  twofold  love,  which  by  turns 
pierced  me  with  the  myriad  darts  of  désire,  and  then 
lost  them  in  the  sky,  where  they  vanished  in  the  un- 
fathomable  ether. 

If  you  ask  me  why,  young  as  I  was,  and  full  of 
véhément  craving,  I  was  satisfied  to  rest  in  the  illusory 
hopes  of  a  Platonic  affection,  I  must  confess  that  I  was 
not  yet  man  enough  to  forment  this  woman,  who  lived 
in  perpétuai  dread  of  some  disaster  to  her  children, 
constantly  expecting  some  outbreak,  some  stormy  change 
of  mood  in  her  husband  ;  crushed  by  him  when  she  was 
not  distressed  by  some  ailment  in  Jacques  or  Madeleine, 
and  sitting  by  the  bed  of  one  or  the  other  whenever  her 
husband  gave  her  a  little  peace.  The  sound  of  a  too 
impassioned  word  shook  her  being,  a  désire  startled  her; 
for  her  I  had  to  be  Love  enshrined,  strength  in  tender- 
ness  ;  everything,  in  short,  that  she  was  for  others. 

And,  then,  I  may  say  to  you,  who  are  so  truly  woman, 
the  situation  had  its  enchanting  quietism,  moments  of 
heavenly  sweetness,  and  of  the  satisfaction  that  follows 
on  tacit  renunciation.  Her  conscientiousness  was 
infectious,  her  self-immolation  for  no  earthly  reward  was 
impressive  by  its  tenacity  ;  the  living  but  secret  piety 
which  held  her  other  virtues  together  affected  ail  about 
her  like  spiritual  incense.  Besides,  I  was  young  ;  young 
enough  to  concentrate  my  whole  nature  in  the  kiss  she 
so  rarely  allowed  me  to  press  on  her  hand,  giving  me 
only  the  back  of  it,  never  the  palm — that  being  to  her, 
perhaps,  the  border  line  of  sensuality.  Though  two 
soûls  never  fused  and  loved  with  greater  ardour,  never 
was  the  flesh  more  bravely  or  victoriously  held  in  sub- 
jection. 

Later  in  life  I  understood  the  causes  of  my  complète 
happiness.      At  that  âge  no  self-interest  distracted  my 
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heart,  no  ambition  crossed  the  current  of  a  feeling 
which,  like  an  unstemmed  torrent,  fed  its  flow  with 
everything  it  carried  before  it.  Yes,  as  we  grow  older 
the  woman  is  what  we  love  in  a  woman  ;  whereas  we 
love  everything  in  the  first  woman  we  love — her 
children  are  our  children,  her  house,  her  interests,  are 
our  own  ;  her  grief  is  our  greatest  grief;  we  love  her 
dress  and  her  belongings,  it  vexes  us  more  to  see  her 
corn  spilt  than  it  would  to  lose  our  own  money  ;  we 
feel  ready  to  quarrel  with  a  stranger  who  should  meddle 
with  the  trifles  on  the  chimney-shelf.  This  sanctified 
love  makes  us  live  in  another,  while  afterwards,  alas  !  we 
absorb  that  other  life  into  our  own,  and  require  the 
woman  to  enrich  our  impoverished  spirit  with  her 
youthful  feeling. 

I  was  ère  long  one  of  the  family,  and  found  hère  for 
the  first  time  the  infinité  soothing  which  is  to  an  aching 
heart  what  a  bath  is  to  the  tired  limbs  ;  the  soûl  is 
refreshed  on  every  side,  anointed  in  its  inmost  folds. 
You  cannot  understand  this  :  you  are  a  woman,  and 
this  is  the  happiness  you  give  without  ever  receiving  in 
kind.  Only  a  man  can  know  the  délicate  enjoyment  of 
being  the  privileged  friend  of  the  mistress  of  another 
home,  the  secret  pivot  of  her  affections.  The  dogs  cease 
to  bark  at  you  ;  the  servants,  like  the  dogs,  recognise  the 
hidden  passport  you  bear  ;  the  children,  who  hâve  no 
insincerities,  who  know  that  their  share  will  never  be 
smaller,  but  that  you  bring  joy  to  the  light  of  their  life 
— the  children  hâve  a  spirit  of  divination.  To  you  they 
become  kittenish,  with  the  delightful  tyranny  that  they 
keep  for  those  they  adore  and  who  adore  them  ;  they 
are  shrewdly  knowing,  and  your  guileless  accomplices  ; 
they  steal  up  on  tiptoe,  smile  in  your  face,  and  silently 
leave  you.  Everything  welcomes  you,  loves  you,  and 
smiles  upon  you.  A  true  passion  is  like  a  beautiful 
flower,  which  it  is  ail  the  more  delightful  to  find  when 
the  soil  that  produces  it  is  barren  and  wild. 
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But  if  I  had  the  delights  of  being  thus  naturalisée  in 
a  family  where  I  made  relationships  after  my  own  heart, 
I  also  paid  the  penalties.  Hitherto  Monsieur  de  Mort- 
sauf  had  controlled  himself  in  my  présence  ;  I  had  only 
seen  the  gênerai  outline  of  his  faults,  but  I  now 
discerned  their  application  in  its  fullest  extent,  and  I  saw 
how  nobly  charitable  the  Countess  had  been  in  her 
description  of  her  daily  warfare.  I  felt  ail  the  angles  of 
his  intolérable  temper  ;  I  heard  his  ceaseless  outcries 
about  mère  trifles,  his  complaints  of  ailments  of  which 
no  sign  was  visible,  his  innate  discontent,  which  blighted 
her  life,  and  the  incessant  craving  to  rule,  which  would 
hâve  made  him  devour  fresh  victims  every  year.  When 
we  walked  out  in  the  evening,  he  chose  the  way 
we  went  ;  but  wherever  it  might  be,  he  was  always 
bored  by  it  ;  when  he  got  home  he  blamed  others  for  his 
fatigue — it  was  his  wife  who  had  done  it,  by  taking  him 
against  his  will  the  way  she  wanted  to  go  ;  he  forgot 
that  he  had  led  us,  and  complained  of  being  ruled  by  her 
in  every  trifle,  of  never  being  allowed  to  décide  or  think 
for  himself,  of  being  a  mère  cypher  in  the  house.  If  his 
hard  words  fell  on  silent  patience,  he  got  angry,  feeling 
the  limit  to  his  power  ;  he  would  inquire  sharply  whether 
religion  did  not  require  wives  to  submit  to  their 
husbands,  and  whether  it  was  décent  to  make  a  father 
contemptible  before  his  children.  He  always  ended  by 
touching  some  sensitive  chord  in  his  wife  ;  and  when 
he  had  struck  it,  he  seemed  to  find  particular  pleasure  in 
this  domineering  pettiness. 

Sometimes  he  affected  gloomy  taciturnity  and  morbid 
déjection,  which  frightened  his  wife,  and  led  her  to 
lavish  on  him  the  most  touching  care.  Like  spoilt 
children,  who  exert  their  power  without  a  thought  of 
their  mother's  alarms,  he  allowed  himself  to  be  petted 
like  Jacques  or  Madeleine,  of  whom  he  was  very  jealous. 
At  last,  indeed,  I  discovered  that  in  the  smallest,  as  in 
the  most  important  matters,  the  Count  behaved  to  his 
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servants,  his  children,  and  his  wife  as  he  had  to  me  over 
the  backgammon. 

On  the  day  when  I  first  understood,  root  and  branch-, 
those  miseries  which,  like  forest  creepers,  stifled  and 
crushed  the  movement  and  the  very  breathing  of  this 
family,  which  cast  a  tangle  of  fine  but  infinitely 
numerous  threads  about  the  working  of  the  household, 
hindering  every  advance  of  fortune  by  hampering  the 
most  necessary  steps,  I  was  seized  with  admiring  awe, 
which  subjugated  my  love  and  crushed  it  down  into  my 
heart.  What  was  I,  good  God  !  The  tears  I  had 
swallowed  filled  me  with  a  sort  of  rapturous  intoxication  ; 
it  was  a  joy  to  me  to  identify  myself  with  this  wife's 
endurance.  Till  then  I  had  submitted  to  the  Count's 
tyranny  as  a  smuggler  pays  his  fines  ;  thenceforth  I 
voluntarily  received  the  despot's  blows  to  be  as  close  as 
possible  to  Henriette.  The  Countess  understood,  and 
allowed  me  to  take  my  place  at  her  side,  rewarding  me 
by  granting  me  to  share  her  penance,  as  of  old  the 
repentant  apostate,  eager  to  fly  heavenwards  with  his 
brethren,  won  permission  to  die  on  the  arena. 

cBut  for  you  this  life  would  be  too  much  for  me,' 
said  she  one  night  when  the  Count  had  been  more 
annoying,  more  acrid,  and  more  whimsical  than  usual, 
as  Aies  are  in  great  heat. 

He  had  gone  to  bed.  Henriette  and  I  sat  during  part 
of  the  evening  under  the  acacias  basking  in  the  beams 
of  sunset,  the  children  playing  near  us.  Our  words, 
mère  infrequent  exclamations,  expressed  the  sympathetic 
feelings  in  which  we  had  taken  refuge  from  our  common 
sufferings.  When  words  failed  us,  silence  served  us 
faithfully  ;  our  soûls  entered  into  each  other,  so  to  speak, 
without  hindrance,  but  without  the  invitation  of  a  kiss  ; 
each  enjoying  the  charm  of  pensive  torpor,  they  floated 
together  on  the  ripples  of  the  same  dream,  dipped 
together  in  the  river,  and  came  forth  like  two  nymphs 
as  closely  one  as  even  jealousy  could  wish,  but  free  from 
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every  earthly  tie.  We  plunged  into  a  bottomless  abyss, 
and  came  back  to  the  surface,  our  hands  empty,  but 
aslcing  each  other  by  a  look, c  Out  of  so  many  days,  shall 
we  ever  hâve  one  single  day  for  our  own  ?  ' 

When  rapture  culls  for  us  thèse  blossoms  without 
root,  why  is  it  that  the  flesh  rebels  ?  In  spite  of  the 
enervating  poetry  of  the  evening,  which  tinged  the 
brickwork  of  the  parapet  with  sober  and  soothing  tones 
of  orange;  in  spite  of  the  religious  atmosphère,  which 
softened  the  shouts  of  the  children,  leaving  us  at  peace, 
longing  ran  in  sparks  of  fire  through  my  veins  like  the 
signal  for  a  blaze  of  rockets.  At  the  end  of  three 
months  I  was  beginning  to  be  dissatisfied  with  the  lot 
appointed  to  me  ;  and  I  was  softly  fondling  Henriette's 
hand,  trying  thus  to  expend  a  little  of  the  fever  that  was 
scorching  me. 

Henriette  was  at  once  Madame  de  Mortsauf  again  ;  a 
few  tears  rose  to  my  eyes,  she  saw  them,  and  gave  me  a 
melting  look,  laying  her  hand  on  my  lips. 

'  Understand,'  said  she,  i  that  this  costs  me  tears  too. 
The  friendship  that  asks  so  great  a  favour  is  dangerous.' 

I  broke  out  in  a  passion  of  reproach,  I  spoke  of  ail  I 
suffered,  and  of  the  small  alleviation  I  craved  to  help  me 
to  endure  it.  I  dared  tell  her  that  at  my  âge,  though 
the  sensés  were  spiritualised,  the  spirit  had  a  sex  ;  that  I 
could  die — but  not  without  having  spoken. 

She  reduced  me  to  silence  with  a  flashing  look  of 
pride,  in  which  I  seemed  to  read  the  Cacique's  reply, 
*  Am  I  then  on  a  bed  of  roses  ?  '  Perhaps,  too,  I  was 
mistaken.  Ever  since  the  day  when,  at  the  gâte  of 
Frapesle,  I  had  wrongly  ascribed  to  her  the  idea  which 
would  build  our  happiness  on  a  tomb,  I  had  been  ashamed 
to  stain  her  soûl  by  uttering  a  wish  tainted  with  mère 
criminal  passion. 

Then  she  spoke,  and  in  honeyed  words  told  me  that 
she  could  never  be  wholly  mine,  that  I  ought  to  know 
that.     I  understood,  as  she  spoke  the  words,  that  if  I 
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submitted,  I  should  hâve  dug  a  gulf  between  us.  I  bent 
my  head.  She  went  on,  saying  that  she  had  an  inmost 
conviction  that  she  might  love  a  brother  without  offence 
to  God  or  man  ;  that  there  is  some  comfort  in  thus 
taking  such  an  affection  as  a  living  image  of  Divine 
Love,  which,  according  to  the  good  Saint-Martin,  is  the 
life  of  the  world.  Ifl  could  not  be  to  her  some  such 
person  as  her  old  director,  less  than  a  lover  but  more 
than  a  brother,  we  must  meet  no  more.  She  could  but 
die,  offering  up  to  God  this  added  anguish,  though  she 
could  not  endure  it  without  tears  and  forment. 

'I  hâve  given  you  more  than  I  ought,'  she  said  in 
conclusion,  'since  there  is  nothing  more  that  you  can 
take,  and  I  am  already  punished.' 

I  could  but  soothe  her,  promise  never,  never  to  cause 
her  a  moment's  pain,  and  vow  to  love  her  at  twenty  as 
old  men  love  their  youngest  born. 

Next  morning  I  came  early  to  the  house.  She  had 
no  flowers  to  put  in  the  vases  in  her  grey  drawing-room. 
I  tramped  across  the  fields  and  through  the  vineyards, 
hunting  for  flowers  to  make  her  two  nosegays  ;  and  as  I 
gathered  them  one  by  one,  cutting  them  with  long 
stems  and  admiring  them,  it  struck  me  that  there  was  a 
harmony  in  their  hues  and  foliage,  a  poetry  that  found 
its  way  to  the  understanding  by  fascinating  the  eye,  just 
as  musical  phrases  arouse  a  thousand  associations  in 
loved  and  loving  hearts.  If  colour  is  organic  light, 
must  it  not  hâve  its  meaning,  as  vibrations  of  the  air 
hâve  ?  Helped  by  Jacques  and  Madeleine,  ail  three  of 
us  happy  in  contriving  a  surprise  for  our  dear  one,  I  sat 
down  on  the  lower  steps  of  the  terrace  flight,  where  we 
spread  out  our  flowers,  and  set  to  work  to  compose  two 
nosegays,  by  which  I  intended  to  symbolise  a  sentiment. 

Picture  to  yourself  a  fountain  of  flowers,  gushing  up, 
as  it  were,  from  the  vase  and  falling  in  fringed  waves, 
and  from  the  heart  of  it  my  aspirations  rose  as  silver- 
cupped  lilies  and  white  roses.     Among  this  cool  mass 
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twinkîed  blue  cornflowers,  forget-me-not,  bugloss — 
every  blue  flower  whose  hues,  borrowed  from  the  sky, 
blend  so  well  with  white  ;  for  are  they  not  two  types  of 
innocence — that  which  knows  nothing,  and  that  which 
knows  ail — the  mind  of  a  child  and  the  mind  of  a 
martyr  ?  Love  has  its  blazonry,  and  the  Countess  read 
my  meaning.  She  gave  me  one  of  those  piercing  looks 
that  are  like  the  cry  of  a  wounded  man  touched  on  the 
tender  spot  ;  she  was  at  once  shy  and  delighted.  What 
a  reward  I  found  in  that  look  !  What  encouragement 
in  the  thought  that  I  could  please  her  and  refresh  her 
heart  ! 

So  I  invented  Father  Castel's  theory  as  applied  to 
love,  and  rediscovered  for  her  a  lore  lost  to  Europe 
where  flowers  of  language  take  the  place  of  the 
messages  conveyed  in  the  East  by  colour  and  fragrance. 
And  it  was  charming  to  express  my  meaning  through 
thèse  daughters  of  the  sun,  the  sisters  of  the  blossoms 
that  open  under  the  radiance  of  love.  I  soon  had  an  under- 
standing  with  the  products  of  the  rural  flora,  just  as  a 
man  I  met  at  a  later  time  had  with  bées. 

Twice  a  week,  during  the  remainder  of  my  stay  at 
Frapesle,  I  carried  out  the  long  business  of  this  poetical 
structure,  for  which  I  needed  every  variety  of  grass,  and 
I  studied  them  ail  with  care,  less  as  a  botanist  than  as  an 
artist,  and  with  regard  to  their  sentiment  rather  than 
their  form.  To  find  a  flower  where  it  grew  I  often 
walked  immense  distances  along  the  river  bank,  through 
the  dells,  to  the  top  of  clifFs,  across  the  sandhills  and 
commons,  gathering  ideas  from  among  clumps  of  heath. 
In  thèse  walks  I  discovered  for  myself  pleasures  unknown 
to  the  student  who  lives  in  méditation,  to  the  husband- 
man  engaged  on  some  spécial  culture,  to  the  artisan  tied 
to  the  town,  to  the  merchant  nailed  to  his  counting- 
house,  but  known  to  some  foresters,  to  some  woodsmen, 
to  some  dreamers. 

Nature    has    certain    effects    of   boundless    meaning, 
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rising  to  the  level  of  the  greatest  intellectual  ideas. 
Thus,  a  blossoming  heath  covered  with  diamonds  of 
dew  that  hang  on  every  leaf  sparkling  in  the  Sun,  a 
thing  of  infinité  beauty  for  one  single  eye  that  may 
happen  to  see  it.  Or  a  forest  nook,  shut  in  by  tumbled 
boulders,  broken  by  willows,  carpeted  with  moss,  dotted 
with  Juniper  shrubs — it  scares  you  by  its  wild,  hurtled, 
fearful  aspect,  and  the  cry  of  the  hawk  cornes  up  to 
you.  Or  a  scorching  sandy  common  with  no  végéta- 
tion ;  a  stony,  precipitous  plateau,  the  horizon  reminding 
you  of  the  désert — but  there  I  found  an  exquisite  and 
lonely  flower,  a  pulsatilla  waving  its  violet  silk  pennon  in 
honour  of  its  golden  stamens  ;  a  pathetic  image  of  my 
fair  idol,  alone  in  her  valley  !  Or  again,  broad  pools 
over  which  nature  flings  patches  of  greenery,  a  sort  of 
transition  between  animal  and  vegetable  being,  and  in  a 
few  days  life  is  there — floating  plants  and  insects,  like  a 
world  in  the  upper  air.  Or  again,  a  cottage  with  its 
cabbage  garden,  its  vineyard,  its  fences,  overhanging  a 
bog,  and  surrounded  by  a  few  meagre  fields  of  rye — 
emblematic  of  many  a  humble  life.  Or  a  long  forest 
avenue,  like  the  nave  of  a  cathedral  where  the  pillars 
are  trees,  their  branches  meeting  like  the  groins  of 
a  vault,  and  at  the  end  a  distant  glade  seen  through  the 
foliage,  dappled  with  light  and  shade,  or  glowing  in  the 
ruddy  beams  of  sunset  like  the  painted  glass  window 
of  a  choir,  filled  with  birds  for  choristers.  Then,  as 
you  corne  out  of  the  grove,  a  chalky  fallow  where 
full-fed  snakes  wriggle  over  the  hot,  crackling  moss, 
and  vanish  into  their  holes  after  raising  their  graceful, 
proud  heads.  And  over  thèse  pictures  cast  floods  of 
sunshine,  rippling  like  a  nourishing  tide,  or  piles  of 
grey  cloud  in  bars  like  the  furrows  on  an  old  man's 
brow,  or  the  cool  tones  of  a  faintly  yellow  sky  banded 
with  pale  light — and  listen  !  You  will  hear  vague 
harmonies  in  the  depth  of  bewildering  silence. 

During  the  months  of  September  and  October  I  never 
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collected  a  nosegay  which  took  me  less  than  three  hours 
of  seeking,  I  was  so  lost  in  admiration — with  the  mild 
indolence  of  a  poet — of  thèse  transient  allégories  which 
represented  to  me  the  strongest  contrasts  of  human  life, 
majestic  scènes  in  which  my  memory  now  digs  for 
treasure.  To  this  day  I  often  wed  to  such  grand  spec- 
tacles my  remembrance  of  the  soûl  that  then  pervaded 
nature.  I  still  see  in  them  my  Queen,  whose  white 
dress  floated  through  the  copse  and  danced  over  the 
lawns,  and  whose  spirit  came  up  to  me  like  a  promise  of 
fruition  from  every  flower-cup  full  of  amorous  stamens. 

No  déclaration,  no  proof  of  unbounded  passion  was 
ever  more  contagious  than  were  thèse  symphonies  of 
flowers,  wherein  my  cheated  desires  gave  me  such 
inspiration  as  Beethoven  could  express  in  notes  ;  with 
véhément  reaction  on  himself,  transcendent  heavenward 
flights.  When  she  saw  them  Henriette  was  no  longer 
Madame  de  Mortsauf.  She  came  back  to  them  again 
and  again  ;  she  fed  on  them  ;  she  found  in  them  ail  the 
thoughts  I  had  woven  into  them,  when,  to  accept  the 
ofFering,  she  looked  up  from  her  work-frame  and  said, 
'  Dear  !  how  lovely  that  is  !  ' 

You  can  imagine  this  enchanting  communication 
through  the  arrangement  of  a  nosegay,  as  you  would 
understand  Saadi  from  a  fragment  of  his  poetry.  Hâve 
you  ever  smelt  in  the  meadows,  in  the  month  of 
May,  the  fragrance  which  fills  ail  créatures  with  the 
heady  joy  of  procréation  ;  which,  if  you  are  in  a  boat, 
makes  you  dip  your  hands  in  the  water  ;  which  makes 
you  loosen  your  hair  to  the  breeze,  and  renews  your 
thoughts  like  the  fresh  greenery  on  the  trees  of  the 
forest  ?  A  small  grass,  the  vernal  Anthoxanthum,  is 
one  of  the  chief  éléments  in  this  mysterious  combination. 
No  one  can  wear  it  with  impunity.  If  you  put  a 
few  sprays  of  it  in  a  nosegay,  with  its  shining  variegated 
blades  like  a  finely  striped  green-and-white  dress,  un- 
accountable    puises   will   stir   within    you,  opening  the 
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rosebuds  in  your  heart  that  modesty  keeps  closed. 
Imagine,  then,  round  the  wide  edge  of  the  china  jar 
a  border  composed  entirely  of  the  white  tufts  peculiar  to 
a  Sedum  that  grows  in  the  vineyards  of  Touraine,  a  faint 
image  of  the  wished-for  forms,  bowed  like  a  submissive 
slave-girl.  From  this  base  rise  the  tendrils  of  bindweed 
with  its  white  funnels,  bunches  of  pink  rest-harrow 
mingled  with  young  shoots  of  oak  gorgeously  tinted  and 
lustrous  ;  thèse  ail  stand  forward,  humbly  drooping  like 
weeping  willow,  timid  and  suppliant  like  prayers. 
Above,  you  see  the  slender  blossoming  sprays,  for  ever 
tremulous,  of  quaking  grass  and  its  stream  of  yellowish 
anthers  ;  the  snowy  tufts  of  feather  grass  from  brook  and 
meadow,  the  green  hair  of  the  barren  brome,  the  frail 
agrostis — pale,  purple  hopes  that  crown  our  earliest 
dreams,  and  that  stand  out  against  the  grey-green 
background  in  the  light  that  plays  on  ail  thèse  flowering 
grasses.  Above  thèse,  again,  there  are  a  few  China  roses, 
mingling  with  the  light  tracery  of  carrot  leaves  with 
plumes  of  cotton  grass,  marabout  tufts  of  meadow- 
sweet,  umbels  of  wild  parsley,  the  pale  hair  of  travellers' 
joy,  now  in  seed,  the  tiny  crosslets  of  milky-white 
candy-tuft  and  milfoil,  the  loose  sprays  of  rose-and-black 
fumitory,  tendrils  of  the  vine,  twisted  branches  of  the 
honeysuckle — in  short,  every  form  thèse  artless  créatures 
can  show  that  is  wildest  and  most  ragged — flamboyant 
and  trident  ;  spear-shaped,  dentate  leaves,  and  stems 
as  knotted  as  désire  writhing  in  the  depths  of  the  soûl. 
And  from  the  heart  of  this  overflowing  torrent  of  love,  a 
grand  red  double  poppy  stands  up  with  bursting  buds, 
flaunting  its  burning  flame  above  starry  jessamine  and 
above  the  ceaseless  shower  of  pollen,  a  cloud  dancing  in 
the  air  and  reflecting  the  sunshine  in  its  glittering 
motes.  Would  not  any  woman,  who  is  alive  to  the 
seductive  perfume  that  lurks  in  the  Anthoxanthum, 
understand  this  mass  of  abject  ideas,  this  tender  whiteness 
broken  by  uncontrollable  impulses,  and  this  red  fire  of 
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love  imploring  joys  denied  it  in  the  hundred  struggles  of 
an  undying,  unwearied,  and  eternal  passion  ?  Set  this 
appeal  in  the  sunshine  of  a  window  so  as  to  do  justice  to 
ail  its  subtle  détails,  its  délicate  contrasts  and  arabesque 
élégance,  that  its  mistress  may  see  perhaps  an  open 
blossom  moist  with  a  tear  —  she  will  be  very  near 
yielding  ;  an  angel,  or  the  voice  of  her  children,  alone 
will  check  her  on  the  edge  of  the  abyss. 

What  do  we  ofFer  up  to  God  ?  Incense,  light  and 
song,  the  purest  expression  at  our  command.  Well, 
then,  was  not  ail  that  we  offer  to  God  dedicated  to  Love 
in  this  poem  of  glowing  flowers,  ever  murmuring  sadly 
to  the  heart  while  encouraging  hidden  raptures,  uncon- 
fessed  hopes,  and  illusions  which  flash  and  are  gone  like 
shooting  stars  in  a  hot  night  ? 

Thèse  neutral  pleasures  were  a  comfort  to  us,  helping 
us  to  cheat  Nature,  exasperated  by  long  study  of  the 
beloved  face  and  by  glances  which  find  enjoyment  in 
piercing  to  the  very  core  of  the  form  they  gaze  on.  To 
me — I  dare  not  say  to  her — thèse  utterances  were  like 
the  rifts  through  which  the  water  spurts  in  a  solid  dyke, 
and  which  often  prevent  a  catastrophe  by  affbrding  a 
necessary  outlet.  Abstinence  brings  overwhelming  ex- 
haustion  that  finds  succour  in  the  few  crumbs  dropping 
from  the  sky,  which,  from  Dan  to  the  Sahara,  sheds 
manna  on  the  pilgrim.  And  I  hâve  found  Henriette 
before  one  of  those  nosegays,  her  hands  hanging 
loosely,  a  prey  to  those  stormy  contemplations  when  the 
feelings  swell  the  bosom,  give  light  to  the  brow,  surge 
up  in  waves  that  toss  and  foam  and  leave  us  enervated  by 
exhaustion. 

I  hâve  never  since  gathered  nosegays  for  any  one  ! 

When  we  had  invented  this  language  for  our  own  use, 
we  felt  the  sort  of  satisfaction  that  a  slave  finds  in 
deceiving  his  master. 

Ail  the  rest  of  the   month,  when  I  hurried   up  the 
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garden,  I  often  saw  her  face  at  the  window  ;  and  when 
I  went  into  the  drawing-room,  she  was  sitting  at  her 
frame.  If  I  did  not  arrive  punctually  at  the  time  we 
had  agreed  upon,  without  ever  fixing  an  hour,  I  some- 
times  saw  her  white  figure  on  the  terrace,  and  when  I 
found  her  there,  she  would  say — 

1 1  came  to  meet  you  to-day.  Must  we  not  pet  the 
youngest  child  ?  ' 

The  dreadful  games  of  backgammon  with  the  Count 
had  come  to  an  end.  His  récent  purchases  required  him 
to  be  constantly  busy,  inspecting,  verifying,  measuring, 
and  planning  ;  he  had  orders  to  give,  field-work  that 
required  the  master's  eye,  and  matters  to  be  settled 
between  him  and  his  wife.  The  Countess  and  I  fre- 
quently  walked  out  to  join  him  on  his  new  land,  taking 
the  two  children,  who  ail  the  way  would  run  after 
butterflies,  stag-beetles,  and  crickets,  and  gather  nose- 
gays  too — or,  to  be  exact,  sheaves  of  flowers. 

To  walk  with  the  woman  he  loves,  to  hâve  her  hand 
on  his  arm,  to  pick  her  road  for  her  !  Thèse  infinité 
joys  are  enough  for  a  man's  lifetime.  Their  talk  is  then 
so  confiding  !  We  went  alone,  we  came  back  with  the 
General — a  little  mocking  name  we  gave  the  Count 
when  he  was  in  a  good  humour.  This  différence  in  our 
order  of  march  tinged  our  happiness  by  a  contrast  of 
which  the  secret  is  known  only  to  hearts  which  meet 
under  difficulties.  On  our  way  home,  this  felicity — a 
look,  a  pressure  of  the  hand — was  chequered  by  uneasi- 
ness.  Our  speech,  freely  uttered  as  we  went,  had 
mysterious  meanings  as  we  came  back,  when  one  of  us, 
after  a  pause,  found  a  reply  to  some  insidious  inquiry,  or 
a  discussion  we  had  begun  was  carried  on  in  the  enig- 
matic  phraseology  to  which  our  language  lends  itself, 
and  which  women  invent  so  cleverly.  Who  has  not 
known  the  pleasure  of  such  an  understanding,  in  an 
unknown  sphère,  as  it  were,  where  spirits  move  apart 
from  the  crowd  and  meet  superior  to  ail  ordinary  laws  ? 
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Once  a  mad  hope  rose  in  me,  to  be  immediately  crushed 
when,  in  reply  to  the  Count  who  asked  what  we  were 
talking  about,  Henriette  said  something  with  a  double 
meaning,  which  he  toolc  quite  simply.  This  innocent 
jest  amused  Madeleine,  but  it  brought  a  blush  to  her 
mother's  cheek  ;  and,  by  a  stern  look,  she  told  me  that 
she  was  capable  of  withdrawing  her  soûl  as  she  had  once 
withdrawn  her  hand,  intending  to  be  always  a  blameless 
wife.  But  a  purely  spiritual  union  has  such  charms,  that 
we  did  the  same  again  on  the  morrow. 

Thus  the  hours,  days,  weeks  flew  on,  full  of  ever-new 
felicity.  We  had  corne  to  the  season  of  the  vintage, 
in  Touraine  always  a  high  festival.  By  the  end  of 
September  the  sun  is  less  fierce  than  during  harvest, 
making  it  safe  to  linger  in  the  open  air  without  fear  of 
sunstroke  or  fatigue.  It  is  easier,  too,  to  gather  grapes 
than  to  reap  corn.  The  fruit  is  fully  ripe.  The  crops  are 
carried,  bread  is  cheaper,  and  increased  abundance  makes 
life  brighter.  Then  the  fears  that  always  hang  over  the 
resuit  of  the  year's  toil,  in  which  so  much  money  and  so 
much  sweat  are  expended,  are  relieved  by  filled  granaries 
and  cellars  waiting  to  be  filled.  The  vintage  cornes  as 
a  jovial  dessert  to  the  harvest  feast,  and  the  sky  always 
smiles  on  it  in  Touraine,  where  the  autumn  is  a  beautiful 
season. 

In  that  hospi table  province  the  vintagers  are  fed  by 
the  owner  ;  and  as  thèse  meals  are  the  only  occasions 
throughout  the  year  when  thèse  poor  labourers  hâve  sub- 
stantial  and  well-cooked  food,  they  look  forward  to  them 
as,  in  patriarchal  households,  the  children  count  on  anni- 
versary  festivals.  They  crowd  to  the  estâtes  where  the 
masters  are  known  to  be  open-handed.  So  every  house 
is  full  of  people  and  provisions.  The  winepresses  are 
always  at  work.  The  world  seems  alive  with  the  merry 
gang  of  coopers  at  work,  the  carts  crowded  with  laughing 
girls  and  men,  who,  getting  better  wages  than  at  any 
other  time  of  year,  sing  on  every  opportunity.    Again,  as 


no  The  Lily  of  the  Valley 

another  cause  of  enjoyment,  ail  ranks  mingle —  women 
and  children,  masters  and  servants,  every  one  takes  part 
in  the  sacred  gathering.  Thèse  various  circumstances 
may  account  for  the  joviality,  traditional  from  âge  to 
âge,  which  breaks  forth  in  thèse  last  fine  days  of  the 
year,  and  of  which  the  remembrance  inspired  Rabelais  of 
yore  to  give  a  Bacchic  form  to  his  great  work. 

Jacques  and  Madeleine,  who  had  always  been  ailing, 
had  never  before  taken  part  in  the  vintage,  nor  had  I, 
and  they  found  childlike  delight  in  seeing  me  a  sharer  in 
their  pleasure.  Their  mother  had  promised  to  come 
with  us.  We  had  been  to  Villaines,  where  the  country 
baskets  are  made,  and  had  ordered  very  nice  ones  ;  we 
four  were  to  gather  the  fruit  off  a  few  rows  left  for  us  ; 
but  we  ail  promised  not  to  eat  too  many  grapes.  The 
Gros  Co  of  the  Touraine  vineyards  is  so  delicious  eaten 
fresh,  that  the  finest  table  grapes  are  scorned  in  compari- 
son.  Jacques  made  me  solemnly  promise  that  I  would 
go  to  see  no  other  vineyards,  but  dévote  myself  ex- 
clusively  to  the  Clos  of  Clochegourde.  Never  had  thèse 
two  little  créatures,  usually  so  wan  and  pale,  been  so 
bright,  and  rosy,  and  excited,  and  busy  as  they  were  that 
morning.  They  chattered  for  the  sake  of  chattering, 
went  and  came  and  trotted  about  for  no  visible  reason 
but  that,  like  other  children,  they  had  too  much  vitality 
to  work  off;  Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Mortsauf  had 
never  seen  them  so  well.  And  I  was  a  child  with  them, 
more  a  child  than  they  were  perhaps,  for  I  too  hoped  for 
my  harvest. 

The  weather  was  glorious  ;  we  went  up  to  the  vine- 
yards and  spent  half  the  day  there.  How  we  vied  with 
each  other  in  seeking  the  finest  bunches,  in  seeing  which 
could  fill  a  basket  first  !  They  ran  to  and  fro  from  the 
vines  to  their  mother,  every  bunch  was  shown  to  her  as 
it  was  gathered.  And  she  laughed  the  hearty  laugh  of 
youth  when,  following  the  little  girl  with  my  basket 
full,  I  said,  like  Madeleine,  'And  look  at  mine,  Mamma.* 
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4  Dear  child,'  she  said  to  me,  c  do  not  get  too  hot.' 
Then,  stroking  my  hair  and  my  neck,  she  gave  me  a 
little  slap  on  the  cheek,  adding,  '  Thou  art  in  a  bath  !  ' 

This  is  the  only  time  I  ever  received  from  her  that 
verbal  caress,  the  lover's  tu.  I  stood  looking  at  the 
pretty  hedgerows  full  of  red  berries,  of  sloes,  and  black- 
berries  ;  I  listened  to  the  children  shouting  ;  I  gazed  at 
the  girls  pulling  the  grapes,  at  the  cart  full  of  vats,  at 
the  men  with  baskets  on  their  backs — I  stamped  every 
détail  on  my  memory,  down  to  the  young  almond-tree 
by  which  she  was  standing,  bright,  flushed,  and  laughing, 
under  her  parasol. 

Then  I  set  to  work  to  gather  the  fruit  with  a  steady, 
wordless  persévérance,  and  a  slow,  measured  step  that 
left  my  spirit  free.  I  tasted  the  ineffable  pleasure  of  a 
physical  employment  such  as  carries  life  along,  regu- 
lating  the  rush  of  passion  which,  but  for  this  mechanical 
movement,  was  very  near  a  conflagration.  I  learnt  how 
much  wisdom  cornes  of  labour,  and  I  understood  monastic 
rule. 

For  the  first  time  in  many  days,  the  Count  was  neither 
sullen  nor  vicious.  His  boy  so  well,  the  future  Duc  de 
Lenoncourt-Mortsauf,  rosy  and  fair,  and  smeared  with 
grape-juice,  gladdened  his  heart.  This  being  the  last 
day  of  the  vintage,  the  General  had  promised  his  people 
a  dance  in  the  evening  in  the  field  by  Clochegourde,  in 
honour  of  the  return  of  the  Bourbons  ;  thus  the  festival 
was  to  be  complète  for  everybody.  On  our  way  home, 
the  Countess  took  my  arm  ;  she  leaned  on  me  so  as  to 
let  my  heart  feel  ail  the  weight  of  her  hand,  like  a 
mother  who  longs  to  impart  her  gladness,  and  said  in  my 
ear — 

c  You  bring  us  good  fortune.' 

And  to  me,  knowing  of  her  sleepless  nights,  her 
constant  alarms,  and  her  past  life,  through  which  she 
had  indeed  been  supported  by  the  hand  of  God,  but  in 
which  ail  had   been   barren   and  weariful,  thèse  words, 
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spoken  in  her  deep,  soft  voice,  brought  such  joys  as  no 
woman  in  the  world  could  ever  give  me  again. 

1  The  monotonous  misery  of  my  days  is  broken,  and 
life  is  bright  with  hope,'  she  added  after  a  pause.  *  Oh, 
do  not  désert  me  !  Do  not  betray  my  innocent  super- 
stitions !  Be  my  eldest,  the  providence  of  the  little 
ones.' 

This  is  no  romance,  Natalie  ;  none  can  discern  the 
infinité  depth  of  such  feelings  who  hâve  not  in  early  life 
sounded  the  great  lakes  on  whose  shores  we  live.  If  to 
many  soûls  the  passions  hâve  been  as  lava-torrents  flow- 
ing  between  parched  banks,  are  there  not  others  in  which 
a  passion  subdued  by  insurmountable  obstacles  has  filled 
the  crater  of  the  volcano  with  limpid  waters  ? 

We  had  one  more  such  festival.  Madame  de  Mort- 
sauf  wished  that  her  children  should  learn  something  of 
practical  life,  and  know  by  what  hard  labour  money 
must  be  earned  ;  she  had,  therefore,  given  each  certain 
revenues  depending  on  the  chances  of  produce.  Jacques 
was  owner  of  the  walnut  crop,  Madeleine  of  the  chest- 
nuts.  A  few  days  after  we  went  forth  to  the  chestnut 
and  walnut  harvests.  Thrashing  Madeleine's  chestnut- 
trees  ;  hearing  the  nuts  fall,  their  spiny  husks  making 
them  rebound  from  the  dry  velvety  moss  of  the  unfertile 
soil  on  which  chestnuts  grow;  seeing  the  solemn  gravi ty 
of  the  little  girl  as  she  looked  at  the  piles,  calculating 
their  value,  which  meant  for  her  such  pleasures  as  she 
could  give  herself  without  control  ;  then  the  congratula- 
tions of  Manette,  the  children's  maid,  the  only  person 
who  ever  filled  the  Countess's  place  with  them  ;  the 
lesson  to  be  derived  from  this  little  business,  of  toil 
requisite  to  reap  the  humblest  harvest,  so  often  im- 
perilled  by  variation  of  climate, — ail  thèse  things  made 
up  a  little  drama,  the  children's  ingenuous  delight  form- 
ing  a  charming  contrast  with  the  sober  hues  of  early 
autumn. 

Madeleine  had  a  loft  of  her  own,  where  I  saw  the 
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brown  crop  safely  stowed,  sharing  in  her  delight.  I  am 
thrilled  to  this  day  as  I  remember  the  clatter  of  each 
basketful  of  chestnuts  rolling  out  over  the  yellow 
chaff  that  formed  the  flooring.  The  Count  bought 
some  for  the  house  ;  the  farm  bailiffs,  the  labourers,  every 
one  in  the  neighbourhood  found  buyers  from  Mignonne, 
a  kindly  name  which  the  peasants  in  those  parts  are 
ready  to  give  even  to  a  stranger,  but  which  seemed 
especially  appropriate  to  Madeleine. 

Jacques  was  not  so  lucky  for  his  walnut  harvest.  It 
rained  several  days  ;  but  I  comforted  him  by  advising 
him  to  keep  his  nuts  for  a  time  and  sell  them  later. 
Monsieur  de  Chessel  had  told  me  that  the  walnut  crop 
had  failed  in  le  Brehémont,  in  the  district  round  Amboise, 
and  the  country  about  Vouvray.  Nut  oil  is  largely 
used  in  Touraine.  Jacques  would  make  at  least  forty 
sous  on  each  tree,  and  there  were  two  hundred  trees,  so 
the  sum  would  be  considérable.  He  meant  to  buy  him- 
self  a  saddle  and  bridle  for  a  pony.  His  wish  led  to  a 
gênerai  discussion,  and  his  father  led  him  to  consider 
the  uncertainty  of  such  returns,  and  the  need  for 
making  a  reserve  fund  for  the  years  when  the  trees 
should  be  bare  of  fruit,  so  as  to  secure  an  average 
income. 

I  read  the  Countess's  heart  in  her  silence  ;  she  was  de- 
lighted  to  see  Jacques  listening  to  his  father,  and  the  father 
winning  back  some  of  the  révérence  he  had  forfeited,  and 
ail  thanks  to  the  subterfuge  she  had  arranged.  I  told  you 
when  describing  this  woman  that  no  earthly  language 
can  ever  do  justice  to  her  character  and  genius.  While 
thèse  little  scènes  are  enacted  the  spirit  revels  in  them 
with  joy,  but  does  not  analyse  them  ;  but  how  clearly 
they  afterwards  stand  out  against  the  gloomy  background 
of  a  life  of  vicissitude  !  They  shine  like  diamonds,  set 
amid  thoughts  of  baser  alloy  and  regrets  that  melt  into 
réminiscences  of  vanished  happiness  !  Why  should  the 
names  of  the  two   estâtes    Monsieur   and  Madame  de 
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Mortsauf  had  lately  purchased,  a  nd  which  gave  them  so 
much  to  do — la  Cassine  and  la  Rhétorière — touch  me 
far  more  than  the  greatest  names  in  the  Holy  Land  or 
in  Greece  ?  £hii  aime^  le  diey  says  la  Fontaine.  (Let 
those  who  love  tell.)  Those  names  hâve  the  talismanic 
power  of  the  starry  words  used  in  sorcery,  they  are 
magical  to  me  ;  they  call  up  sleeping  images  which 
stand  forth  and  speak  to  me  ;  they  carry  me  back  to  that 
happy  valley  ;  they  create  a  sky  and  landscape.  But  has 
not  conjuration  always  been  possible  in  the  realm  of  the 
spiritual  world  ?  So  you  need  not  wonder  to  find  me 
writing  to  you  of  such  familiar  scènes.  The  smallest 
détails  of  that  simple  and  almost  homely  life  were  so 
many  ties,  slight  as  they  must  seem,  which  bound  me 
closely  to  the  Countess. 

The  children's  future  prospects  troubled  Madame  de 
Mortsauf  almost  as  much  as  their  feeble  health.  I  soon 
saw  the  truth  of  what  she  had  told  me  with  regard  to 
her  unconfessed  importance  in  the  business  of  the  pro- 
perty,  which  I  gradually  understood  as  I  studied  such 
facts  about  the  country  as  a  statesman  ought  to  know. 
After  ten  years'  struggles  Madame  de  Mortsauf  had  at 
last  reformed  the  management  of  the  lands.  She  had 
quartered  them — mis  en  quatre — a  term  used  in  those  parts 
for  the  rotation  of  crops,  a  method  of  sowing  wheat  on 
the  same  field  only  once  in  four  years,  so  that  the  land 
yields  some  crop  every  year  instead  of  lying  fallow.  To 
overcome  the  pig-headed  résistance  of  the  peasantry,  it 
had  been  necessary  to  cancel  the  old  leases,  to  divide  the 
property  into  four  large  holdings,  and  farm  on  half- 
profits,  the  System  peculiar  to  Touraine  and  the  adjacent 
provinces.  The  landowner  provides  the  dwelling  and 
outbuildings,  and  supplies  seed  to  working  farmers,  with 
whom  he  agrées  to  share  the  cost  of  husbandry  and  the 
profits.  The  division  is  undertaken  by  a  métivier,  a 
farm  bailifF,  who  is  authorised  to  take  the  half  due  to  the 
proprietor  ;  and  this  System,  a  costly  one,  is  complicated 
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by  the  way  of  keeping  accounts,  which  leads  to  constant 
changes  in  the  estimate  of  the  shares. 

The  Countess  had  persuaded  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf 
to  keep  a  fifth  farm,  consisting  of  the  enclosed  lands 
round  Clochegourde,  in  his  own  hands,  partly  to  give 
him  occupation,  but  also  to  demonstrate  to  the  share- 
farmers  by  the  évidence  of  facts  the  superiority  of  the 
new  methods.  Being  able  hère  to  manage  the  crops, 
she  had  by  degrees,  with  womanly  tenacity,  had  two  of 
the  farmhouses  rebuilt  on  the  plan  of  the  farms  in 
Artois  and  Flanders.  Her  scheme  was  self-evident. 
She  intended,  when  the  leases  on  half-profits  should 
expire,  to  make  thèse  two  farms  into  first-class  holdings, 
and  let  them  for  rent  in  money  to  active  and  intelligent 
tenants,  so  as  to  simplify  the  returns  to  Clochegourde. 
Dreading  lest  she  should  die  the  first,  she  was  anxious  to 
leave  to  the  Count  an  income  easily  collected,  and  to  the 
children  a  property  which  no  misadventure  could  make 
ruinous. 

By  this  time  the  fruit-trees  planted  ten  years  since 
were  in  full  bearing.  The  hedges  which  guaranteed  the 
boundaries  against  any  dispute  in  the  future  had  ail 
grown  up.  The  poplars  and  elms  were  flourishing. 
With  the  récent  additions,  and  by  introducing  the  new 
System  of  culture,  the  estate  of  Clochegourde,  divided 
into  four  large  holdings,  might  be  made  to  yield  sixteen 
thousand  francs  a  year  in  hard  cash,  at  a  rent  of  four 
thousand  francs  for  each  farm  ;  exclusive  of  the  vine- 
yards,  the  two  hundred  acres  of  coppice  adjoining,  and 
the  home  farm.  The  lanes  from  thèse  farms  were  ail 
to  corne  into  an  avenue  leading  straight  from  Cloche- 
gourde to  the  Chinon  road.  The  distance  to  Tours 
by  this  road  was  no  more  than  five  leagues  ;  farmers 
would  certainly  not  be  lacking,  especially  at  a  time  when 
everybody  was  talking  of  the  Count's  improvements  and 
his  success,  and  the  increased  return  from  his  land. 

She  proposed  to  spend  about  fifteen  thousand  francs  on 


1 1 6  The  Lily  of  the  Valley 

each  of  the  newly  purchased  properties,  to  convert  the 
houses  on  them  into  fine  homesteads  so  as  to  let  them  to 
advantage  after  farming  them  for  a  year  or  two,  while 
placing  there  as  steward  a  man  named  Martineau,  the 
most  trustworthy  of  the  bailiffs,  who  would  presently 
be  out  of  place  ;  for  the  leases  of  the  four  half-profit 
farms  were  about  to  fall  in,  and  the  moment  was  coming 
for  uniting  them  into  two  holdings,  and  letting  them  for 
a  rent  in  money. 

Thèse  very  simple  plans,  complicated  only  by  the 
necessary  outlay  of  more  than  thirty  thousand  francs, 
were  at  this  time  the  subject  of  long  discussions  between 
her  and  the  Count — terrible  arguments,  in  which  she 
was  emboldened  only  by  the  thought  of  the  children's 
interests.  The  mère  thought,  i  If  I  were  to  die  to- 
morrow,  what  would  become  of  them  ?  '  made  her  sick 
at  heart.  Only  gentle  and  peaceable  soûls,  to  whom 
rage  is  impossible,  and  who  long  to  see  the  peace 
they  feel  within  them  reign  around  them,  can  ever 
understand  what  an  effort  such  a  contest  needs,  what 
rushes  of  blood  oppress  the  heart  before  the  struggle  is 
faced,  what  exhaustion  follows  after  a  battle  in  which 
nothing  has  been  won.  Just  now,  when  her  children 
were  less  wan,  less  starveling,  and  more  full  of  life,  for 
the  fruitful  season  had  had  its  effect  on  them  ;  just  now, 
when  she  could  watch  their  play  with  moistened  eyes, 
and  a  sensé  of  satisfaction  that  renewed  her  strength  by 
reviving  her  spirits,  the  poor  woman  was  a  victim  to  the 
insulting  thrusts  and  cutting  innuendoes  of  determined 
antagonism.  The  Count,  startled  by  thèse  changes, 
denied  their  utility  and  their  possibility  with  rigid 
oppugnancy.  To  ail  conclusive  reasoning  he  answered 
with  the  arguments  of  a  child  who  should  doubt  the 
heat  of  the  sun  in  summer.  The  Countess  won  at  last  ; 
the  triumph  of  common-sense  over  folly  salved  her 
wounds,  and  she  forgot  them. 

On  that  day  she  walked  to  la  Cassine  and  la  Rhétorière, 
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to  give  orders  for  the  buildings.  The  Count  went  on 
in  front  alone,  the  children  came  between,  and  we 
followed  slowly  behind,  for  she  was  talking  in  the  sweet, 
low  voice  which  made  her  speech  sound  like  tiny  ripples 
of  the  sea  murmuring  on  fine  sand. 

c  She  was  sure  of  success,'  she  said.  A  rival  service 
was  about  to  start  on  the  road  between  Chinon  and 
Tours  under  the  management  of  an  active  man,  a  cousin 
of  Manette's,  and  he  wanted  to  rent  a  large  farmstead  on 
the  high  road.  He  had  a  large  family  ;  the  eldest  son 
would  drive  the  coach,  the  second  would  attend  to  the 
heavy  carrying  business,  while  the  father,  settled  at  la 
Rabelaye,  a  farm  halfway  on  the  road,  would  attend  to 
the  horses  and  cultivate  the  ground  to  advantage  with 
the  manure  from  the  stables.  She  had  already  found  a 
tenant  for  the  second  farm,  la  Baude,  lying  close  to 
Clochegourde  ;  one  of  the  four  half-proflt  farmers,  an 
honest,  intelligent,  and  active  man,  who  understood  the 
advantages  of  the  new  System,  had  offered  to  take  it  on 
lease.  As  to  la  Cassine  and  la  Rhétorière,  the  soil  was 
the  best  in  ail  the  country-side  ;  when  once  the  houses 
were  ready,  and  the  fields  fairly  started,  they  would  only 
hâve  to  be  advertised  at  Tours.  Thus,  in  two  years,  the 
estate  would  bring  in  about  twenty-four  thousand  francs 
a  year  ;  la  Gravelotte,  the  farm  in  le  Maine  recovered 
by  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  had  just  been  let  for  nine 
years,  at  seven  thousand  francs  a  year  ;  the  Count's 
pension  as  Major-General  was  four  thousand  francs  ; — 
if  ail  this  could  not  be  said  to  constitute  a  fortune,  at 
any  rate  it  meant  perfect  ease  ;  and  later,  perhaps,  further 
improvements  might  allow  of  her  going  some  day  to 
Paris  to  attend  to  Jacques'  éducation — two  years  hence, 
when  the  heir  presumptive's  health  should  be  stronger. 

How  tremulously  did  she  speak  the  word  Paris  !  And 
I  was  at  the  bottom  of  this  plan  ;  she  wanted  to  be  as 
little  apart  as  possible  from  her  friend. 

At  thèse  words  I  caught  fire  ;  I  told   her  she  little 


n8  The  Lily  of  the  Valley 

knew  me  ;  that,  without  saying  anything  to  her,  I  had 
planned  to  finish  my  own  éducation  by  studying  night 
and  day  so  as  to  become  Jacques'  tutor  ;  for  that  I  could 
never  endure  to  think  of  any  other  young  man  at  home 
in  her  house. 

On  this  she  grew  very  serious. 

c  No,  Félix,'  said  she.  c  This  is  not  to  be,  any  more 
than  your  becoming  a  priest.  Though  you  hâve  by  that 
speech  touched  my  motherly  heart  to  the  quick,  the 
woman  cares  for  you  too  well  to  allow  you  to  become  a 
victim  to  your  fidelity.  The  reward  of  such  dévotion 
would  be  that  you  would  be  irremediably  looked  down 
upon,  and  I  could  do  nothing  to  prevent  it.  No,  no  ! 
Never  let  me  injure  you  in  any  way.  You,  the  Vicomte 
de  Vandenesse,  a  tutor  ?  You,  whose  proud  motto  is 
"  Ne  se  Fend."  [For  no  guerdon.)  If  you  were  Riche- 
lieu himself,  your  life  would  be  marred  for  ever.  It 
would  be  the  greatest  grief  to  your  family.  My  friend, 
you  do  not  know  ail  the  insolence  such  a  woman  as  my 
mother  can  throw  into  a  patronising  glance,  ail  the 
humiliation  into  one  word,  ail  the  scorn  into  a  bow  !  " 

'  And  so  long  as  you  love  me,  what  do  I  care  for  the 
world  ?  ' 

She  afFected  not  to  hear,  and  went  on — 

'Though  my  father  is  most  kind,  and  willing  to  give 
me  anything  I  may  ask,  he  would  not  forgive  you  for 
having  put  yourself  into  a  false  position,  and  would 
refuse  to  help  you  on  in  the  world.  I  would  not  see 
you  tutor  to  the  Dauphin  !  Take  Society  as  you  find 
it,  make  no  blunders  in  life.  My  friend,  this  ofFer 
prompted  by ' 

4  By  love,'  I  put  in. 

c  No,  by  charity,'  said  she,  restraining  her  tears  ;  c  this 
crazy  proposition  throws  a  light  on  your  character  ;  your 
heart  will  be  your  enemy.  I  insist  henceforth  on  my 
right  to  tell  you  certain  truths  ;  give  my  woman's  eyes 
the  care  of  seeing  for  you  sometimes. 
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'  Yes,  buried  hère  in  Clochegourde,  I  mean  to  look  on 
silent  but  delighted  at  your  advancement.  As  to  a  tutor, 
be  easy  on  that  score  ;  we  will  find  some  good  old  Abbé, 
some  learned  and  vénérable  Jesuit,  and  my  father  will 
gladly  pay  the  sum  needed  for  the  éducation  of  the  boy 
who  is  to  bear  his  name.  Jacques  is  my  pride  ! — And 
he  is  eleven  years  old,'  she  added  after  a  pause.  c  But 
he,  lilce  you,  looks  younger.  I  thought  you  were  thirteen 
when  I  flrst  saw  you.' 

By  this  time  we  had  reached  la  Cassine  ;  Jacques  and 
Madeleine  and  I  followed  her  about  as  children  follow 
their  mother  ;  but  we  were  in  the  way.  I  left  her  for  a 
moment,  and  went  into  the  orchard,  where  the  elder 
Martineau,  the  gamekeeper,  with  his  son  the  bailiff,  was 
marking  trees  to  be  eut  down  ;  they  discussed  the  matter 
as  eagerly  as  if  it  were  their  own  concern.  I  saw  by 
this  how  much  the  Countess  was  beloved.  I  expressed 
myself  to  this  effect  to  a  day  labourer  who,  with  one  foot 
on  his  spade  and  his  elbow  on  the  handle,  was  listening 
to  the  two  men  learned  in  pomology. 

c  Oh  yes,  sir,'  said  he,  l  she  is  a  good  woman,  and 
not  proud,  like  those  apes  at  Azay,  who  would  leave  us 
to  die  like  dogs  rather  than  give  a  sou  extra  on  a  yard 
of  ditching.  The  day  when  she  leaves  the  place,  the 
Virgin  will  cry  over  it,  and  we  too.  She  knows  what  is 
due  to  her,  but  she  knows  what  hard  times  we  hâve,  and 
considers  us.' 

With  what  delight  I  gave  ail  my  spare  cash  to  that 
man  ! 

A  few  days  after  this  a  pony  was  bought  for  Jacques  ; 
his  father,  a  capital  horseman,  wished  to  inure  him  very 
gradually  to  the  fatiguing  exercise  of  riding.  The  boy 
had  a  neat  little  outfit  that  he  had  bought  with  the  price 
of  his  walnuts.  The  morning  when  he  had  his  flrst 
lesson,  riding  with  his  father,  and  followed  by  Madeleine's 
shouts  of  glee  as  she  danced  on  the  lawn  round  which 
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Jacques  was  trotting,  was  to  the  Countess  her  first  high 
festival  as  a  mother.  Jacques'  little  collar  had  been 
worked  by  her  hands  ;  he  had  a  little  sky-blue  cloth  coat, 
with  a  varnished  leather  belt  round  the  waist,  white  tucked 
trousers,  and  a  Scotch  bonnet  over  his  thick  fair  curls  ; 
he  really  was  charming  to  look  upon.  Ail  the  servants 
of  the  household  came  out  to  share  the  family  joy,  and 
the  little  heir  smiled  as  he  passed  his  mother,  without  a 
sign  of  fear. 

This  first  act  of  manliness  in  the  child  who  had  so 
often  been  at  death's  door,  the  hope  of  a  happier  future 
of  which  this  ride  seemed  the  promise,  making  him 
look  so  bright,  so  handsome,  so  healthy — what  a  delight- 
ful  reward  !  Then  the  father's  joy,  looking  young  again, 
and  smiling  for  the  first  time  in  many  weeks,  the  satis- 
faction that  shone  in  the  eyes  of  the  assembled  servants, 
the  glee  of  the  old  Lenoncourt  huntsman,  who  had  corne 
over  from  Tours,  and  who,  seeing  how  well  the  child 
held  his  bridle,  called  out,  c  Bravo,  Monsieur  le  Vicomte  !  ' 
—  ail  this  was  too  much  for  Madame  de  Mortsauf,  and 
she  melted  into  tears.  She,  who  was  so  calm  in  distress, 
was  too  weak  to  control  her  joy  as  she  admired  her  boy 
riding  round  and  round  on  the  path  where  she  had  so 
often  mourned  him  by  anticipation  as  she  carried  him  to 
and  fro  in  the  sun. 

She  leaned  on  my  arm  without  reserve,  and  said — 

'  I  feel  as  if  I  had  never  been  unhappy. — Stay  with  us 
to-day.' 

The  lesson  ended,  Jacques  flew  into  his  mother's  arms, 
and  she  clutched  him  to  her  bosom  with  the  véhémence 
that  cornes  of  excessive  delight,  kissing  and  fondling  him 
again  and  again.  Madeleine  and  I  went  ofF  to  make 
twosplendid  nosegays  to  dress  the  dinner-table  in  honour 
of  the  young  horseman. 

When  we  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  the  Countess 
said  to  me — 

c  The   fifteenth   of  October    is   indeed   a    high   day  ! 
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Jacques  has  had  his  first  riding  lesson,  and  I  hâve  set  the 
last  stitch  in  my  pièce  of  work.' 

'  Well,  then,  Blanche,'  said  the  Count,  laughing,  '  I 
will  pay  you  for  it.' 

He  offered  her  his  arm  and  led  her  into  the  inner 
courtyard,  where  she  found  a  carriage,  a  présent  from 
her  father,  for  which  the  Count  had  bought  a  pair  of 
horses  in  England  ;  they  had  arrived  with  those  sent 
to  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt.  The  old  huntsman  had 
arranged  ail  this  in  the  courtyard  during  the  riding 
lesson.  We  got  into  the  carriage,  and  went  off  to  see  the 
line  cleared  for  the  avenue  that  was  to  lead  directly  into 
the  Chinon  road,  and  that  was  eut  straight  through  the 
new  property  acquired  by  the  Count.  On  our  return, 
the  Countess  said  to  me,  with  deep  melancholy — 

4 1  am  too  happy  ;  happiness  is  to  me  like  an  illness,  it 
overpowers  me,  and  I  fear  lest  it  should  vanish  like  a 
dream.' 

I  was  too  desperately  in  love  not  to  be  jealous,  and  I 
had  nothing  to  give  her  !  In  my  fury  I  tried  to  think 
of  some  way  of  dying  for  her. 

She  asked  me  what  thoughts  had  clouded  my  eyes, 
and  I  told  her  frankly  ;  she  was  more  touched  than  by 
any  gifts,  and  poured  balm  on  my  spirit  when,  taking 
me  out  on  the  terrace  steps,  she  whispered  to  me — 

c  Love  me  as  my  aunt  loved  me — is  not  that  to  give 
your  life  for  me  ?  And  if  I  take  it  so,  is  it  not  to  lay 
me  under  an  obligation  every  hour  of  the  day  ?  ' 

1  It  was  high  time  I  should  finish  my  pièce  of  work,' 
she  went  on,  as  we  returned  to  the  drawing-room, 
and  I  kissed  her  hand  as  a  renewal  of  my  allegiance. 
'  You  perhaps  do  not  know,  Félix,  why  I  set  myself  that 
long  task. — Men  find  a  remedy  against  their  troubles  in 
the  occupations  of  life;  the  bustle  of  business  diverts 
their  minds  ;  but  we  women  hâve  no  support  in  our- 
selves  to  help  us  to  endure.  In  order  to  be  able  to  smile 
at  my  children  and  my  husband  when  I  was  possessed  by 
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gloomy  ideas,  I  felt  the  need  of  keeping  my  grief  in 
check  by  physical  exertion.  I  thus  avoided  the  collapse  that 
follows  any  great  effort  of  résolve,  as  well  as  the  lightning 
strokes  of  excitement.  The  action  of  lifting  my  arm  in 
measured  time  lulled  my  brain  and  acted  on  my  spirit 
when  the  storm  was  raging,  giving  it  the  rest  of  ebb 
and  flow,  and  regulating  its  émotions.  I  told  my  secrets 
to  the  stitches,  do  you  see  ? — Well,  as  I  worked  the  last 
chair,  I  was  thinking  too  much  of  you  !  Yes,  my  friend, 
far  too  much.  What  you  put  into  your  nosegays  I 
imparted  to  my  patterns.' 

The  dinner  was  a  cheerful  one.  Jacques,  like  ail  children 
to  whom  we  show  kindness,  jumped  upon  me  and  threw 
his  arms  round  my  neck  when  he  saw  the  flowers  I  had 
picked  him  by  way  of  a  crown.  His  mother  pretended 
to  be  angry  at  this  infidelity  to  her,  and  the  dear  child 
gave  her  the  posy  she  affected  to  covet,  you  know  how 
sweetly. 

In  the  evening  we  played  backgammon,  I  against 
Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Mortsauf,  and  the  Count  was 
charming.  Finally,  at  nightfall,  they  walked  with  me 
as  far  as  the  turning  to  Frapesle,  in  one  of  those  placid 
evenings  when  the  harmony  of  nature  gives  added  depth 
to  our  feelings  in  proportion  as  it  soothes  their  vividness. 

It  had  been  a  day  by  itself  to  this  hapless  woman,  a 
spark  of  light  that  often  shone  caressingly  on  her  memory 
in  days  of  difficulty. 

For,  indeed,  before  long  the  riding  lessons  became  a 
subject  of  contention.  The  Countess,  not  unreasonably, 
was  afraid  of  the  Count's  hard  speeches  to  his  little  son. 
Jacques  was  already  growing  thinner,  and  dark  rings 
came  round  his  blue  eyes  ;  to  save  his  mother,  he  would 
suffer  in  silence.  I  suggested  a  remedy  by  advising  him 
to  tell  his  father  he  was  tired  when  the  Count  was  angry, 
but  this  was  an  insufficient  palliative,  so  the  old  hunts- 
man  was  to  teach  him  instead  of  his  father,  who  would 
not  give  up  his  pupil  without  many  struggles.     Outcries 
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and  discussions  began  again  ;  the  Count  found  a  text  for 
his  perpétuai  fault-finding  in  the  ingratitude  of  wives,  and 
twenty  times  a  day  he  threw  the  carriage,  the  horses, 
and  the  liveries  in  her  teeth. 

Finally,  one  of  those  disasters  occurred  which  are  a 
stalking  horse  for  such  tempers  and  such  maladies  of  the 
brain  ;  the  expense  of  the  works  at  la  Cassine  and  la 
Rhétorière,  where  the  walls  and  floors  were  found  to  be 
rotten,  amounted  to  half  as  much  again  as  the  estimate. 
A  clumsy  fellow  at  work  there  came  to  report  this  to 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  instead  of  telling  the  Countess 
privately.  This  became  the  subject  of  a  quarrel,  begun 
mildly,  but  gradually  increasing  in  bitterness  ;  and  the 
Count's  hypochondria,  which  for  some  days  had  been  in 
abeyance,  now  claimed  arrears  from  the  unfortunate 
Henriette. 

That  morning  I  set  out  from  Frapesle,  after  breakfast, 
at  half-past  ten,  to  make  my  nosegays  at  Clochegourde 
with  Madeleine.  The  little  girl  brought  out  the  two 
vases,  setting  them  on  the  balustrade  of  the  terrace,  and 
I  wandered  from  the  gardens  to  the  fields,  seeking  the 
lovely  but  rare  flowers  of  autumn.  As  I  returned  from 
my  last  expédition,  I  no  longer  saw  my  little  lieutenant 
in  her  pink  sash  and  frilled  cape,  and  I  heard  a  commo- 
tion in  the  house. 

4  The  General,'  said  Madeleine,  in  tears,  and  with  her 
the  name  was  one  of  aversion  for  her  father,  c  the  General 
is  scolding  our  mother  ;  do  go  and  help  her.' 

I  flew  up  the  steps  and  went  into  the  drawing-room, 
where  neither  the  Count  nor  his  wife  saw  or  noticed  me. 
Hearing  the  madman's  noisy  outcries,  I  first  shut  ail  the 
doors,  and  then  came  back,  for  I  had  seen  that  Henriette 
was  as  white  as  her  gown. 

c  Never  marry,  Félix,'  said  the  Count.  £  A  wife  has 
the  Devil  for  her  counsellor  ;  the  best  of  them  would 
invent  evil  if  it  did  not  exist.    They  are  ail  brute  beasts.' 

Then  I  had  to  listen  to  arguments  without  beginning 


124  The  Lily  of  the  Valley 

and  without  end.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  recurring  to 
his  original  refusai,  now  repeated  the  sottish  remarks  of 
the  peasants  who  objected  to  the  new  System.  He  declared 
that  if  he  had  taken  the  management  of  Clochegourde, 
they  would  hâve  been  twice  as  rich  by  now.  He  worded 
his  blasphemies  with  insulting  violence;  he  swore,  he 
rushed  from  pillar  to  post,  he  moved  and  banged  ail  the 
furniture,  and  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence  he  would  stop 
and  déclare  that  his  marrow  was  on  fire,orhis  brain  running 
away  in  a  stream,  like  his  money.  His  wife  was  ruining 
him  !  Wretched  man,  of  the  thirty  odd  thousand  francs 
a  year  he  possessed,  she  had  brought  him  more  than 
twenty  thousand.  The  fortune  of  the  Duke  and 
Duchess,  bringing  in  fifty  thousand  francs  a  year,  was 
entailed  on  Jacques. 

TheCountess  smiled  haughtily,and  gazed  outat  the  sky. 

4  Yes  !  '  he  cried  ;  c  you,  Blanche,  are  my  tormentor. 
You  are  killing  me  !  You  want  to  be  rid  of  me  !  You 
are  a  monster  of  hypocrisy  !  And  she  laughs  !  Do  you 
know  why  she  can  laugh,  Félix  ?  ' 

I  said  nothing,  and  hung  my  head. 

cThis  woman,'  he  went  on,  answering  his  own  ques- 
tion, '  dénies  me  ail  happiness — she  is  no  more  mine  than 
yours,  and  calls  herself  my  wife  !  She  bears  my  name, 
but  she  fulfils  none  of  the  duties  which  laws,  human  and 
divine,  require  of  her  ;  she  lies  to  God  and  man.  She 
exhausts  me  with  long  walks  that  I  may  leave  her  in 
peace  ;  I  disgust  her,  she  hâtes  me,  she  does  ail  she  can 
to  live  the  life  of  a  girl.  And  she  is  driving  me  mad  by 
imposing  privations  on  me — for  everything  goes  to  my 
poor  head.  She  is  burning  me  at  a  slow  fire,  and  believes 
herself  a  saint — that  woman  takes  the  sacrament  every 
month  !  ' 

The  Countess  was  by  this  time  weeping  bitterly, 
humiliated  by  the  disgrâce  of  this  man,  to  whom  she 
could  only  say  by  way  of  remonstrance — '  Monsieur  ! 
Monsieur  !  Monsieur  !  ' 
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Although  the  Count's  words  made  me  blush  for  him 
as  much  as  for  Henriette,  they  moved  me  deeply,  for 
they  found  a  response  in  the  instinct  of  chastity  and 
delicacy  which  is,  so  to  speak,  the  very  material  of  a  first 
love. 

1  She  lives  a  maiden  at  my  expense  !  '  cried  the  Count, 
and  again  his  wife  exclaimed — 

1  Monsieur  !  ' 

4  What  do  you  mean,'  he  went  on,  c  by  your  per- 
tinacious  Monsieur  ?  Am  not  I  your  master  ?  Must  I 
teach  you  to  know  it  ?  ' 

He  went  towards  her,  thrusting  out  his  white,  wolf- 
like  face,  that  was  really  hideous,  for  his  yellow  eyes  had 
an  expression  that  made  him  look  like  a  ravenous  animal 
coming  out  of  a  wood.  Henriette  slid  off  her  chair  on  to 
the  floor  to  avoid  the  blow  which  was  not  struck,  for  she 
lost  consciousness  as  she  fell,  completely  broken. 

The  Count  was  like  an  assassin  who  feels  the  blood- 
jet  of  his  victim  ;  he  stood  amazed.  I  raised  the  poor 
woman  in  my  arms,  and  the  Count  allowed  me  to  lift 
her  as  if  he  felt  himself  unworthy  to  carry  her  ;  but  he 
went  first  and  opened  the  door  of  the  bedroom  next  the 
drawing-room,  a  sacred  spot  I  had  never  entered.  I  set 
the  Countess  on  her  feet,  and  supported  her  with  my 
arm  round  her  body,  while  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  took 
off  the  upper  coverlet,  the  eiderdown  quilt,  and  the 
bedclothes  ;  then,  together,  we  laid  her  down  just  as  she 
was.  As  she  recovered  consciousness,  Henriette  signed 
to  us  to  undo  her  waistband  ;  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf 
found  a  pair  of  scissors,  and  eut  through  everything.  I 
held  some  salts  to  her  nose,  and  she  presently  opened  her 
eyes.  The  Count  went  away,  ashamed  rather  than 
grieved. 

Two  hours  went  by  in  perfect  silence,  Henriette 
holding  my  hand,  and  pressing  it  without  being  able  to 
speak.  Now  and  again  she  looked  up  to  make  me 
understand    that    she    longed    only    for    peace    without 
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a  sound  ;  then  there  was  a  moment's  truce,  when  she 
raised  herself  on  her  elbow  and  murmured  in  my  ear — 

'  Unhappy  man  !     If  you  could  but  know ' 

She  laid  her  head  on  the  pillow  again.  The  remem- 
brance  of  past  sufferings,  added  to  her  présent  anguish, 
brought  on  again  the  nervous  spasms,  which  I  had  soothed 
only  by  the  magnetism  of  love — its  effects  were  hitherto 
unknown  to  me,  but  I  had  used  it  instinctively.  I  now 
supported  her  with  gentle  and  tender  firmness,  and  she 
gave  me  such  looks  as  brought  tears  to  my  eyes. 

When  the  convulsive  attack  was  over,  I  smoothed  her 
disordered  hair — the  first  and  only  time  I  ever  touched 
it — then  again  I  held  her  hand,  and  sat  a  long  time  look- 
ing  at  the  room — a  brown-and-grey  room,  with  a  bed 
simply  hung  with  cotton  chintz,  a  table  covered  with  an 
old-fashioned  toilet  set,  a  poor  sofa  with  a  stitched  mat- 
tress.  What  poetry  I  found  hère  !  What  indifférence 
to  personal  luxury  !  Her  only  luxury  was  exquisite 
neatness.  The  noble  cell  of  a  married  nun,  stamped 
with  holy  résignation,  where  the  only  adornments  were 
a  crucifix  by  her  bed,  and  over  it  the  portrait  of  her 
aunt  ;  then,  on  each  side  of  the  holy-water  shell,  sketches 
of  her  two  children,  done  in  pencil  by  herself,  and  locks 
of  their  hair  when  they  were  babies.  What  a  hermitage 
for  a  woman  whose  appearance  in  the  world  of  fashion 
would  hâve  cast  the  loveliest  into  the  shade  ! 

Such  was  the  retreat  where  tears  were  so  constantly 
shed  by  this  daughter  of  an  illustrious  race,  at  this 
moment  swamped  in  bitterness,  and  rejecting  the  love 
that  might  hâve  brought  her  consolation.  A  hidden  and 
irrémédiable  misfortune  !  The  victim  in  tears  for  the 
torturer,  the  torturer  in  tears  for  his  victim. 

When  the  children  and  the  maid  came  in,  I  left  her. 
The  Count  was  waiting  for  me  ;  he  already  regarded  me 
as  a  mediator  between  his  wife  and  himself;  and  he 
grasped  my  hands,  exclaiming,  c  Stay  with  us  ;  stay  with 
us,  Félix  !  » 
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4  Unluckily,'  said  I,  c  Monsieur  de  Chessel  has  Com- 
pany ;  it  would  not  do  for  his  guests  to  wonder  at  the 
reason  for  my  absence  ;  but  I  will  return  after  dinner.' 

He  came  out  with  me  and  walked  to  the  lower  gâte 
without  saying  a  word  ;  then  he  accompanied  me  ail  the 
way  to  Frapesle,  unconscious  of  what  he  was  doing. 
When  there,  I  said  to  him — 

'  In  Heaven's  name,  Monsieur  le  Comte,  leave  the 
management  of  your  house  to  her  if  she  wishes  it,  and 
do  not  torment  her.' 

lI  hâve  not  long  to  live,'  he  replied  seriously  ;  'she 
will  not  suffer  long  on  my  account  ;  I  feel  that  my  head 
will  burst.' 

He  turned  away  in  a  fit  of  involuntary  egoism. 

After  dinner  I  went  back  to  inquire  for  Madame  de 
Mortsauf,  and  found  her  better  already.  If  thèse  were 
for  her  the  joys  of  marriage,  if  such  scènes  were  to  be 
frequently  repeated,  how  could  she  live?  What  slow, 
unpunished  murder  !  I  had  seen  this  evening  the  inde- 
scribable  torture  by  which  the  Count  racked  his  wife. 
Before  what  tribunal  could  such  a  case  be  brought  ? 

Thèse  considérations  bewildered  me  ;  I  could  say 
nothing  to  Henriette,  but  I  spent  the  night  in  writing 
to  her.  Of  three  or  four  letters  that  I  wrote,  I  hâve 
nothing  left  but  this  fragment,  which  did  not  satisfy  me  ; 
but  though  it  seems  to  me  to  express  nothing,  or  to  say 
too  much  about  myself  when  I  ought  only  to  hâve 
thought  of  her,  it  will  show  you  the  state  of  my  mind. 

To  Madame  de  Mortsauf. 

c  How  many  things  I  had  to  say  to  you  this  evening 
that  I  had  thought  of  on  the  way  and  forgot  when  I  saw 
you  !  Yes,  as  soon  as  I  see  you,  dearest  Henriette,  I  feel 
my  words  out  of  harmony  with  the  reflections  from  your 
soûl  that  add  to  your  beauty.  And,  then,  by  your  side,  I 
feel  such  infinité  happiness  that  the  immédiate  experi- 
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ence  effaces  every  memory  of  what  has  gone  before.  I 
am  born  anew  each  time  to  a  larger  life,  like  a  traveller 
who,  as  he  climbs  a  crag,  discovers  a  new  horizon.  In 
every  conversation  with  you  I  add  some  new  treasure  to 
my  vast  treasury.  This,  I  believe,  is  the  secret  of  long 
and  indefatigable  attachments.  So  I  can  only  speak  of 
you  to  yourself  when  I  am  away  from  you.  In  your 
présence  I  am  too  much  dazzled  to  see  you,  too  happy  to 
analyse  my  happiness,  too  full  of  you  to  be  myself,  made 
too  éloquent  by  you  to  speak  to  you,  too  eager  to  seize 
the  présent  to  be  able  to  remember  the  past.  Under- 
stand  this  constant  intoxication,  and  you  will  forgive  its 
aberrations.     When  I  am  with  you  I  can  only  feel. 

'Nevertheless,  I  will  dare  to  tell  you,  dear  Henriette, 
that  never  in  ail  the  joy  you  hâve  given  me,  hâve  I  felt 
any  rapture  to  compare  with  the  delights  that  filled  my 
soûl  yesterday  when,  after  the  dreadful  storm,  in  which, 
with  superhuman  courage,  you  did  battle  with  evil,  you 
came  back  to  me  alone  in  the  twilight  of  your  room, 
whither  the  unfortunate  scène  had  led  me.  I  alone  was 
there  to  know  the  light  that  can  shine  in  a  woman  when 
she  returns  from  the  gâtes  of  death  to  the  gâtes  of  life, 
and  the  dawn  of  a  new  birth  tinges  her  brow.  How 
harmonious  was  your  voice  !  How  trivial  words  seemed 
— even  yours — as  the  vague  recollection  of  past  suffering 
made  itself  heard  in  your  adored  tones,  mingled  with  the 
divine  consolations,  by  which  you  atlast  reassured  me  as 
you  thus  uttered  your  first  thoughts  !  I  knew  that  you 
shone  with  every  choicest  human  gift,  but  yesterday  I 
found  a  new  Henriette,  who  would  be  mine  if  God 
should  grant  it.  I  had  a  glimpse  yesterday  of  an  inscrut- 
able  being,  free  from  the  bonds  of  the  flesh,  which  hinder 
us  from  exhaling  the  fire  of  the  soûl.  You  were  lovely 
in  your  déjection,  majestic  in  your  weakness. 

4 1  found  something  yesterday  more  beautiful  than 
your  beauty,  something  sweeter  than  your  voice,  a  light 
more  glorious  than  the  light  of  your  eyes,  a  fragrance  for 
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which  there  is  no  name — yesterday  your  soûl  was  visible 
and  tangible.  Oh  !  it  was  torment  to  me  that  I  could 
not  open  my  heart  and  take  you  into  it  to  revive  you. 
In  short,  I  yesterday  got  over  the  respectful  fear  I  hâve 
felt  for  you,  for  did  not  your  weakness  draw  us  nearer  to 
each  other  ?  I  learnt  the  joy  of  breathing  as  I  breathed 
with  you,  when  the  spasm  left  you  free  to  inhale  our  air. 
What  prayers  flew  up  to  heaven  in  one  moment  !  Since 
I  did  not  die  of  rushing  through  the  space  I  crossed  to 
beseech  God  to  leave  you  to  me  yet  a  while,  it  is  not 
possible  to  die  of  joy  or  of  grief. 

'That  moment  has  left,  buried  in  my  soûl,  memories 
which  can  never  rise  to  the  surface  without  bringing 
tears  to  my  eyes  ;  every  joy  will  make  the  furrow  longer, 
every  grief  will  make  it  deeper.  Yes  ;  the  fears  that 
racked  my  soûl  yesterday  will  remain  a  standard  of  com- 
parison  for  ail  my  sorrows  to  corne,  as  the  happiness  you 
hâve  given  me,  dear  perpétuai  first  thought  of  my  life, 
will  prevail  over  every  joy  that  the  hand  of  God  may 
ever  vouchsafe  me.  You  hâve  made  me  understand 
Divine  love,  that  trustful  love  which,  secure  in  its 
strength  and  permanency,  knows  neither  suspicion  nor 
jealousy.' 

The  deepest  melancholy  gnawed  at  my  heart  ;  the 
sight  of  this  home  was  heartbreaking  to  a  youth  so  fresh 
and  new  to  social  émotions — the  sight,  at  the  threshold 
of  the  world,  of  a  bottomless  gulf,  a  dead  sea.  This 
hideous  concentration  of  woes  suggested  infinité  reflec- 
tions,  and  at  my  very  first  steps  in  social  life  I  had  found 
a  standard  so  immense  that  any  other  scènes  could  but 
look  small  when  measured  by  it.  My  melancholy  left 
Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Chessel  to  suppose  that  my 
love  afFair  was  luckless,  so  that  I  was  happy  in  not  injur- 
ing  my  noble  Henriette  by  my  passion. 

On  the  following  day,  on  going  into  the  drawing- 
room,    I    found   her  alone.       She    looked    at   me  for  a 
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moment,  holding  out  her  hand  ;  she  said,  c  Will  the 
friend  always  persist  in  being  too  tender  ?  '  The  tears 
rose  to  her  eyes;  she  got  up,  and  added  in  a  tone  ofdes- 
perate  entreaty,  c  Never  write  to  me  again  in  such  a 
strain.' 

Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  was  most  friendly.  The 
Countess  had  recovered  her  courage  and  her  serene 
brow  ;  but  her  pallor  showed  traces  of  yesterday's  trouble 
which,  though  subdued,  was  not  extinct. 

In  the  evening,  as  we  took  a  walk,  the  autumn  leaves 
rustling  under  our  feet,  she  said — 

1  Pain  is  infinité,  joy  has  its  limits,'  a  speech  which 
revealed  the  extent  of  her  sufferings  by  comparison  with 
her  transient  happiness. 

c  Do  not  calumniate  life,'  said  I.  c  You  know  nothing 
of  love  ;  there  are  delights  which  flame  up  to  the 
heavens.' 

4  Hush,'  said  she,  '  I  do  not  want  to  know  them.  A 
Greenlander  would  die  in  Italy  !  I  am  calm  and  happy 
in  your  society,  I  can  tell  you  ail  my  thoughts  ;  do  not 
destroy  my  confidence.  Why  should  you  not  hâve  the 
virtue  of  a  priest  and  the  charms  of  a  free  man  ?  ' 

4  You  could  make  me  swallow  a  cup  of  hemlock,'  said 
I,  laying  her  hand  on  my  heart,  which  was  beating 
rapidly. 

c  Again  !  '  said  she,  withdrawing  her  hand  as  if  she  felt 
some  sudden  pain.  c  Do  you  want  to  deprive  me  of 
the  melancholy  joy  of  feeling  my  bleeding  wounds 
staunched  by  a  friend's  hand  ?  Do  not  add  to  my 
miseries  ;  you  do  not  yet  know  them  ail,  and  the  most 
secret  are  the  hardest  of  ail  to  swallow.  If  you  were  a 
woman,  you  would  understand  the  distress  and  bitterness 
into  which  her  proud  spirit  is  plunged  when  she  is  the 
object  of  attentions  which  make  up  for  nothing,  and  are 
supposed  to  make  up  for  everything.  For  a  few  days 
now  I  shall  be  courted  and  petted  ;  he  will  want  to  be 
forgiven  for  having  put  himself  in  the  wrong.     I  could 
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now  gain  assent  to  the  most  unreasonable  desires.  And 
I  am  humiliated  by  this  servility,  by  caresses  which  will 
cease  as  soon  as  he  thinks  I  hâve  forgotten  everything. 
Is  it  not  a  terrible  condition  of  life  to  owe  the  kindness 
of  one's  tyrant  only  to  his  errors ' 

cTo  his  crimes,'  I  eagerly  put  in. 

4  Besides,'  she  went  on,  with  a  sad  smile,  '  I  do  not 
know  how  to  make  use  of  this  temporary  advantage. 
At  this  moment  I  am  in  the  position  of  a  knight  who 
would  never  strike  a  fallen  foe.  To  see  the  man  I 
ought  to  honour  on  the  ground,  to  raise  him  only  to 
receive  fresh  blows,  to  suffer  more  from  his  fall  than  he 
himself  does,  and  consider  myself  dishonoured  by  taking 
advantage  of  a  transient  success,  even  for  a  useful  end, 
to  waste  my  strength,  and  exhaust  ail  the  resources  of 
my  spirit  in  thèse  ignominious  struggles,  to  rule  only 

at  the   moment   when    I   am    mortally   wounded  ? 

Death  is  better  ! 

c  If  I  had  no  children,  I  should  let  myself  be  carried 
down  the  stream  ;  but  if  it  were  not  for  my  covert 
courage,  what  would  become  of  them  ?  I  must  live  for 
them,  however  terrible  life  may  be. — You  talk  to  me  of 
love  !  Why,  my  friend,  only  think  of  the  hell  I  should 
fall  into  if  I  gave  that  man — ruthless,  as  ail  weak  men 
are — the  right  to  despise  me  ?  I  could  not  endure  a 
suspicion  !  The  purity  of  my  life  is  my  strength. 
Virtue,  my  dear  child,  has  holy  waters  in  which  we  may 
bathe,  and  émerge  born  again  to  the  love  of  God  !  ' 

*  Listen,  dear  Henriette,  I  hâve  only  a  week  more  to 
stay  hère,  and  I  want ' 

cWhat,  you  are  leaving  us?'  said  she,  interrupting 
me. 

i  Well,  I  must  know  what  my  father  has  decided  on 
for  me.     It  is  nearly  three  months ' 

c  I  hâve  not  counted  the  days,'  she  cried,  with  the 
véhémence  of  agitation.  Then  she  controlled  herself, 
and  added,  *  Let  us  take  a  walk  ;  we  will  go  to  Frapesle.' 
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She  called  the  Count  and  the  children,  and  sent  for  a 
shawl  ;  then,  when  ail  were  ready,  she,  so  deliberate  and 
so  calm,  had  a  fit  of  activity  worthy  of  a  Parisian,  and 
we  set  out  for  Frapesle  in  a  body,  to  pay  a  visit  which 
the  Countess  did  not  owe. 

She  made  an  effort  to  tallc  to  Madame  de  Chessel, 
who,  fortunately,  was  prolix  in  her  replies.  The  Count 
and  Monsieur  de  Chessel  discussed  business.  I  was 
afraid  lest  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  should  boast  of  his 
carriage  and  horses,  but  he  did  not  fail  in  good  taste. 

His  neighbour  inquired  as  to  the  work  he  was  doing 
at  la  Cassine  and  la  Rhétorière.  As  I  heard  the 
question,  I  glanced  at  the  Count,  fancying  he  would 
avoid  talking  of  a  subject  so  full  of  painful  memories 
and  so  bitter  for  him  ;  but  he  demonstrated  the  import- 
ance of  improving  the  methods  of  agriculture  in  the 
district,  of  building  good  farmhouses  on  healthy,  well- 
drained  spots  ;  in  short,  he  audaciously  appropriated  his 
wife's  ideas.  I  gazed  at  the  Countess  and  reddened. 
This  want  of  delicacy  in  a  man  who,  under  certain 
circumstances,  had  so  much,  this  oblivion  of  that  direful 
scène,  this  adoption  of  ideas  against  which  he  had 
rebelled  so  violently,  this  belief  in  himself  petrified  me. 

When  Monsieur  de  Chessel  asked  him — 

4  And  do  you  think  you  will  recover  the  outlay  ?  ' 

4  And  more  !  '  he  exclaimed  positively. 

Such  vagaries  can  only  be  explained  by  the  word 
insanity.  Henriette,  heavenly  soûl,  was  beaming. 
Was  not  the  Count  showing  himself  to  be  a  man  of 
sensé,  a  good  manager,  an  admirable  farmer  ?  She 
stroked  Jacques'  hair  in  rapture,  delighted  for  herself 
and  delighted  for  her  boy.  What  an  odious  comedy, 
what  a  sardonic  farce  ! 

At  a  later  time,  when  the  curtain  of  social  life  was 
raised  for  me,  how  many  Mortsaufs  I  saw,  minus  the 
flashes  of  chivalry  and  the  religious  faith  of  this  man. 
What   strange  and  cynical    Power  is  that  which  con- 
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stantly  mates  the  madman  with  an  angel,  the  man  of 
genuine  and  poetic  feelings  with  a  mean  woman,  a 
little  man  with  a  tall  wife,  a  hideous  dwarf  with  a 
superb  and  beautiful  créature  ;  which  gives  the  lovely 
Juana  a  Captain  Diard — whose  adventures  at  Bordeaux 
you  already  know  ;  pairs  Madame  de  Beauséant  with  a 
d'Ajuda,  Madame  d'Aiglemont  with  her  husband,  the 
Marquis  d'Espard  with  his  wife  !  I  hâve,  I  confess, 
long  sought  the  solution  of  this  riddle.  I  hâve  investi- 
gated  many  mysteries,  I  hâve  discovered  the  reasons  for 
many  natural  laws,  the  interprétation  of  a  few  sacred 
hieroglyphics,  but  of  this  I  know  nothing  ;  I  am  still 
studying  it  as  if  it  were  some  Indian  puzzle  figure,  of 
which  the  Brahmins  hâve  kept  the  symbolical  purpose 
secret.  Hère  the  Spirit  of  Evil  is  too  flagrantly  the 
master,  and  I  dare  not  accuse  God.  Irrémédiable 
disaster  !  who  takes  pleasure  in  plotting  you  ?  Can  it  be 
that  Henriette  and  her  unrecognised  philosopher  were 
right?  Does  their  mysticism  contain  the  gênerai  purport 
of  the  human  race  ? 

The  last  days  I  spent  in  this  district  were  those  of 
leafless  autumn,  darkened  with  clouds  which  sometimes 
hid  the  sky  of  Touraine,  habitually  clear  and  mild  at 
that  fine  season  of  the  year.  On  the  day  before  I  left, 
Madame  de  Mortsauf  took  me  out  on  the  terrace  before 
dinner. 

'My  dear  Félix,'  said  she,  after  taking  a  turn  in 
silence  under  the  bare  trees,  i  you  are  going  into  the 
world,  and  I  shall  follow  you  there  in  thought.  Those 
who  hâve  sufFered  much  hâve  lived  long.  Never 
suppose  that  lonely  spirits  know  nothing  of  the  world  ; 
they  see  and  judge  it.  If  I  am  to  live  in  my  friend's 
life,  I  do  not  wish  to  be  uneasy,  either  in  his  heart  or  in 
his  conscience.  In  the  heat  of  the  fray  it  is  sometimes 
very  difficult  to  remember  ail  the  rules,  so  let  me  give 
you  some  motherly  advice,  as  to  a  son. 

'  On  the  day  when  you  leave,  dear  child,  I  will  give 
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you  a  long  letter  in  which  you  will  read  my  thoughts 
as  a  woman  on  the  world,  on  men,  on  the  way  to  meet 
difficulties  in  that  great  seething  of  interests.  Promise 
me  not  to  read  it  till  you  are  in  Paris.  This  entreaty  is 
the  expression  of  one  of  the  sentimental  fancies  which 
are  the  secret  of  a  woman's  heart  ;  I  do  not  think  it  is 
possible  to  understand  it,  but  perhaps  we  should  be  sorry 
if  it  were  understood.  Leave  me  thèse  little  paths 
where  a  woman  loves  to  wander  alone.' 

£I  promise,'  said  I,  kissing  her  hands. 

*  Ah  !  '  said  she,  c  but  I  hâve  another  pledge  to  ask  of 
you  ;  but  you  must  promise  beforehand  to  take  it.' 

4  Oh,  certainly  !  '  said  I,  thinking  it  was  some  vow  of 
fidelity. 

4  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  me,'  she  said,  with  a  bitter 
smile.  c  Félix,  never  gamble  in  any  house  whatever  ;  I 
make  no  exception.' 

CI  will  never  play,'  said  I. 

c  That  is  well,'  said  she.  1 1  hâve  found  you  a  better 
use  to  make  of  the  time  you  would  spend  at  cards. 
You  will  see  that  while  others  are  certain  to  lose  sooner 
or  later,  you  will  always  win.' 

'  How  ?  ' 

1  The  letter  will  tell  you,'  she  replied  gaily,  in  a  way 
to  deprive  her  injunctions  of  the  serious  character 
which  are  given  to  those  of  our  grandmothers. 

The  Countess  talked  to  me  for  about  an  hour,  and 
proved  the  depth  of  her  affection  by  betraying  how 
closely  she  had  studied  me  during  thèse  three  months. 
She  had  entered  into  the  secret  corners  of  my  heart, 
trying  to  infuse  her  own  into  it  ;  her  voice  was  modu- 
lated  and  convincing,  showing  as  much  by  the  tone  as 
by  her  words  how  many  links  already  bound  us  to  each 
other. 

c  If  only  you  could  know,'  she  said  in  conclusion, 
4  with  what  anxiety  I  shall  follow  you  on  your  way, 
with  what  joy  if  you  go  straight,  with  what  tears  if  you 
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bruise  yourself  against  corners  !  Believe  me,  my 
affection  is  a  thing  apart  ;  it  is  at  once  involuntary  and 
deliberately  chosen.  Oh  !  I  long  to  see  you  happy, 
powerful,  respected — you  who  will  be  to  me  as  a  living 
dream.' 

She  made  me  weep.  She  was  at  once  mild  and 
terrible.  Her  feelings  were  too  frankly  expressed,  and 
too  pure  to  give  the  smallest  hope  to  a  man  thirsting 
for  happiness.  In  return  for  my  flesh,  left  torn  and 
bleeding  in  her  heart,  she  shed  on  mine  the  unfailing 
and  unblemished  light  of  the  divine  love  that  can  only 
satisfy  the  soûl.  She  bore  me  up  to  heights  whither 
the  shining  wings  of  the  passion  that  had  led  me  to  kiss 
her  shoulders  could  never  carry  me  ;  to  follow  her 
flight  a  man  would  hâve  needed  to  wear  the  white 
pinions  of  a  seraph. 

c  On  every  occasion,'  said  I,  *  I  will  think,  "  What 
would  my  Henriette  say  ?  "  ' 

*  Yes,  I  want  to  be  both  the  Star  and  the  Sanctuary,' 
said  she,  alluding  to  my  childhood1s  dreams,  and  trying  to 
realise  them,  so  as  to  cheat  my  desires. 

'  You  will  be  my  religion,  my  light,  my  ail,'  cried  I. 

4  No,'  said  she.  c  I  can  never  be  the  giver  of  your 
pleasures.' 

She  sighed,  and  gave  me  a  smile  of  secret  sorrow,  the 
smile  of  a  slave  in  an  instant  of  revolt. 

From  that  day  forth  she  was  not  merely  a  woman  I 
loved — she  was  ail  I  loved  best.  She  dwelt  in  my  heart 
not  as  a  woman  who  insists  on  a  place  there,  whose 
image  is  stamped  there  by  dévotion  or  excess  of  pleasure  ; 
no,  she  had  my  whole  heart,  and  was  indispensable  to 
the  action  of  its  muscles  ;  she  became  what  Béatrice 
was  to  the  Florentine  poet,  or  the  spotless  Laura  to  the 
Venetian — the  mother  of  great  thoughts,  the  unknown 
cause  of  saving  déterminations,  my  support  for  the 
future,  the  light  that  shines  in  darkness  like  a  lily 
among    sombre   shrubs.       Yes,    she    dictated    the    firm 
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résolve  that  eut  off  what  was  to  be  burned,  that  rein- 
stated  what  was  in  danger  ;  she  endowed  me  with  the 
fortitude  of  a  Coligny  to  conquer  the  conquerors,  to  rise 
after  defeat,  to  wear  out  the  stoutest  foe. 

Next  morning,  after  breakfasting  at  Frapesle,  and 
taking  leave  of  the  hosts  who  had  been  so  kind  to  the 
selfishness  of  my  passion,  I  went  to  Clochegourde. 
Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Mortsauf  had  agreed  to  drive 
with  me  as  far  as  Tours,  whence  I  was  to  set  out  for 
Paris  that  night.  On  the  way  the  Countess  was  affec- 
tionately  silent  ;  at  first  she  said  she  had  a  headache  ; 
then  she  coloured  at  the  falsehood,  and  suddenly  miti- 
gated  it  by  saying  that  she  could  not  but  regret  to  see 
me  départ.  The  Count  invited  me  to  stay  with  them 
if,  in  the  absence  of  the  Chessels,  I  should  ever  wish  to 
see  the  valley  of  the  Indre  once  more.  We  parted 
heroically,  with  no  visible  tears  ;  but,  like  many  a  sickly 
child,  Jacques  had  a  little  emotional  spasm  which  made 
him  cry  a  little  ;  while  Madeleine,  a  woman  already, 
clasped  her  mother's  hand. 

cDear  little  man  !  '  said  the  Countess,  kissing  Jacques 
passionately. 

When  I  was  left  alone  at  Tours,  after  dinner  I  was 
seized  by  one  of  those  inexplicable  rages  which  only 
youth  ever  goes  through.  I  hired  a  horse,  and  in  an 
hour  and  a  quarter  had  ridden  back  the  whole  distance 
from  Tours  to  Pont  de  Ruan.  There,  ashamed  of 
letting  my  madness  be  seen,  I  ran  down  the  road  on 
foot,  and  stole  under  the  terrace  on  tiptoe,  like  a  spy. 
The  Countess  was  not  there  ;  I  fancied  she  might  be  ill. 
I  had  still  the  key  of  the  little  gâte,  and  I  went  in.  She 
was  at  that  very  moment  coming  down  the  steps  with 
her  two  children,  slowly  and  sadly,  to  revel  in  the 
tender  melancholy  of  the  landscape  under  the  setting 
sun. 

c  Why,  mother,  hère  is  Félix,'  said  Madeleine. 

1  Yes,  I  myself,'  I  whispered  low.     c  I  asked  myself 
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why  I  was  at  Tours  when  I  could  easily  see  you  once 
more.  Why  not  gratify  a  wish  which,  a  week  hence, 
will  be  beyond  fulfilment  ?  ' 

'Then  he  is  not  going  away,'  cried  Jacques,  skipping 
and  jumping. 

'Be  quiet,  do,'  said  Madeleine;  £you  will  bring  out 
the  General  !  ' 

'This  is  not  right,'  said  the  Countess.  *  What  mad- 
ness  !  ' 

The  words,  spoken  through  tears  in  her  voice,  were 
indeed  a  payment  of  what  I  may  call  usurious  calculations 
in  love  ! 

'I  had  forgotten  to  return  you  this  key,'  said  I,  with  a 
smile. 

c  Then  are  you  never  coming  back  again  ?  '  said 
she. 

'  Can  we  ever  be  apart  ?  '  said  I,  with  a  look  before 
which  her  eyelids  fell  to  veil  the  mute  reply. 

I  went  away  after  a  few  minutes  spent  in  the  exquisite 
blankness  of  soûls  strung  to  the  pitch  at  which  excite- 
ment  ends  and  frenzied  ecstasy  begins.  I  went  away, 
walking  slowly,  and  constantly  looking  back.  When  I 
gazed  at  the  valley  for  the  last  time  from  the  top  of  the 
down,  I  was  struck  by  the  contrast  between  its  aspect 
now  and  when  I  first  came  to  it  :  was  it  not  then  as 
green,  as  glowing,  as  my  hopes  and  desires  had  sprung  and 
glowed.  Now,  initiated  into  the  dark  and  melancholy 
mysteries  of  a  home,  sharing  the  pangs  of  a  Christian 
Niobe,  as  sad  as  she,  my  spirit  overshadowed,  I  saw  in 
the  landscape,  at  this  moment,  the  hues  of  my  ideas. 
The  fields  were  cleared  of  their  crops,  the  poplar  leaves 
were  falling,  and  those  that  remained  were  rust-colour  ; 
the  vi ne-canes  were  burnt,  the  woods  wore  solemn 
tints  of  the  russet  which  kings  of  yore  adopted  for  their 
dress,  disguising  the  purple  of  power  under  the  brown 
hues  of  care.     And,  still  in  harmony  with  my  thoughts, 
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the  valley  under  the  dying  yellow  rays  of  the  warm  sun 
présentée!  to  me  a  living  image  of  my  soûl. 

To  part  from  the  woman  we  love  is  a  very  simple  or 
a  very  dreadful  thing,  depending  on  one's  nature  j  I 
suddenly  felt  myself  in  an  unknown  land  of  which  I 
could  not  speak  the  language  ;  I  could  find  nothing  to 
cling  to,  as  I  saw  only  things  to  which  my  soûl  was  no 
longer  attached.  Then  my  love  unfolded  to  its  fullest 
extent,  and  my  dear  Henriette  rose  to  her  full  dignity 
in  the  désert  wherein  I  lived  only  by  memories  of  her. 
It  was  an  image  so  piously  worshipped  that  I  resolved  to 
remain  unspotted  in  the  présence  of  my  secret  divinity, 
and  in  fancy  I  robed  myself  in  the  white  garb  of  a 
Lévite,  imitating  Petrarca,  who  never  appeared  in  the 
présence  of  Laura  but  in  white  from  head  to  foot. 

With  what  impatience  did  I  look  forward  to  the  first 
night  when  I  should  be  under  my  father's  roof,  and 
might  read  the  letter,  which  I  kept  feeling  during  my 
journey,  as  a  miser  feels  a  sum  in  banknotes  that  he  is 
obligea  to  carry  about  with  him.  During  the  night  I 
kissed  the  paper  on  which  Henriette  had  expressed  her 
will,  where  I  should  find  the  mysterious  effluvium  of  her 
touch,  whence  the  tones  of  her  voice  would  fall  on  my 
absorbed  mental  ear.  I  hâve  never  read  her  letters  but 
as  I  read  that  first  one,  in  bed,  and  in  the  deepest  silence. 
I  do  not  know  how  otherwise  we  can  read  the  letters 
written  by  a  woman  we  love  ;  and  y  et  there  are  men 
who  mingle  the  reading  of  such  letters  with  the  business 
of  daily  life,  taking  them  up  and  putting  them  down 
with  odious  coolness. 

Hère,  then,  Natalie,  is  the  exquisite  voice  which  sud- 
denly sounded  in  the  stillness  of  the  night  ;  hère  is  the 
sublime  figure  which  rose  before  me,  pointing  out  the 
right  road  from  the  cross-ways  where  I  now  stood  : — 

cIt  is  happiness,  my  friend,  to  be  obliged  to  collect 
the  scattered  fragments  of  my  expérience  to  transmit  it 
to  you  and  arm  you  against  the  périls  of  the  world  in 
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which  you  must  guide  yourself  with  skill.  I  hâve 
felt  the  permitted  joys  of  motherly  affection  while 
thinking  of  you  for  a  few  nights.  While  writing  this, 
a  sentence  at  a  time,  throwing  myself  forward  into 
the  life  you  are  about  to  lead,  I  went  now  and  again 
to  my  window.  Seeing  the  turrets  of  Frapesle  in  the 
moonlight,  I  could  say  to  myself,  "  He  is  asleep,  while 
I  am  awake  for  his  sake,"  a  delightful  émotion  reminding 
me  of  the  first  happy  days  of  my  life  when  I  watched 
Jacques  asleep  in  his  cradle,  waiting  for  him  to  wake  to 
feed  him  from  my  bosom.  Did  not  you  corne  to  me  as 
a  child-man  whose  soûl  needed  comforting  by  such 
precepts  as  you  could  not  find  to  nourish  it  in  those 
dreadful  schools  where  you  endured  so  much,  and  as  we 
women  hâve  the  privilège  of  affording  you  ? 

1  Thèse  trifles  will  influence  your  success  ;  they  pré- 
pare and  consolidate  it.  Will  it  not  be  a  form  of  spiritual 
motherhood  thus  to  create  the  System  to  which,  as  a 
man,  you  must  refer  the  various  acts  of  life,  a  mother- 
hood well  understood  by  the  son  ?  Dear  Félix,  permit 
me,  even  if  I  should  make  some  mistakes,  to  give 
our  friendship  the  seal  of  disinterestedness  that  will 
sanctify  it  ;  for  in  giving  you  up  to  the  world,  am  I  not 
forgoing  every  claim  on  you  ?  But  I  love  you  well 
enough  to  sacrifice  my  own  joys  to  your  splendid 
future. 

cFor  nearly  four  months  you  hâve  led  me  to  reflect 
strangely  on  the  laws  and  habits  that  govern  our  time. 
The  conversations  I  hâve  held  with  my  aunt,  of  which 
the  purport  must  be  given  to  you  who  hâve  taken 
her  place  ;  the  events  of  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf 's  life  as 
he  has  related  them  to  me  ;  my  father's  dicta,  familiar  as 
he  was  with  the  Court  ;  the  greatest  and  the  smallest 
facts  hâve  risen  up  in  my  mind  for  the  benefit  of  the 
adopted  son  whom  I  see  now  about  to  plunge,  almost 
i  alone,  into  the  throng  of  men  ;  about  to  find  himselfwith- 
!  out  an  adviser  in  a  country  where  many  perish  by  a  heed- 
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less  misuse  of  their  best  qualities,  and  some  succeed  by 
a  clever  use  of  their  bad  ones. 

*  Above  ail,  reflect  on  the  brief  utterance  of  my 
opinion  on  society  considered  as  a  whole — for  to  you 
a  few  words  are  enough.  Whether  social  communities 
had  a  divine  origin,  or  are  the  invention  of  man,  I  know 
not,  nor  do  I  know  which  way  they  are  going  ;  one 
thing  seems  certain,  and  that  is  :  that  they  exist.  As 
soon  as  you  accept  a  social  life  instead  of  isolation,  you 
are  bound  to  adhère  to  its  constitutional  conditions,  and 
to-morrow  a  sort  of  contract  will  be  signed  between  it 
and  you. 

*  Does  society,  as  now  constituted,  get  more  benefit 
out  of  a  man  than  it  gives  ?  I  believe  so  ;  but  if  a  man 
finds  in  it  more  burthen  than  profit,  or  if  he  purchases 
too  dearly  the  advantages  he  dérives  from  it,  thèse 
are  questions  for  the  legislator  and  not  for  the  individual. 
You  ought,  in  my  opinion,  to  obey  the  gênerai  law  in 
ail  things,  without  disputing  it,  whether  it  hurts  or 
advances  your  interest.  Simple  as  this  principle  may 
appear  to  you,  it  is  not  always  easy  of  application  ;  it  is 
like  the  sap  which  must  permeate  the  smallest  capillary 
vessels  to  give  life  to  a  tree,  to  préserve  its  verdure, 
develop  its  bloom,  and  elaborate  its  fruit  to  a  magnifi- 
cence that  excites  gênerai  admiration.  My  dear,  thèse 
laws  are  not  ail  written  in  a  book  ;  customs  also  create 
laws  ;  the  most  important  are  the  least  known  ;  there  are 
neither  professors,  nor  treatises,  nor  any  school  of  that 
law  which  guides  your  actions,  your  conversation,  your 
external  life,  and  the  way  in  which  you  must  appear  in 
the  world  and  meet  fortune.  If  you  sin  against  thèse 
unwritten  laws,  you  must  remain  at  the  bottom  of  the 
social  community  instead  of  dominating  it.  Even  though 
this  letter  should  be  full  of  echoes  of  your  own  thoughts, 
suffer  me  to  set  before  you  my  woman's  policy. 

4  To  formulate  society  by  a  theory  of  personal  happi- 
ness,  grasped  at  the  cost  of  everybody  else,  is  a  disastrous 
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doctrine  which,  strictly  worked  out,  would  lead  a  man 
to  believe  that  everything  he  secretly  appropriâtes, 
without  any  offence  discernible  by  the  law,  by  society, 
or  by  an  individual,  is  fairly  his  booty  or  his  due.  If 
this  were  the  charter,  then  a  clever  thief  would  be 
blameless,  a  wife  faithless  to  her  duties,  but  undetected, 
would  be  happy  and  good  ;  kill  a  man,  and  so  long  as 
justice  can  find  no  proofs,  if  you  hâve  thus  won  a  crown, 
like  Macbeth,  you  hâve  done  well  ;  your  own  interest 
becomes  the  suprême  law  ;  the  only  question  is  to 
navigate,  without  witnesses  or  évidence,  among  the 
obstacles  which  law  and  custom  hâve  placed  between 
you  and  your  satisfaction.  To  a  man  who  takes  this 
view  of  society,  my  friend,  the  problem  of  making 
a  fortune  is  reduced  to  playing  a  game  where  the  stakes 
are  a  million  or  the  galleys,  a  position  in  politics  or 
disgrâce.  And,  indeed,  the  green  cloth  is  not  wide 
enough  for  ail  the  players  ;  a  sort  of  genius  is  necessary 
to  calculate  a  coup. 

CI  say  nothing  of  religious  beliefs  or  feelings  ;  we  are 
concerned  merely  with  the  wheels  of  a  machine  of  iron  or 
of  gold,  andof  the  immédiate  results  which  men  look  for. 

cDear  child  of  my  heart,  if  you  share  my  horror 
of  this  criminal  theory,  society  wiil  résolve  itself  in  your 
eyes,  as  in  every  healthy  mind,  into  a  theory  of  duty. 
Yes,  men  owe  service  to  each  other  under  a  thousand 
différent  forms.  In  my  opinion,  the  duke  and  peer  has 
far  greater   duties   to   the   artisan    or    the    pauper    than 

Ithe  artisan  or  the  pauper  has  to  the  duke.  The 
obligations  laid  on  us  are  greater  in  proportion  to 
the  benefits  we  dérive  from  society,  in  accordance 
with  the  axiom — as  true  in  commerce  as  in  politics 
— that  the  burthen  of  care  is  always  in  proportion 
to  the  profits  accruing.  Each  one  pays  his  debt  in  his 
own  way.  When  our  poor  farmer  at  la  Rhétorière 
cornes  home  to  bed,  tired  out  with  his  labour,  do  you 
think  he  has  not  done  his  duty  ?     He  has  undoubtedly 
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fulfilled  it  better  than  many  a  man  in  a  high  position. 
Hence,  in  contemplating  the  world  in  which  you  désire 
a  place  suitable  to  your  intelligence  and  your  faculties, 
you  must  start  with  this  maxim  as  fundamental  prin- 
ciple — Never  allow  yourself  to  do  anything  against 
your  own  conscience,  or  against  the  public  conscience. 
Though  my  insistency  may  seem  to  you  superfluous,  I 
beseech  you — yes,  your  Henriette  beseeches  you — to 
weigh  the  full  sensé  of  thèse  two  words.  Simple  as 
they  may  seem,  they  mean,  my  dear,  that  uprightness, 
honour,  loyalty,  good  breeding  are  the  surest  and 
quickest  roads  to  fortune.  In  this  selfish  world  there 
will  be  plenty  of  people  to  tell  you  that  a  man  cannot 
get  on  by  his  feelings  ;  that  moral  considérations,  too 
tenaciously  upheld,  hamper  his  progress  ;  you  will  see 
ill-bred  men,  boorish  or  incapable  of  taking  stock  of  the 
future,  who  will  crush  a  smaller  man,  be  guilty  of  some 
rudeness  to  an  old  woman,  or  refuse  to  endure  a  few 
minutes'  boredom  from  an  old  man,  saying  they  can  be 
of  no  use;  but  later  you  will  find  thèse  men  caught  by 
the  thorns  they  hâve  neglected  to  break,  and  missing 
fortune  by  a  trifle  ;  while  another,  who  has  early  trained 
himself  to  this  theory  of  duty,  will  meet  with  no 
obstacles.  He  may  reach  the  top  more  slowly,  but  his 
position  will  be  assured,  and  he  will  stand  fîrm  when 
others  are  tottering  to  a  fall. 

'When  I  add  that  the  application  of  this  principle 
demands,  in  the  first  place,  a  knowledge  of  manners,  you 
will  fancy  perhaps  that  my  jurisprudence  smacks  of  the 
Court  and  of  the  teaching  I  brought  from  the  house  of 
the  Lenoncourts.  My  dear  friend,  I  attach  the  greatest 
importance  to  this  training,  trivial  as  it  may  seem. 
The  manners  of  the  best  company  are  quite  as  indispens- 
able as  the  varied  and  extensive  knowledge  you  already 
possess  ;  they  hâve  often  taken  its  place  !  Some  men, 
ignorant  in  fact,  but  gifted  with  mother-wit,  and  used 
to  argue   soundly    from    their    ideas,  hâve    attained   to 
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greatness  which  has  evaded  the  grasp  of  others,  their 
superiors.  I  hâve  watched  you  carefully,  Félix,  to  see 
whether  your  éducation  with  other  youths  in  various 
schools  had  spoilt  anything  in  you.  I  discerned,  with 
great  joy,  that  you  may  easily  assimilate  what  you  lack 
— little  enough,  God  knows  !  In  many  persons,  though 
brought  up  in  good  traditions,  manners  are  merely  super- 
ficial  ;  for  perfect  politeness  and  noble  manners  corne 
from  the  heart  and  a  lofty  sensé  of  personal  dignity.  This 
is  why,  in  spite  of  their  training,  some  men  of  birth  are 
of  very  bad  style,  while  others  of  humbler  rank  hâve  a 
natural  good  taste,  and  need  but  a  few  lessons  to  acquire 
the  best  manners  without  clumsy  imitation.  Take  the 
word  of  a  poor  woman  who  will  never  quit  her  valley — 
A  noble  tone,  a  gracious  simplicity  stamped  on  speech, 
action,  and  demeanour — nay,  even  on  the  détails  of  a 
house — constitute  a  sort  of  personal  poetry,  and  give  an 
irrésistible  charm  ;  judge  then  of  their  effect  when  they 
corne  from  the  heart. 

'Politeness,  dear  child,  consists  in  forgetting  yourself 
for  others  ;  with  many  people  it  is  no  more  than  a  Com- 
pany grimace  that  fails  as  soon  as  self-interest  is  rubbed 
too  hard  and  peeps  through  ;  then  a  great  man  is  ignoble. 
But  true  politeness — and  on  this  I  insist  in  you,  Félix — 
implies  a  Christian  grâce  ;  it  is  the  very  flower  of 
charity,  and  consists  in  really  forgetting  Self.  In 
memory  of  Henriette,  do  not  be  a  fountain  without 
water,  hâve  the  spirit  as  well  as  the  form.  Do  not  be 
afraid  of  finding  yourself  too  often  the  dupe  of  this 
social  virtue  ;  sooner  or  later  you  will  gather  the  harvest 
of  so  much  seed  cast  apparently  to  the  winds. 

c  My  father  remarked,  long  ago,  that  one  of  the  most 

loffensive  things  in  superficial  politeness  is  the  misuse  of 

jpromises.     When  you  are  asked  to  do  something  that  is 

mt  of  your  power,  refuse  point-blank,  and  give  no  false 

Shopes.     On  the  other  hand,  give  at  once  whatever  you 

îean  to  grant  ;  you  will  thus  be  credited  with  the  grâce 
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of  refusing  as  well  as  the  grâce  of  conferring  a  benefit — 
twofold  honesty  which  really  élevâtes  the  character.  I 
am  not  sure  that  we  do  not  earn  more  ill-will  by  a  hope 
deceived  than  good-will  by  a  favour  bestowed. 

'  Above  ail,  my  friend — for  such   little  things  are  ail 
within  my  province,  and  I  may  emphasise  the  things  I 
feel  that  I  know — be  neither  confidential,  nor  common- 
place,   nor  over-eager — three  rocks  ahead.     Too  much 
confiding  in  others  diminishes  their  respect,  the  common- 
place  is  despised,  enthusiasm  makes  us  a  prey  to  adven- 
turers.     In  the  first  place,  dear  child,  do  not  hâve  more 
than  two  or  three  friends  in  the  whole  course  of  your 
life,  and  your  confidence  is  their  right  ;  if  you  give  it 
to  many,  you  betray  them  to  each  other.     If  you  find 
yourself  more  intimate  with  some  men  than  with  others, 
be  reserved  about  yourself,  as  reserved  as  though  they 
were  some  day  to  be  your  rivais,  your  opponents,  or  your 
enemies  ;  the  chances  of  life  require  this.     Préserve  an 
attitude  neither  cold  nor  perfervid,  try  to  hit  the  médian 
line,  on  which  a  man  may  take  his  stand  without  com- 
promising  himself.     Believe  me,  a  man  of  heart  is  as  far 
from  Philinte's  feeble  amiability  as  from  Alceste's  harsh 
austerity.     The  genius  of  the  comic  poet  shines  in  the 
suggestion  of  a  happy  médium  apprehended  by  a  high- 
minded  spectator  ;   and  certainly  every  one  will  hâve  a  i 
leaning  to  the  absurdities  of  virtue  rather  than  to  the 
sovereign  contempt  that  hides  under  the  good-nature  of  i 
egoism,  but  they  will  probably  préserve  themselves  from  V 
either.       As  to    commonplace    civility,  though  it   may  ||  ( 
make  some  simpletons  pronounce  you  to  be  a  charming 
man,  those  who  are  accustomed    to  gauge   and    value  L 
human  intellects  will   estimate  your  capacity,  and  you  lr 
will    soon    be  neglected,  for   the    commonplace  is  the  >  [ 
resource  of  ail  weak  men.     Now,  weak  men  are  looked 
down  upon  by  a  world  which  regards  its  several  members  L 
merely  as  organs — and  perhaps  it  is  right  :  Nature  crushes  L 
out    every    ineffectuai    créature.     Indeed,    the    kindly 
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influence  of  women  is  perhaps  the  outcome  of  the  pleasure 
they  take  in  struggling  with  a  blind  power,  and  asserting 
the  triumph  of  the  heart's  perceptions  over  the  brute 
strength  of  matter.  But  Society,  a  stepmother  rather 
than  a  mother,  adores  the  children  who  flatter  her 
vanity. 

c  As  for  zeal,  that  first  sublime  error  of  youth  which 
finds  real  enjoyment  in  expending  its  strength,  and  so 
begins  by  being  its  own  dupe  before  it  is  duped  by 
others,  keep  it  for  the  sentiments  you  share,  keep  it  for 
woman  and  for  God.  Never  offer  such  treasures  in  the 
world's  mart,  nor  in  the  spéculations  of  politics  ;  they 
will  only  give  you  paste  for  them.  You  surely  must 
believe  the  adviser  who  enjoins  noble  conduct  on  you  in 
every  particular,  when  she  implores  you  not  to  waste 
yourselfin  vain  ;  for,  unfortunately,  men  will  esteem  you 
in  proportion  to  your  usefulness,  taking  no  account  of 
your  real  worth.  To  use  a  figure  of  speech  which  will 
abide  in  your  poetic  mind  :  A  cypher,  though  it  be  never 
so  large,  traced  in  gold  or  written  in  chalk,  will  never  be 
anything  but  a  cypher.  A  man  of  our  day  said — "  Never 
show  zeal  !  "  Zeal  verges  on  trickery,  it  leads  to  mis- 
understandings  ;  you  would  never  find  a  fervour  to  match 
your  own  in  any  one  above  you  ;  kings,  like  women, 
think  that  everything  is  due  to  them.  Sad  as  this  prin- 
ciple  may  seem,  it  is  true  ;  but  it  need  not  blight  the  soûl. 
Place  your  purest  feelings  in  some  inaccessible  spot 
where  their  flowers  may  be  passionately  admired,  where 
the  artist  may  lovingly  dream  over  the  masterpiece. 

4  Duties,  my  friend,  are  not  feelings.  To  do  what  you 
ought  is  not  to  do  what  you  please.  A  man  must  be 
ready  to  die  in  cold  blood  for  his  country,  but  may  give 

mis  life  for  a  woman  with  joy. 

cOne  of  the  most  important  rules   in  the  science  of 

jmanners  is  almost  absolute  silence  concerning  your- 
self.  Allow  yourself,  for  the  amusement  of  it,  some  day 
to  talk  about  yourself  to  some  mère  acquaintances  ;  tell 
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them  of  your  ailments,  your  pleasures,  or  your  business, 
you  will  see  indifférence  supervene  on  affected  interest  ; 
then,  when  they  are  utterly  bored,  if  the  mistress  of  the 
house  does  not  politely  check  you,  every  one  will  find  a 
élever  excuse  to  withdraw.  But  if  you  want  to  collect 
about  you  every  man's  sympathies,  to  be  regarded  as  an 
agreeable  and  witty  man,  always  pleasant,  talk  to  them  of 
themselves,  find  an  opportunity  for  bringing  them  to  the 
front — even  by  asking  questions  apparently  irrelevant  to 
the  individual.  Heads  will  bow,  lips  will  smile  at  you, 
and  when  you  hâve  left,  every  one  will  sing  your  praises. 
Your  conscience  and  the  voice  of  your  heart  will  warn 
you  of  the  limit  where  the  cowardice  of  flattery  begins, 
where  the  grâce  of  conversation  ends. 

4  One  word  more  about  talking  in  public.  My  friend, 
youth  is  always  inclined  to  a  certain  hastiness  of  judg- 
ment  which  does  it  honour,  but  which  serves  it  i  11. 
Hence  the  silence  which  used  to  be  impressed  on  the 
young,  who  went  through  an  apprenticeship  to  their 
betters,  during  which  they  studied  life  ;  for,  of  old,  the 
nobility  had  their  apprentices  as  artists  had,  pages 
attached  to  the  masters  who  maintained  them.  In  thèse 
days  young  people  hâve  a  sort  of  hothouse  training, 
sour  at  that,  which  leads  them  to  judge  severely  of 
actions,  thoughts,  and  books  ;  they  eut  rashly,  and  with 
a  new  knife.  Do  not  indulge  in  this  bad  habit.  Your 
condemnation  would  be  such  censure  as  would  hurt 
many  of  those  about  you,  and  they  would  ail  perhaps  be 
less  ready  to  forgive  a  secret  wound  than  an  offence 
given  in  public.  Young  men  are  not  indulgent,  because 
they  do  not  know  life  and  its  difficulties.  An  old  critic 
is  kind  and  mild,  a  young  critic  is  merciless,  for  he  knows 
nothing  ;  the  other  knows  ail.  And  then  there  isat  the 
back  of  every  human  action  a  labyrinth  of  determining 
causes,  of  which  God  has  reserved  to  Himself  the  right  of 
final  judgment.     Be  severe  only  to  yourself. 

*  Your  fortune  lies   before  you,   but  nobody  in  this 
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world  can  make  a  fortune  unaided.  My  father's  house 
is  open  to  you  ;  visit  there  frequently  ;  the  connections 
you  will  form  there  will  be  of  use  to  you  in  a  thousand 
ways.  But  do  not  yield  an  inch  of  ground  to  my 
mother  ;  she  crushes  those  who  bend,  and  admires  the 
spirit  of  those  who  resist  her.  She  is  like  iron  which, 
when  hammered,  can  be  welded  with  iron,  but  by  its 
mère  contact  breaks  everything  less  hard  than  itself. 
But  cultivate  my  mother's  acquaintance  ;  if  she  likes  you, 
she  will  introduce  you  to  houses  where  you  will  pick  up 
the  inévitable  knowledge  of  the  world,  the  art  oflisten- 
ing,  speaking,  replying,  coming  in,  and  going  away  ;  the 
tone  of  speech,  the  indescribable  something,  which  is 
not  superiority  any  more  than  the  coat  is  genius,  but 
without  which  the  greatest  talents  are  never  acceptable. 
I  know  you  well  enough  to  be  sure  that  I  am  not 
deluding  myself  when  I  picture  you  beforehand  just  what 
I  wish  you  to  be — simple  in  manner,  gentle  in  tone, 
proud  without  conceit,  défèrent  to  old  people,  obliging 
without  servility,  and,  above  ail,  discreet.  Use  your  wit, 
but  not  merely  to  amuse  your  company,  for  you  must 
remember  that  if  your  superiority  irritâtes  a  common- 
place  man,  he  will  be  silent  ;  but  he  will  afterwards 
speak  of  you  as  "  most  amusing,"a  word  of  scorn.  Your 
superiority  must  always  be  léonine.  Indeed,  do  not  try 
to  please  men.  In  your  intercourse  with  them  I  would 
recommend  a  coolness  verging  on  such  a  degree  of  im- 
pertinence as  cannot  offend  them  ;  every  man  respects 
those  who  look  down  on  him,  and  such  contempt  will 
win  you  the  favour  of  women,  who  value  you  in  propor- 
tiil  tion  to  your  indifférence  to  men.  Never  be  familiar 
with  persons  in  discrédit,  not  even  if  they  do  not  merit 
tbJltheir  réputation,  for  the  world  exacts  an  account  alike 
jni  of  our  friendships  and  our  aversions  ;  on  this  point  let  your 
ttjjjudgment  be  slowly  and  fully  matured,  but  irrévocable. 
4  If  men  to  whom  you  will  hâve  nothing  to  sayjustify 
your  aversion,  your  esteem  will  be  valued  ;  and  thus  you 
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will  inspire  that  unspoken  respect  which  raises  a  man 
above  his  fellows.  Thus  you  will  be  armed  with  youth 
to  attract,  grâce  to  charm,  and  prudence  to  préserve  your 
conquests.  And  ail  I  hâve  said  may  be  summed  up  in 
the  old  motto  "  Noblesse  oblige." 

1  Now  apply  thèse  principles  to  the  policy  of  business. 
You  willhear  many  men  déclare  that  craft  is  the  élément 
of  success,  that  the  way  to  push  through  the  crowd  is  by 
dividing  it  to  make  room.  My  friend,  thèse  principles 
held  good  in  the  dark  âges,  when  princes  had  to  use  rival 
forces  to  destroy  each  other  ;  but  in  thèse  days  every- 
thing  is  open  to  the  day,  and  such  a  System  would  serve 
you  very  ill.  Yon  will  always  meet  men  face  to  face  ; 
either  an  honest  gentleman,  or  a  treacherous  foe,  a  man 
whose  weapons  are  calumny,  slander,  and  dishonesty. 
Well,  understand  that  against  him  you  hâve  no  better 
ally  than  himself;  he  is  his  own  enemy  ;  you  can  fight 
him  with  the  weapons  of  loyalty  ;  sooner  or  later  he  will 
be  despised.  As  to  the  first,  your  own  frankness  will 
conciliate  his  esteem  ;  and  when  your  interests  are 
reconciled — for  everything  can  be  arranged — he  will  be 
of  service  to  you.  Do  not  be  afraid  of  making  enemies  ; 
woe  to  him  who  has  none  in  the  world  you  will  move 
in  !  But  try  never  to  give  a  handle  to  ridicule  or 
discrédit.  I  say  try,  for  in  Paris  a  man  is  not  always 
free  to  act  ;  he  is  liable  to  inévitable  circumstances  ;  you 
cannot  escape  mud  from  the  gutter,  nor  a  falling  tile. 
There  are  gutters  in  the  moral  world,  and  those  who 
fall  try  to  splash  nobler  men  with  the  mud  in  which  they 
are  drowning.  But  you  can  always  command  respect 
by  showing  yourself  invariably  relentless  in  your  final 
décision. 

4  In  this  conflict  of  ambitions,  and  amid  thèse  tangled 
difficulties,  always  go  straight  to  the  point;  resolutely 
attack  the  question,  and  never  fight  more  than  one  point 
with  ail  your  strength.  You  know  how  Monsieur  de 
Mortsauf  hated  Napoléon  ;  he  persistently  cursed  him, 
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he  watched  him  as  the  police  watch  a  criminal,  every 
evening  he  called  out  on  him  for  the  Duc  d'Enghien's 
death — the  only  disaster,  the  only  death  that  ever  wrung 
tears  from  him;  well,  he  admired  him  as  the  boldest  of 
leaders,  and  often  expatiated  on  his  tactics.  Cannot  a 
similar  strategy  be  applied  in  the  war  of  interests  ?  It 
would  économise  time,  as  Napoleon's  economised  men  and 
space.  Think  this  over,  for  a  woman  is  often  mistaken 
about  such  things,  judging  only  by  feeling  and  instinct. 

4  On  one  point  I  may  confidently  insist  :  ail  trickery 
and  craft  is  certain  to  be  detected,  and  does  harm  in  the 
end,  whereas  every  crisis  seems  to  me  less  perilous  when 
a  man  takes  his  stand  on  plain-dealing.  If  I  may  quote 
myself  as  an  example,  I  may  tell  you  that  at  Cloche- 
gourde,  forced  by  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf's  temper  to  be 
on  my  guard  against  any  litigation,  and  to  hâve  every 
question  settled  at  once  by  arbitration,  lest  it  should 
become  a  sort  of  illness  to  him  which  he  would  enjoy 
giving  himself  up  to,  I  hâve  always  settled  matters  myself 
by  going  straight  to  the  point  and  saying  to  my  opponent, 
"  Untie  the  knot  or  eut  it." 

'  You  will  often  find  yourself  of  use  to  others,  doing 
them  some  service,  and  getting  small  thanks  ;  but  do  not 
imitate  those  who  complain,  and  déclare  that  they  hâve 
met  with  nothing  but  ingratitude.  Is  not  that  putting 
oneself  on  a  pedestal  ?  And  is  it  not  rather  silly  to 
confess  one's  scant  knowledge  of  the  world  ?  And  do 
you  do  good  as  an  usurer  lends  money  ?  Will  you  not 
do  it  for  its  own  sake  ?  Noblesse  oblige  !  At  the  same 
time,  do  not  render  men  such  service  as  compels  them 
to  be  ungrateful,  for  then  they  will  become  your  im- 
placable enemies  ;  there  is  a  despair  of  obligation  as  there 
is  a  despair  of  ruin,  which  gives  incalculable  strength. 
On  the  other  hand,  açcept  as  little  as  you  can.  Do  not 
llbecome  the  vassal  of  any  living  soûl  ;  dépend  on  your- 
elf  alone. 

1 1    can    only  advise,    dear  friend,    as    to    the    minor 
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matters  of  life.  In  the  political  world  everything  has  a 
différent  aspect,  the  rules  that  guide  your  personal  con- 
duct  must  bow  to  higher  interests.  But  if  you  should 
reach  the  sphère  in  which  great  men  hâve  their  being, 
you,  like  God,  will  be  sole  judge  of  your  décisions.  You 
will  be  more  than  a  man,  you  will  be  the  embodiment 
of  the  law  ;  you  will  be  more  than  an  individual,  you 
will  represent  the  nation  incarnate.  But  though  you 
will  judge,  you  will  also  be  judged.  In  later  times 
you  will  be  called  to  appear  before  the  Ages,  and  you 
know  history  well  enough  to  appreciate  what  the  feelings 
and  deeds  are  which  lead  to  true  greatness. 

1 1  now  corne  to  the  serious  point — your  conduct  to 
women.  In  the  drawing-rooms  where  you  will  visit 
make  it  a  law  to  yourself  never  to  squander  yourself  by 
indulging  in  the  trivialities  of  flirtation.  One  of  the 
men  of  the  last  century,  who  was  in  every  way  most 
successful,  made  it  a  practice  never  to  dévote  himself 
but  to  one  lady  in  an  evening,  and  to  sélect  those  who 
seemed  forlorn.  That  man,  my  dear  boy,  was  suprême 
in  his  day.  He  had  shrewdly  calculated  that  in  due 
time  he  would  be  persistently  praised  by  everybody. 
Most  young  men  lose  their  most  precious  possession, 
the  time,  namely,  which  is  needful  for  making  the  connec- 
tions which  are  half  of  social  life.  While  they  are 
intrinsically  attractive  they  would  hâve  little  to  do  to 
attach  others  to  their  interests  ;  but  that  springtime  is 
brief — make  the  most  of  it.  Cultivate  the  society  of 
influential  women.  Influential  women  are  old  women  ; 
they  will  inform  you  as  to  the  alliances  and  secrets  of 
every  family,  and  show  you  the  cross-roads  that  may 
take  you  quickly  to  the  goal.  They  will  be  really  fond 
of  you  ;  patronage  is  their  last  passion  when  they  are  not 
bigots  ;  they  will  be  of  invaluable  service,  they  will  speak 
well  of  you,  and  make  other  people  want  to  know  you. 

1  Avoid  young  women  !  Do  not  think  that  there  is 
the  least  personal  animus  in  this  advice.     The  woman 
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of  fifty  will  do  everything  for  you,  the  woman  of 
twenty,  nothing;  she  will  demand  your  whole  life  ;  the 
elder  woman  will  only  ask  for  a  moment,  a  little  atten- 
tion. Jest  with  young  women,  take  them  very  lightly, 
they  are  incapable  of  a  serious  thought.  Young 
women,  my  dear,  are  selfish,  petty,  incapable  of  true 
friendship  ;  they  only  love  themselves,  and  would  sacrifice 
you  for  a  success.  Besides,  they  will  require  your  full 
dévotion,  and  your  position  will  need  the  dévotion  of 
others — two  irreconcilable  propositions.  No  young 
women  will  understand  your  interests  ;  they  will  always 
be  thinking  of  themselves,  not  of  you,  and  do  you  more 
harm  by  their  vanity  than  good  by  their  attachment  ; 
they  will  unhesitatingly  appropriate  your  time  ;  they  will 
mar  your  fortune,  and  ruin  you  with  the  best  grâce  in 
the  world.  If  you  complain,  the  silliest  of  them  ail  can 
argue  that  her  glove  is  worth  the  universe,  that  nothing 
can  be  more  glorious  than  her  service.  They  will  ail 
tell  you  that  they  can  give  you  happiness,  and  so  make 
you  forget  your  high  destiny.  The  happiness  they  give 
is  variable  ;  your  future  greatness  is  certain. 

'You  do  not  know  with  what  perfidious  art  they  go 
about  to  gratify  their  caprices,  to  make  a  transient  liking 
appear  as  a  passion  begun  on  earth  to  be  eternal  in 
heaven.  When  they  throw  you  over,  they  will  tell  you 
that  the  words,  "  I  love  you  no  longer,"  justify  their 
désertion,  as  the  words,  "  I  love  you,"  justified  their  love 
— love  that  is  irresponsible.  My  dear,  the  doctrine  is 
absurd.  Believe  me,  true  love  is  eternal,  infinité,  always 
the  same  ;  equable  and  pure  without  véhément  out- 
breaks  ;  it  is  found  under  white  hairs  when  the  heart  is 
still  young.  Nothing  of  the  kind  is  to  be  found  in 
women  of  fashion  ;  they  only  act  the  part. 

'  This  one  will  interest  you  by  her  sorrows,  and  seem 
the  sweetest  and  least  exacting  of  her  sex  ;  but  when  she 
has  made  herself  necessary,  she  will  gradually  domineer 
over  you  and  make  you  do  her  bidding  ;  you  will  wish  to 
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be  a  diplomate,  to  go  and  corne,  to  study  men,  interests, 
and  foreign  lands. — No,  you  must  stay  in  Paris  or  at  her 
country-house,  she  will  ingeniously  tie  you  to  her  apron- 
string,  and  the  more  devoted  you  are  the  less  grateful 
will  she  be.  That  one  will  try  to  engage  you  by  her 
submissiveness  ;  she  would  be  your  page  and  follow  you 
romantically  to  the  ends  of  the  earth  ;  she  would  com- 
promise herself  for  your  sake — and  hang  like  a  stone 
round  your  neck.  Thus  one  day  you  will  be  drowned, 
but  she  will  corne  to  the  top. 

1  The  least  crafty  of  their  sex  hâve  endless  snares  ;  the 
stupidest  triumph  by  exciting  no  suspicions  ;  the  least 
dangerous  of  them  ail  would  be  an  audacious  flirt  who 
would  fall  in  love  with  you,  hardly  knowing  why,  who 
would  désert  you  without  reason,  and  take  you  up  again 
out  of  vanity.  But  they  will  ail  do  you  a  mischief  sooner 
or  later.  Every  young  woman  who  goes  into  the  world 
and  lives  on  pleasure  and  the  triumphs  of  vanity  is  half 
corrupt,  and  will  corrupt  you. 

*  That  is  not  the  chaste,  méditative  being  in  whose 
heart  you  may  reign  for  ever.  Nay,  the  woman  who 
loves  you  will  dwell  in  solitude,  her  highest  festivals  will 
be  your  looks,  and  she  will  feed  on  your  words.  Then 
let  that  woman  be  ail  the  world  to  you,  for  you  are  ail  in 
ail  to  her  ;  love  her  truly,  give  her  no  pain,  no  rival,  do 
not  torture  her  jealousy.  To  be  loved,  my  dear,  and 
understood  is  the  highest  happiness,  I  only  wish  that  you 
may  know  it  ;  but  do  not  compromise  the  first  bloom  of 
your  soûl  ;  be  very  sure  of  the  heart  to  which  you  give 
your  affections.  That  woman  must  never  be  herself, 
never  think  of  herself,  but  of  you  alone  ;  she  will  never 
contradict  you,  she  will  not  listen  to  her  own  interests  ; 
she  will  scent  danger  for  you  when  you  do  not  suspect  it, 
and  forget  her  own  ;  if  she  suffers,  she  will  endure  with- 
out complaining  ;  she  will  hâve  no  personal  vanity,  but 
she  will  respect  what  you  love  in  her.  Return  such  love 
with  even  greater  love. 
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1  And  if  you  should  be  so  happy  as  to  find,  what  your 
poor  friend  hère  can  never  hâve,  an  affection  equally 
inspired  and  equally  felt,  however  perfect  that  love  may 
be,  remember  still  that  in  a  valley  there  lives  for  you  a 
mother  whose  heart  is  so  deeply  mined  by  the  feeling 
with  which  you  fill  it,  that  you  can  never  reach  the 
bottom  of  it. 

*  Yes,  you  can  never  know  the  extent  of  the  affection 
I  bear  you  :  for  it  to  show  its  full  extent  you  would  hâve 
had  to  be  bereft  of  your  noble  intellect  ;  you  cannot 
thinlc  how  far  my  dévotion  would  hâve  carried  me  then. 
Do  you  doubt  me  when  I  bid  you  avoid  young  women, 
who  are  ail  more  or  less  superficial,  sarcastic,  vain, 
frivolous,  and  wasteful,  and  attach  yourself  to  important 
dowagers,  full  of  sensé,  as  my  aunt  was,  who  will  do 
you  good  service,  who  will  défend  you  against  secret 
calumny  by  quashing  it,  who  will  speak  of  you  in  terms 
you  cannot  use  in  speaking  of  yourself?  After  ail,  am 
I  not  generous  when  I  bid  you  reserve  your  worship  for 
the  pure-hearted  angel  to  corne  ?  If  the  words  Noblesse 
oblige  include  a  great  part  of  my  first  injunctions,  my 
advice  as  to  your  dealings  with  women  may  also  be 
summed  up  in  this  chivalrous  motto,  'Les  servir  toutes^ 
n'en  aimer  qu'une''  (Serve  ail,  love  but  one). 

c  Your  learning  is  vast  ;  your  heart,  preserved  by 
suffering,  is  still  unspotted,  ail  is  fair  and  good  in  you  : 
then  Will  !  Your  whole  future  lies  in  this  one  word, 
the  watchword  of  great  men.  You  will  obey  your 
Henriette,  my  child,  will  you  not,  and  allow  her  still  to 
tell  you  what  she  thinks  of  you  and  your  doings  in  the 
world  ?  I  hâve  a  "  mind's  eye  "  which  can  foresee  the 
future  for  you,  as  for  my  children  ;  then  let  me  make 
use  of  the  faculty  for  your  benefit  ;  it  is  a  mysterious 
gift  which  has  brought  peace  into  my  life  ;  and  which, 
far  from  waning,  grows  stronger  in  solitude  and 
|  silence. 

1  In  return,  I  ask  you  to  give  me  a  great  joy  ;  I  want 
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to  see  you  growing  great  among  men  without  having  to 
frown  over  one  of  your  successes  ;  I  want  you  very  soon 
to  raise  your  fortune  to  a  level  with  your  name,  and  to 
be  able  to  tell  me  that  I  hâve  contributed  something 
more  than  a  wish  to  your  advancement.  This  secret 
co-operation  is  the  only  pleasure  I  can  allow  myself.  I 
can  wait. 

1 1  do  not  say  farewell.  We  are  divided,  you  cannot 
press  my  hand  to  your  lips  ;  but  you  must  surely  hâve 
understood  the  place  you  fill  in  the  heart  of  your 

'  Henriette.' 

As  I  finished  reading  this  letter,  I  seemed  to  feel  a 
motherly  heart  throbbing  beneath  my  fingers  at  the 
moment  when  I  was  still  frozen  by  my  mother's  stern 
réception.  I  could  guess  why  the  Countess  had  for- 
bidden  me  to  read  this  letter  so  long  as  I  was  in  Touraine  ; 
she  had  feared,  no  doubt,  to  see  me  fall  with  my  head  at 
her  feet,  and  to  feel  them  wetted  by  my  tears. 

At  last  I  made  the  acquaintance  of  my  brother  Charles, 
who  had  hitherto  been  a  stranger  to  me  ;  but  he  showed 
such  arrogance  in  our  most  trifling  intercourse  as  held  us 
too  far  apart  for  us  to  care  for  each  other  as  brothers. 
Ail  kindly  feeling  is  based  on  equality  of  mind,  and  there 
was  no  point  of  contact  between  us.  He  lectured  me 
solemnly  on  various  trivial  détails  which  the  mind  or  the 
heart  knows  by  instinct  ;  he  always  seemed  distrustful  of 
me  ;  if  my  love  had  not  been  to  me  as  a  corner-stone,  he 
might  hâve  made  me  awkward  and  stupid  by  seeming  to 
think  that  I  knew  nothing.  He,  nevertheless,  introduced 
me  into  society,  where  my  rusticity  was  to  be  a  foil  to 
his  accomplishment.  But  for  the  woes  of  my  childhood, 
I  might  hâve  taken  his  patronising  vanity  for  brotherly 
affection  ;  but  mental  isolation  produces  the  same  effects 
as  earthly  solitude  :  the  silence  allows  us  to  discern  the 
faintest  écho,  and  the  habit  of  relying  on  oneself  develops 
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a  sensitiveness  so  délicate  that  it  vibrâtes  to  the  lightest 
touch  of  the  affections  that  concern  us. 

Before  knowing  Madame  de  Mortsauf  a  stern  look 
hurt  me,  the  tone  of  a  rough  word  went  to  my  heart  ;  I 
groaned  over  it,  though  I  knew  nothing  of  the  gentler 
life  of  caresses.  Whereas,  on  my  return  from  Cloche- 
gourde,  I  could  draw  comparisons  which  gave  complete- 
ness  to  my  prématuré  knowledge.  Observation  based  on 
mère  suffering  is  incomplète.  Happiness  has  its  lights 
too.  But  I  allowed  myself  to  be  crushed  under 
Charles's  superiority  as  my  elder,  ail  the  more  readily 
because  I  was  not  his  dupe. 

I  went  alone  to  the  Duchesse  de  Lenoncourt's  house, 
and  heard  no  mention  made  of  Henriette  ;  no  one  but 
the  good  old  Duke,  who  was  simplicity  itself,  ever  spoke 
of  her  ;  but,  from  the  réception  he  gave  me,  I  guessed 
that  his  daughter  had  secretly  recommended  me. 

Hardly  had  I  begun  to  get  over  the  loutish  surprise 
which  a  first  sight  of  the  great  world  produces  in  every 
tiro,  when,  just  as  I  was  getting  a  glimpse  of  the 
resources  it  has  for  ambitious  men,  and  thinking  of  the 
joy  of  practising  Henriette's  axioms,  while  recognising 
their  entire  truth,  the  events  of  the  twentieth  of  March 
supervened.  My  brother  accompanied  the  Court  to 
Ghent,  and  1,  by  the  Countess's  advice — for  I  kept  up  a 
correspondence  with  her,  fréquent  on  my  side  only — I 
also  went  thither  with  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt.  His 
habituai  benevolence  became  a  sincère  désire  to  help  me 
when  he  found  that  I  was  devoted  head,  heart,  and  hands 
to  the  Bourbons;  he  presented  me  to  His  Majesty. 

The  courtiers  of  disaster  are  few.  Youth  has  artless 
enthusiasms  and  disinterested  fidelity  ;  the  King  was  a 
judge  of  men  ;  what  would  hâve  passed  unnoticed  at  the 
Tuileries  was  conspicuous  at  Ghent,  and  I  was  so  happv 
as  to  find  favour  with  Louis  xviii. 

A  letter  from  Madame  de  Mortsauf  to  her  father, 
brought  with  some   despatches   by  an  emissary  of  the 
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Vendéens,  contained  a  scrap  for  me,  informing  me  that 
Jacques  was  ill.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  in  despair  alike 
at  his  son's  frail  health,  and  at  a  second  émigration  of 
the  Sovereign,  in  which  he  had  no  part,  had  added  a  few 
lines  that  enabled  me  to  imagine  my  dear  lady's  situa- 
tion. Fretted  by  him,  no  doubt,  for  spending  ail  her 
time  by  Jacques'  bedside,  getting  no  rest  day  or  night, 
scorning  such  vexations  but  incapable  of  controlling 
herself  when  she  was  expending  herself  wholly  in 
nursing  her  child,  Henriette  must  be  needing  the  sup- 
port of  a  friendship  that  had  made  life  less  burthensome 
to  her,  if  it  were  only  by  amusing  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf. 
Several  times  already  I  had  got  the  Count  out  for  a  walk 
when  he  was  threatening  to  worry  her — an  innocent 
trick  of  which  the  success  had  earned  me  some  of  those 
looks  expressing  passionate  gratitude,  and  in  which  love 
reads  a  promise.  Though  I  was  eager  to  follow  in  the 
footsteps  of  my  brother  Charles,  recently  sent  to  the 
Congress  at  Vienna  ;  though,  at  the  risk  of  my  life  even, 
I  longed  to  justify  Henriette's  prédictions  and  free 
myself  from  being  his  vassal,  my  ambition,  my  désire  for 
independence,  my  interests,  which  bid  me  remain  with 
the  King,  ail  paled  before  Madame  de  Mortsauf's  heart- 
stricken  image.  I  decïded  on  leaving  the  Court  at  Ghent, 
and  on  going  to  serve  my  true  sovereign. 

God  rewarded  me.  The  messenger  sent  out  by  the 
Vendéens  could  not  return  to  France  ;  the  King  wanted 
a  man  who  would  dévote  himself  to  be  the  bearer  of  his 
instructions.  The  Duc  de  Lenoncourt  knew  that  His 
Majesty  would  not  overlook  the  man  who  should  under- 
take  this  perilous  task  ;  without  consulting  me,  he 
obtained  it  for  me,  and  I  accepted  it,only  too  glad  to  beable 
to  return  to  Clochegourde  while  serving  the  good  cause. 

Thus,  after  having  an  audience  of  the  King,  at  one- 
and-twenty,  I  returned  to  France,  where,  either  in 
Paris  or  in  la  Vendée,  I  was  to  be  so  happy  as  to  do  His 
Majesty's   bidding.       By   the  end   of  May,   being    the 
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object  of  pursuit  to  the  Bonapartists  who  were  on  my 
track,  I  was  obliged  to  fly  ;  affecting  to  make  my  way 
homewards,  I  went  on  foot  from  place  to  place,  from 
wood  to  wood,  across  Upper  Vendée,  the  Bocage,  and 
Poitou,  changing  my  route  as  circumstances  required. 

I  thus  reached  Saumur  ;  from  Saumur  I  went  to 
Chinon,  and  from  Chinon,  in  a  single  night,  I  arrived  in 
the  woods  of  Neuil,  where  I  met  the  Count,  on  horse- 
back,  on  a  common  ;  he  took  me  up  behind  him  and 
carried  me  home,  without  our  meeting  a  soûl  who  could 
recognise  me. 

'Jacques  is  better,'  was  his  first  speech. 

I  explained  to  him  my  position  as  a  diplomatie 
infantry-man,  hunted  like  a  wild  animal,  and  the 
gentleman  rose  up  in  him,  in  arms  to  dispute  with 
Chessel  the  risk  of  harbouring  me. 

When  I  saw  Clochegourde  I  felt  as  if  the  eight  past 
months  were  but  a  dream.  The  Count  said  to  his 
wife  as  we  entered,  c  Guess  who  is  corne  with  me  ! — 
Félix.' 

cIs  it  possible  ?  '  she  said,  her  arms  hanging  limp,  and 
looking  quite  amazed. 

I  came  in  ;  we  stood,  both  immovable,  she  riveted  to 
her  seat,  I  on  the  threshold,  gazing  at  each  other  with 
the  fixed  avidity  of  two  lovers  who  want  to  make  up 
in  one  look  for  lost  time.  But  she,  ashamed  of  her 
surprise,  which  laid  her  heart  bare,  rose,  and  I  went 
forward. 

I I  hâve  prayed  much  for  you,'  said  she,  holding  out 
her  hand  for  me  to  kiss. 

She  asked  for  news  of  her  father  ;  then,  understanding 
my  fatigue,  she  went  to  arrange  a  room  for  me,  while 
the  Count  had  some  food  brought,  for  I  was  dying  of 
hunger.  My  room  was  over  hers,  that  which  had  been 
her  aunt's  ;  she  left  me  to  be  taken  to  it  by  the  Count, 
after  setting  foot  on  the  bottom  step  of  the  stairs,  con- 
sidering  no  doubt  whether  she  should  show  me  the  way 
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herself;  I  turned  round,  she  coloured,  wished  me  a 
sound  nap,  and  hastily  withdrew.  When  I  came  down 
to  dinner  I  heard  of  the  defeat  at  Waterloo,  of  Napoleon's 
flight,  the  march  of  the  allies  on  Paris,  and  the  probable 
return  of  the  Bourbons.  To  the  Count  thèse  events 
were  everything  ;   to  us  they  were  nothing. 

Do  you  know  what  the  greatest  news  was  after  I 
had  greeted  the  children,  for  I  will  say  nothing  of  my 
alarm  on  seeing  how  pale  and  thin  the  Countess  was  ?  I 
knew  the  dismay  I  might  produce  by  a  gesture  of 
surprise,  and  expressed  nothing  but  pleasure  at  seeing 
her. — The  great  news  for  us  was,  '  You  will  hâve  some 
ice. 

She  had  often  been  annoyed  last  year  because  she  had 
no  water  cold  enough  for  me  ;  for,  drinking  nothing 
else,  I  liked  it  iced.  God  knows  what  it  had  cost  her 
in  importunities  to  hâve  an  ice-house  built.  You, 
better  than  any  one,  know  that  love  is  satisfied  with  a 
word,  a  look,  a  tone  of  voice,  an  attention  apparently 
most  trifling  ;  its  highest  privilège  is  to  be  its  own 
évidence.  Well,  this  word,  with  her  look  and  her 
pleasure,  revealed  to  me  the  extent  of  her  sentiments,  as 
I  had  formerly  shown  her  mine  by  my  conduct  over  the 
backgammon. 

But  there  was  no  end  to  the  artless  proofs  of  her 
tenderness.  By  the  seventh  day  after  my  arrivai  she 
was  quite  herself  again  ;  she  was  sparkling  with  health, 
glee,  and  youth  ;  I  found  my  beloved  Lily  more  beautiful, 
more  fully  developed,  just  as  I  found  ail  my  heart's 
treasures  increased.  Is  it  not  a  narrow  soûl  only,  or  a 
vulgar  heart,  which  finds  that  absence  diminishes  feeling, 
effaces  the  impression  of  the  soûl,  and  détériorâtes  the 
beauty  of  the  person  beloved  ?  To  an  ardent  imagina- 
tion, to  those  beings  in  whom  enthusiasm  flows  in  their 
blood,  dying  it  with  a  fresher  purple,  and  in  whom 
passion  takes  on  the  form  of  constancy,  has  not  absence 
such  an  effect  as  the  torments  which  fortified  the  faith 
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of  early  Christians  and  made  God  visible  to  them  ?  Are 
there  not,  in  a  heart  full  of  love,  certain  undying  hopes 
which  give  a  higher  value  to  the  image  we  désire  by 
showing  it  in  glimpses  tinged  by  the  glow  of  dreams  ? 
Can  we  not  feel  such  promptings  as  lend  the  beauty  of 
an  idéal  to  those  adored  features  by  informing  them 
with  thought  ?  The  past,  remembered  bit  by  bit,  is 
magnified  ;  the  future  is  furnished  with  hopes.  Between 
two  hearts  overcharged  with  such  electric  tension,  the 
first  interview  is  then  like  a  beneficent  storm  which 
revives  the  earth  and  fertilises  it,  while  shedding  on  it  the 
flashing  gleams  of  the  lightning.  How  much  exquisite 
pleasure  I  tasted  in  finding  that  in  us  thèse  thoughts, 
thèse  expériences  were  reciprocal  !  With  what  rapture 
did  I  watch  the  growth  of  happiness  in  Henriette  ! 

A  woman  who  resuscitates  under  the  eyes  of  the  man 
she  loves  gives  a  greater  proof  of  feeling  perhaps  than 
one  who  dies,  killed  by  a  suspicion,  or  withered  on  the 
stem  for  lack  of  nutrition.  Which  of  the  two  is  the  more 
pathetic  I  cannot  tell.  Madame  de  Mortsauf's  revival 
was  as  natural  as  the  effect  of  the  month  of  May  on  the 
meadows,  or  of  sunshine  and  shower  on  drooping  plants. 
Like  our  Vale  of  Love,  Henriette  had  gone  through  her 
winter  ;   like  it,  she  was  born  anew  with  the  spring. 

Before  dinner  we  went  down  to  our  beloved  terrace. 
There,  as  she  stroked  the  head  of  her  poor  child,  weaker 
now  than  I  had  ever  seen  him,  while  he  walked  by  her 
side  in  silence  as  though  he  were  sickening  for  some 
disease,  she  told  me  of  the  nights  she  had  spent  by  his 
sick-bed.  For  those  three  months,  she  said,  she  had 
lived  exclusively  in  herself  ;  she  had  dwelt,  as  it  were,  in 
a  gloomy  palace,  dreading  to  enter  the  rooms  where  lights 
were  blazing,  where  banquets  were  given  that  were 
forbidden  to  her  ;  she  had  stood  at  the  open  door  with 
one  eye  on  her  child,  and  the  other  on  a  vague  face,  with 
one  ear  listening  to  sorrow,  and  the  other  hearing  a 
voice.     She  spoke  in  poems,  suggested  by  solitude,  such 
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as  no  poet  has  ever  written  ;  and  ail  quite  simply,  with- 
out  knowing  that  there  might  be  the  slightest  trace  of 
love  or  taint  of  voluptuous  thought,  or  of  Oriental 
sweetness  like  a  rose  of  Frangistan.  When  the  Count 
joined  us  she  went  on  in  the  same  tone,  as  a  wife  proud 
of  herself,  who  can  look  her  husband  boldly  in  the  face, 
and  kiss  her  son's  brow  without  a  blush. 

She  had  prayed  much,  holding  her  clasped  hands  over 
Jacques  for  whole  nights,  willing  that  he  should  not 
die. 

'  I  went  up  to  the  gâtes  of  the  sanctuary,'  said  she,  c  to 
ask  his  life  of  God.' 

And  she  had  seen  visions  ;  she  repeated  them  to  me  ; 
but  when  she  presently  said  in  her  angel's  voice  thèse 
wonderful  words,  '  When  I  slept,  my  heart  kept  watch!  ' 
— i  That  is  to  say,  you  were  almost  crazy,'  said  the  Count, 
interrupting  her. 

She  was  silenced,  as  if  this  was  the  first  blow  she  had 
ever  had,  as  if  she  had  forgotten  that  for  thirteen  years 
this  man  had  never  failed  to  ai  m  an  arrow  at  her  heart. 
Like  a  glorious  bird,  she  was  stayed  in  her  flight  by  this 
clumsy  bullet  ;  she  fell  into  a  mood  of  dull  déjection. 

4  Dear  me,  Monsieur,'  said  she,  after  a  pause,  '  will 
nothing  I  say  ever  find  favour  before  the  bar  of  your 
wit  ?  Will  you  never  hâve  pity  on  my  weakness,  nor 
any  sympathy  with  my  womanly  fancies  ?  ' 

She  paused.  This  angel  already  repented  of  having 
murmured,  and  sounded  the  past  and  the  future  alike  at 
a  glance.  Could  she  be  understood,  had  she  not  pro- 
voked  some  virulent  retort  ?  The  blue  veins  throbbed 
strongly  in  her  temples  ;  she  shed  no  tears,  but  her  green 
eyes  lost  their  colour  ;  then  she  looked  down  to  the 
ground  to  avoid  seeing  in  mine  the  exaggeration  of  , 
her  sufFering,  her  own  feelings  guessed  by  me,  her  soûl 
cherished  in  mine,  and,above  ail,  the  sympathy, crimsoned 
by  young  love,  that  was  ready,  like  a  faithful  dog,  to  fly 
at   any    one    who    should    offend    his   mistress  without 
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measuring  the  force  or  the  dignity  of  the  foe.  At 
such  a  moment  the  airs  of  superiority  assumed  by  the 
Count  were  a  thing  to  see  ;  he  fancied  he  had  triumphed 
over  his  wife,  and  battered  her  with  a  hailstorm  of  words, 
reiterating  the  same  idea  again  and  again,  like  the  blows 
of  an  axe  repeating  the  same  sound. 

4  So  he  is  the  same  as  ever  ?  '  I  said  when  the  Count 
left  us,  called  away  by  the  stableman  who  came  to  fetch 
him. 

'  Always  !  '  replied  Jacques. 

'Always  most  kind,  my  boy,'  said  she  to  Jacques, 
trying  to  screen  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  from  the  criti- 
cism  of  his  children.  *  You  see  the  présent,  you  know 
nothing  of  the  past  ;  you  cannot  judge  of  your  father 
without  some  injustice  ;  and  even  if  you  were  so 
unhappy  as  to  see  your  father  in  the  wrong,  the  honour 
of  the  family  would  require  you  to  bury  such  secrets  in 
the  deepest  silence.' 

c  How  are  the  improvements  going  on  at  la  Cassine 
d  la  Rhétorière  ?  '  I  asked,  to  turn  her  mind  from  thèse 
itter  reflections. 

£Beyond    my    hopes,'    she    replied.      c  The    buildings 
eing  finished,  we  found  two  capital  farmers,  who  took 
ne  at  a  rent  of  four  thousand  five  hundred  francs,  we 
aying  the  taxes,  and  the  other  at  five  thousand  ;  the 
ases  for  flfteen  years.     We  hâve  already  planted  three 
ousand  young  trees  on  the  two  new  farms.     Manette's 
ousin  is  delighted  with  la  Rabelaye  ;  Martineau  has  la 
aude.     The  return  on  the  four  farms  is  chiefly  in  hay 
d  wood,  and  they  do  not  fatten  the  soil,  as  some  dis- 
onest    farmers   do,   with  the  manure  intended  for  the 
able  land.     So  our  efforts  are  crowned  with  complète 
ccess.      Clochegourde,  apart  from  what  we  call   the 
me  farm,  from  our  woods  and  the  vineyards,  brings 
nineteen  thousand  francs,  and  the  plantations  will  in 
t'me  yield  us  an  annuity.    I  am  struggling  now  to  get  the 
pme    farm    placed  in  the  hands  of  our   keeper,    Mar- 

L 
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tineau,  whose  place  could  be  filled  by  his  son.  He  offers 
a  rental  of  three  thousand  francs  if  Monsieur  de  Mort- 
sauf  will  only  build  him  a  house  at  la  Commanderie. 
We  could  then  clear  the  approach  to  Clochegourde, 
finish  the  proposed  avenue  to  the  Chinon  road,  and  hâve 
nothing  in  our  own  hands  but  the  wood  and  the  vine- 
yards.  If  the  King  returns,  we  shall  hâve  our  pension 
again,  and  we  shall  accept  it  after  a  few  days'  contest  with 
our  wife's  common  sensé  !  Thus  Jacques'  fortune  will 
be  perfectly  secure.  When  we  hâve  achieved  this 
resuit,  I  shall  leave  it  to  Monsieur  to  save  for  Made- 
leine, and  the  King  will  endow  her  too,  as  is  customary. 
My  conscience  is  at  peace,  my  taslc  is  nearly  done. — 
And  you  ?  '  she  aslced. 

I  explained  my  mission,  and  showed  her  how  wise  and 
fruitful  her  advice  had  been.  Had  she  been  gifted  with 
second  sight  to  foresee  events  so  accurately  ? 

c  Did  I  not  say  so  in  my  letter  ?  '  replied  she.  '  But  it 
is  only  for  you  that  I  can  exercise  that  strange  faculty, 
of  which  I  hâve  spoken  to  no  one  but  Monsieur  de  la 
Berge,  my  director  ;  he  explains  it  by  divine  intervention. 
Often,  after  any  deep  méditation  to  which  my  fears  for 
the  children  hâve  given  rise,  my  eyes  used  to  close  to  the 
things  of  this  world  and  awake  to  another  realm.  When 
I  saw  Jacques  and  Madeleine  as  luminous  figures,  they 
were  well  for  some  little  time;  when  I  saw  them 
wrapped  in  mist,  they  soon  after  fell  ill.  As  for  you, 
not  only  do  I  always  see  you  radiant,  but  I  hear  a  soft 
voice  telling  me  what  you  ought  to  do — without  words, 
by  spiritual  communication.  By  what  law  is  it  that 
I  can  use  this  marvellous  faculty  only  for  my  children's 
behoof  and  yours  ?  '  she  went  on,  becoming  thoughtful. 
c  Is  it  that  God  means  to  be  a  father  to  them  ?  '  she 
added,  after  a  pause. 

c  Allow  me  to  believe  that  I  obey  you  alone,' 
said  I. 

She  gave   me  one  of  those   whole-hearted,   gracious 
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smiles  which  so  intoxicated  my  soûl  that  I  should  not  in 
such  a  moment  hâve  felt  a  death-blow. 

'As  soon  as  the  King  reaches  Paris,  go  there,  leave 
Clochegourde,'  she  said.  '  Degrading  as  it  is  to  sue  for 
place  and  favour,  it  is,  on  the  other  hand,  ridiculous  not 
to  be  at  hand  to  accept  them.  There  will  be  great 
changes.  The  King  will  need  capable  and  trustworthy 
men  ;  do  not  fail  him.  You  will  find  yourself  in  office 
while  still  young,  and  you  will  benefit  by  it  ;  for  states- 
men,  as  for  actors,  there  is  a  certain  routine  of  business 
which  no  genius  can  divine  ;  it  must  be  taught.  My 
father  learnt  that  from  the  Duc  de  Choiseul. — Think  of 
me,'  she  added,  after  a  pause  ;  '  let  me  enjoy  the  pleasures 
of  superiority  in  a  soûl  that  is  ail  my  own.  Are  you  not 
my  son  ?  ' 

*  Your  son  ?  '  I  said  sullenly. 

c  Nothing  but  my  son,'  said  she,  mimicking  me.  *  And 
is  not  that  a  good  enough  place  to  hold  in  my  heart  ?  ' 

The  bell  rang  for  dinner,  she  took  my  arm,  leaning  on 
it  with  évident  pleasure. 

4  You  hâve  grown,'  she  said,  as  we  went  up  the  steps. 
When  we  reached  the  top  she  shook  my  arm  as  if  my 
fixed  gaze  held  her  too  eagerly  ;  though  her  eyes  were 
downcast,  she  knew  full  well  that  I  looked  at  her  alone, 
and  she  said  in  her  tone  of  affected  impatience,  so 
gracious  and  so  insinuating — 

i  Corne,  let  us  look  at  our  favourite  valley  !  ' 

She  turned,  holding  her  white  silk  parasol  over  our 
heads,  and  clasping  Jacques  closely  to  her  side  ;  the 
movement  of  her  head  by  which  she  directed  my  atten- 
tion to  the  Indre,  to  the  punt,  and  the  fields,  showed  me 
that  since  my  visit  and  our  walks  together  she  had  made 
herself  familiar  with  those  misty  distances  and  hazy 
jcurves.  Nature  was  the  cloak  that  had  sheltered  her 
thoughts  ;  she  knew  now  what  the  nightingale  sobs  over 
jat  night,  and  what  the  marsh-bird  repeats  in  its  plaintive 
Ironing  note. 
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At  eight  o'clock  that  evening  I  was  présent  at  a 
scène  which  touched  me  deeply,  and  which  I  had  never 
before  witnessed,  because  I  had  always  remained  to  play 
with  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  while  she  went  into  the 
dining-room  before  putting  the  children  to  bed.  A  bell 
rang  twice,  and  ail  the  house-servants  appeared. 

cYou  are  our  guest  ;  will  you  submit  to  convent 
rule  ?  '  she  asked,  leading  me  away  by  the  hand  with  the 
look  of  innocent  gaiety  that  is  characteristic  of  ail  truly 
pious  women. 

The  Count  followed  us.  Masters,  children,  and  ser- 
vants, ail  knelt  bareheaded  in  their  accustomed  places. 
It  was  Madeleine's  turn  to  say  prayers  ;  the  dear  child 
did  it  in  her  thin,  young  voice,  its  artless  tones  clearly 
audible  in  the  harmonious  country  silence,  and  giving 
each  phrase  the  holy  purity  of  innocence,  that  angelic 
grâce.  It  was  the  most  touching  prayer  I  ever  heard. 
Nature  whispered  a  response  to  the  child's  words  in  the 
myriad  low  rustlings  of  the  evening  hour,  an  accompani- 
ment  as  of  an  organ  softly  played. 

Madeleine  was  on  her  mother's  right  hand,  Jacques  on 
the  left.  The  pretty  curly  heads,  and,  rising  between 
them,  the  mother's  plaits  of  hair  ;  above  them,  again, 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf's  perfectly  white  hair  and  ivory 
yellow  skull,  formed  a  picture  of  which  the  colouring 
seemed  to  repeat  to  the  mind  the  idea  suggested  by  the 
melody  of  prayer  ;  and  to  fulfil  the  conditions  of  unity 
which  stamp  the  Sublime,  the  devout  little  assembly 
was  wrapped  in  the  subdued  light  of  sunset,  while  the 
room  was  touched  with  the  red  beams.  The  poetical, 
or  the  superstitious  soûl,  could  thus  imagine  that  the 
fires  of  Heaven  were  shed  on  the  faithful  worshippers 
kneeling  there  before  God  without  distinction  of  rank, 
ail  equals,  as  the  Church  requires.  My  thoughts  reverted 
to  patriarchal  times,  and  my  fancy  gave  added  dignity  to 
the  scène,  itself  so  grand  in  its  simplicity.  The  children 
bid  their   father   good-night,   the   servants    bowed,   the 
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Countess  went  away,  each  child  holding  a  hand,  and  I 
went  baclc  to  the  drawing-room  with  the  Count. 

1  You  will  hâve  found  salvation  there  and  perdition 
hère,'  said  he,  pointing  to  the  backgammon  board. 

The  Countess  joined  us  in  about  half  an  hour,  and 
brought  her  work  frame  to  the  table. 

'This  is  for  you,'  said  she,  unrolling  the  canvas  ;  cbut 
the  work  has  hung  fire  thèse  three  months  past.  Between 
that  red  carnation  and  that  rose  my  poor  boy  was  very 

ai/ 

'  Corne,  corne,'  said  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf;  'donot 
talk  about  it.     Si-ze-cinq^  Master  King's  messenger.' 

When  I  went  to  my  room,  I  sat  motionless  to  hear 
her  moving  about  below.  Though  she  was  calm  and 
pure,  I  was  tormented  by  crazy  ideas  and  intolérable 
cravings. 

'  Why  could  she  not  be  mine  ?  '  thought  I.  '  Perhaps 
she,  like  me,  is  tossed  on  the  whirlwind  of  the  sensés  ?  ' 

At  one  o'clock  I  crept  downstairs,  treading  without  a 
sound,  and  outside  her  door  I  lay  down  ;  with  my  ear  to 
the  crack  I  heard  her  soft  and  even  breathing,  like  a 
child's.  When  I  was  quite  chilled,  I  went  up  again  and 
to  bed,  where  I  slept  quietly  till  morning. 

To  what  prédestination,  to  what  taint  of  nature  can  I 
ascribe  the  pleasure  I  find  in  going  to  the  edge  of  a 
précipice,  in  sounding  the  abyss  of  evil,  in  peering  into 
its  depths,  shuddering  at  the  chill,  and  drawing  back  in 
anguish.  That  hour  at  night  spent  on  the  threshold  of 
her  door,  where  I  wept  with  frenzy,  without  her  ever 
knowing  on  the  morrow  that  she  had  trodden  on  my  tears 
and  my  kisses — wept  over  her  virtue,  ruined  and  respected 
by  turns,  cursed  and  then  worshipped — that  hour,  a 
madness  in  the  eyes  of  many  persons,  was  an  inspiration 
of  the  same  nameless  feeling  that  carries  on  a  soldier. 
Men  hâve  told  me  that  in  such  a  mood  they  hâve 
risked  their  life,  rushing  in  front  of  a  battery  to  see 
whether  they  would  escape  the  grape-shot,  and  whether 
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they  would  not  enjoy  thus  trying  to  leap  the  gulf  of 
probabilities,  lilce  Jean  Bart  smoking  while  he  sat  on  a 
powder  barrel. 

On  the  following  day  I  went  out  and  gathered  two 
nosegays  ;  the  Count  admired  them — the  Count,  who 
cared  for  nothing  of  the  kind,  and  for  whom  Champenetz's 
jest  seemed  to  hâve  been  invented  :  '  He  builds  dungeons 
in  the  air  !  ' 

I  spent  several  days  at  Clochegourde,  paying  short 
calls  only  at  Frapesle,  where  I  dined,  however,  three 
times.  The  French  army  took  up  its  quarters  at  Tours. 
Though  I  was  evidently  life  and  health  to  Madame  de 
Mortsauf,  she  entreated  me  to  get  to  Châteauroux  and 
return  as  fast  as  possible  to  Paris  through  Issoudun  and 
Orléans.  I  tried  to  rebel  ;  she  insisted,  saying  that  her 
familiar  had  counselled  her  ;  I  obeyed.  Our  parting 
this  time  was  watered  with  tears  ;  she  was  afraid  of  the 
captivations  of  the  world  I  was  about  to  live  in.  Should 
I  not  hâve  to  enter  seriously  into  the  whirl  of  interests, 
of  passions,  of  pleasures,  which  make  Paris  an  océan 
fraught  with  périls  no  less  to  chaste  affections  than  to  a 
clear  conscience  ?  I  promised  her  that  I  would  write 
her  every  evening  the  events  and  the  thoughts  of  the 
day.  At  this  promise  she  laid  her  weary  head  on  my 
shoulder  and  said — 

1  Omit  nothing  ;  everything  will  interest  me.' 

She  gave  me  letters  to  the  Duke  and  Duchess,  on 
whom  I  called  the  day  after  my  arrivai. 

c  You  are  in  luck,'  said  the  Duke.  £  Dine  hère  and 
corne  with  me  to  the  palace  this  evening  ;  your  fortune 
is  made.  The  King  mentioned  your  name  this  morning, 
adding,  "  He  is  young,  able,  and  faithful."  And  the 
King  regretted  not  knowing  whether  you  were  dead  or 
alive,  and  whither  the  course  of  events  had  led  you  after 
you  had  so  well  fulfilled  your  mission.' 

That    evening    I  was    a    Master  of  Appeals    to    the 
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Council  of  State,  and  was  appointed  to  certain  secret 
employment  for  the  King — a  confidential  post  which 
was  to  be  permanent  so  long  as  he  should  reign,  not 
splendid  in  appearance,  but  with  no  risk  of  overthrow, 
and  which  placed  me  at  the  heart  of  Government,  and 
was,  in  fact,  the  foundation  of  ail  my  prosperity. 

Madame  de  Mortsauf  had  seen  clearly,  and  I  owed 
everything  to  her  :  power  and  wealth,  happiness  and 
knowledge  ;  she  guided  and  purified  my  heart,  and  gave 
my  purpose  that  unity  without  which  the  powers  of 
youth  are  vainly  frittered  away.  At  a  later  date  I  had  a 
colleague.  Each  of  us  was  on  service  for  six  months  at 
a  time.  We  could  at  need  talce  each  other's  place  ;  we 
had  a  room  in  the  palace,  a  carriage  at  our  command, 
and  a  handsome  allowance  for  expenses  when  called  upon 
to  travel. 

It  was  a  strange  position  !  We  were  the  secret  dis- 
ciples of  a  monarch  to  whose  policy  his  enemies  hâve 
since  done  signal  justice  ;  we  heard  his  judgment  on  ail 
matters  internai  and  foreign  ;  we  had  no  acknowledged 
influence,  but  were  occasionally  consulted,  as  Laforêt 
was  consulted  by  Molière,  and  we  heard  the  hesitancy  of 
long  expérience  corrected  by  the  conscience  of  youth. 

Our  prospects  were  indeed  settled  in  a  way  to  satisfy 
our  ambition.  Besides  my  pay  as  Master  of  Appeals, 
paid  out  of  the  revenue  of  the  Council  of  State,  the 
King  gave  me  a  thousand  francs  a  month  out  of  the 
privy  purse,  and  not  unfrequently  made  me  a  présent. 
Though  the  King  knew  full  well  that  a  young  man  of 
three-and-twenty  could  not  long  withstand  the  amount 
of  work  he  piled  upon  me,  my  colleague,  now  a  peer  of 
France,  was  not  appointed  till  the  month  of  August 
18 17.  A  choice  was  so  difficult,  our  functions  demanded 
such  various  qualities,  that  the  King  was  long  in  coming 
to  a  décision.  He  did  me  the  honour  to  aslc  me  which 
of  the  young  men  among  whom  he  was  prepared  to 
choose  would  best  suit  me  as  a  companion.     One  of  the 
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number  was  a  former  comrade  of  mine  at  the  Lepître 
boarding-house,  and  I  did  not  name  him. 

The  King  aslced  me  why. 

c  Your  Majesty,'  said  I,  *  has  mentioned  men  of  equal 
loyalty,  but  of  différent  degrees  of  ability.  I  hâve 
named  the  man  I  consider  the  most  capable,  feeling  cer- 
tain that  we  shall  always  agrée.' 

My  judgment  coincided  with  the  King's,  who  was 
always  grateful  for  the  sacrifice  I  had  made.  On  this 
occasion  he  said  to  me,  '  You  will  be  the  first  of  the 
two.'  And  he  gave  my  colleague  to  understand  this  ; 
still,  in  return  for  this  service,  my  deputy  became  my 
friend. 

The  considération  with  which  I  was  treated  by  the 
Duc  de  Lenoncourt  was  the  standard  for  that  shown  me 
by  the  rest  of  the  world.  The  mère  words — *  The 
King  is  greatly  interested  in  this  young  man  ;  he  has  a 
future  before  him;  the  King  likes  him' — would  hâve 
sufficed  in  lieu  of  talents  ;  but  they  also  added  to  the 
kindness  shown  to  a  young  officiai  the  indescribable 
tribute  that  is  paid  only  to  power. 

Either  at  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt's,  or  at  my  sister's 
house — married  at  about  this  time  to  our  cousin  the 
Marquis  de  Listomère,  the  son  of  the  old  aunt  I  had  been 
wont  to  visit  in  the  Ile  Saint-Louis — I  gradually  made 
the  acquaintance  of  the  most  influential  persons  of  the 
Faubourg  Saint-Germain. 

Henriette  ère  long  threw  me  into  the  heart  of  the 
circle  known  as  the  l  Petit-Chàteau,'  by  the  good  offices 
of  the  Princesse  de  Blamont-Chauvry,  whose  grand-niece 
she  was  by  marriage.  She  wrote  of  me  in  such  glowing 
terms,  that  the  Princess  at  once  invited  me  to  call  on  her. 
I  was  assiduous,  and  was  so  happy  as  to  please  her  ;  she 
became  not  my  patroness,  but  a  friend  whose  feelings 
were  almost  maternai.  The  old  Princess  set  her  heart 
on  making  me  intimate  with  her  daughter  Madame 
d'Espard,  with  the  Duchesse  de  Langeais,  the  Vicom- 
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tesse  de  Beauséant,  and  the  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse — 
women  who,  by  turns,  held  the  sceptre  of  fashion,  and 
who  were  ail  the  more  gracious  to  me  because  I  made  no 
claims  upon  them,  and  was  always  ready  to  be  of  service 
to  them. 

My  brother  Charles,  far  from  ignoring  me,  thence- 
forth  relied  on  my  support  ;  but  my  rapid  success  was  the 
cause  of  some  secret  jealousy,  which  at  a  later  period  gave 
me  much  annoyance.  My  father  and  mother,  amazed 
by  such  unexpected  good  fortune,  felt  their  vanity  flat- 
tered,  and  at  last  recognised  me  as  their  son  ;  but  as  the 
sentiment  was  to  some  extent  artificial,  not  to  say 
acted,  this  révulsion  had  not  much  effect  on  my  ulcerated 
heart.  Besides,  affection  that  is  tainted  with  selfishness 
excites  little  sympathy  ;  the  heart  abhors  every  form  of 
calculation  and  profit. 

I  wrote  regularly  to  my  dear  Henriette,  who  answered 
me  in  a  letter  or  two  each  month.  Thus  her  spirit 
hovered  over  me,  her  thoughts  traversed  space  and  kept 
a  pure  atmosphère  about  me.  No  woman  could  attract 
me.  The  King  knew  of  my  reserve  ;  in  such  matters 
he  was  of  the  school  of  Louis  xv.,  and  used  to  laugh  and 
call  me  '  Mademoiselle  de  Vandenesse,'  but  the  propriety 
of  my  conduct  was  very  much  approved  by  him.  I  am 
quite  sure  that  the  patience  which  had  become  a  habit 
during  my  childhood,  and  yet  more  at  Clochegourde, 
did  much  to  win  me  the  King's  good  grâces  ;  he  was 
always  most  kind  to  me.  He  no  doubt  indulged  a  fancy 
for  reading  my  letters,  for  he  was  not  long  under  any 
mistake  as  to  my  blameless  life.  One  day  when  the 
Duke  was  in  attendance  I  was  writing  from  the  King's 
dictation,  and  he,  seeing  the  Duke  corne  in,  looked  mis- 

;  ||chievously  at  us  both. 

c  Well,  that  confounded  fellow  Mortsauf  still  persists 

-  ||n  living  on?  '  said  he,  in  his  fine  ringing  voice,  to  which 

ic  Bie  could  at  will  give  a  tone  of  biting  sarcasm. 

1  !      c  Yes,  still,'  replied  the  Duke. 
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4  But  the  Comtesse  de  Mortsauf  is  an  angel  whom  I 
should  very  much  like  to  see  hère,'  the  King  went  on. 
4  However,  I  can  do  nothing  ;  but  perhaps  my  secretary,' 
and  he  turned  to  me,  '  may  be  more  fortunate.  You 
hâve  six  months'  leave.  I  shall  engage  as  your  colleague 
the  young  man  of  whom  we  were  spealcing  yesterday. 
Enjoy  yourself  at  Clochegourde,  Master  Cato  !  '  and  he 
smiled  as  he  was  wheeled  out  of  the  room  in  his  chair. 

I  flew  like  a  swallow  to  Touraine.  For  the  first  time 
I  was  about  to  show  myself  to  the  woman  I  loved,  not 
only  as  rather  less  of  a  simpleton,  but  in  the  parapher- 
nalia  of  a  young  man  offashion  whose  manners  had  been 
formed  in  the  politest  circles,  whose  éducation  had  been 
iinished  by  the  most  charming  women,  who  had  at 
last  won  the  reward  of  his  sufferings,  and  who  had  made 
good  use  of  the  expérience  of  the  fairest  angel  to  whom 
Heaven  ever  intrusted  the  care  of  a  child. 

When  I  had  stayed  at  Clochegourde  at  the  time  of  my 
mission  in  la  Vendée,  I  had  been  in  shooting  dress  ;  I 
wore  a  jacket  with  tarnished  white  métal  buttons,  finely 
striped  trousers,  leather  gaiters,  and  shoes.  My  long 
tramp  and  the  thickets  had  served  me  so  ill  triât  the 
Count  was  obliged  to  lend  me  some  linen.  This  time, 
two  years'  résidence  in  Paris,  the  duty  of  attending  the 
King,  the  habits  of  wealth,  my  now  complète  develop- 
ment,  and  a  youthful  countenance  which  beamed  with 
indescribable  light,  derived  from  the  serenity  of  a  soûl 
magnetically  united  to  the  pure  soûl  at  Clochegourde 
that  went  forth  to  me, — ail  had  transfigured  me  ;  I  wasi 
sure  of  myself  without  being  conceited  ;  I  was  deeply 
satisfied  at  finding  myself,  young  as  I  was,  at  the  top  of 
the  tree  ;  I  had  the  proud  consciousness  of  being  the 
secret  mainstay  of  the  most  adorable  woman  on  earth, 
and  her  unconfessed  hope. 

I  felt  perhaps  some  stirrings  of  vanity  when  the  pos- 
tillion's  whip  cracked  in  the  newly-made  avenue  frorr1 
the  Chinon  road  to  Clochegourde,  and  a  gâte  I  had  neve 
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seen  opened  in  an  enclosing  wall  that  had  been  recently 
built.  I  had  not  written  to  announce  my  arrivai  to  the 
Countess,  wishing  to  take  her  by  surprise  ;  but  this  was 
!  a  twofold  blunder  :  in  the  first  place,  she  sufFered  the 
j  shock  of  a  pleasure  long  wished  for,  but  regarded  as  im- 
1  possible,  and  she  also  proved  to  me  that  elaborate  surprises 
j  are  always  in  bad  taste. 

When  Henriette  beheld  a  young  man  where  she  had  re- 
I  membered  a  boy,  her  eyes  fell  with  a  tragical  droop  ; 
she  allowed  me  to  take  her  hand  and  kiss  it  without 
;  showing  any  of  the  heartfelt  pleasure  which  I  had  been 
I  wont  to  perceive  in  her  sensitive  thrill  ;  and  when  she 
i  raised  her  face  to  look  at  me  again,  I  saw  that  she  was 
I  pale. 

1  So  you  do  not  forget  old  friends  !  '  said  Monsieur  de 
I  Mortsauf,  who  had  neither  altered  nor  grown  older. 

The  two  children  sprang  into  my  arms  ;  I  saw  in  the 
I  doorway  the  grave  face  of  the  Abbé  de  Dominis,  Jacques' 
1^1  tutor. 

'  No,'  said  I  to  the  Count,  c  and  henceforth  I  shall 

hâve  six  months  of  every  year  to  dévote  always  to  you. 

:li — Why,  what  is  the  matter  ?  '  I  said  to  the  Countess, 

;ttputting  my  arm  round  her  waist  to  support  her,  in  the 

présence  of  ail  her  family. 

*  Oh  !  leave  me  !  '  she  exclaimed  with  a  start  ;  c  it  is 
•ujnothing.' 

I  read  her  soûl,  and  answered  her  secret  thought, 
ci'saying,  c  Do  you  no  longer  acknowledge  me  for  your 
rjjfaithful  slave  ?  ' 

She  took  my  arm,  turned  away  from  the  Count,  the 

plbhildren,  the  Abbé,  and  ail  the  servants  who  had  hurried 

Jput,  and  led   me  round  the   lawn,  still   within  sight  of 

rJrhem  ail.     When  we  had  gone  so  far  that  she  thought 

he  could  not  be  heard — 

'  Félix,  my  friend,'  she  said,  c  forgive  the  alarms  of  a 
ff-tivoman  who  has  but  one  clue  by  which  to  guide  herself 
[.ïJti  an  underground  labyrinth,  and  fears  to  find  it  broken. 
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Tell  me  once  more  that  I  am  more  than  ever  your  Hen- 
riette, that  you  will  not  désert  me,  that  nothing  can  dis- 
lodge  me,  that  you  will  always  be  my  faithful  friend.  I 
hâve  had  a  sudden  vision  of  the  future — and  you  were 
not  there  as  usual,  with  a  radiant  face  and  eyes  fixed  on 
mine  ;  you  had  your  back  to  me.' 

'  Henriette,  dear  idol,  whoml  worship  more  than  I  do 
God,  Lily,  flower  of  my  life,  how  can  you,  who  are  my 
conscience,  fail  to  know  that  I  am  so  entirely  part  of 
your  heart,  that  my  soûl  is  hère  when  my  body  is  in 
Paris  ?  Need  I  tell  you  that  I  hâve  travelled  hither  in 
seventeen  hours  ;  that  every  turn  of  the  wheel  bore  with 
it  a  world  of  thought  and  ionging,  which  broke  out  like 
a  tempest  the  moment  I  saw  you- 

*  Tell  me,  tell  me  !  I  am  sure  of  myself.  I  can  listen  to 
you  without  sinning.    God  does  not  désire  my  death  ;  He 
sends  you  to  me  as  He  gives  the  breath  of  life  to  His  créa- 
tures, as  He  sheds  rain  from  the  clouds  on  a  barren  land 
Speak,  tell  me,  do  you  love  me  with  a  holy  love  ?  ' 

4  With  a  holy  love.' 

4  And  for  ever  ?  ' 

4  For  ever.' 

4  As  a  Virgin  Mary,  to  be  left  shrouded  in  her  draperies 
under  her  spotless  crown  ?  ' 

4  As  a  visible  Virgin.' 

4  As  a  sister  ?  ' 

4  As  a  sister  too  dearly  loved.' 

4  As  a  mother  ?  ' 

4  As  a  mother  I  secretly  long  for.' 

4  Chivalrously,  without  hope  ?  ' 

4Chivalrously,  but  hoping.' 

4  In  short,  as  if  you  were  still  but  twenty,  and  had  you; 
shabby  blue  evening  coat  ?  ' 

1  Oh,  far  better  !     I  love  you  like  that,  but  I  also  lov< 

you  as '     She  looked  at   me  in   keen  alarm.     4  A:j 

you  loved  your  aunt.' 

4  Ah  !  I  am  happy  ;  you  hâve  relieved  my  fears,'  sait  : 
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she,  returning  to  the  others,  who  stood  puzzled  by  our 
private  colloquy. 

4  Be  still  a  child  hère  ! — for  you  are  but  a  child.  If 
your  best  policy  is  to  be  a  man  to  the  King,  understand 
that  hère  it  is  to  be  a  boy.  As  a  boy  you  will  be  loved. 
I  shall  always  resist  the  powers  of  the  man,  but  what  can 
I  deny  a  child  ?  Nothing  ;  he  can  ask  nothing  that  I 
would  not  grant. — We  hâve  told  ail  our  secrets,'  she 
added,  loolcing  at  the  Count  with  a  saucy  smile,  in  which 
I  saw  her  a  girl  again  in  ail  her  simple  nature.  c  I  am 
going  in  now  to  dress.' 

Never  for  three  years  had  I  known  her  voice  so 
[thoroughly  happy.  It  was  the  first  time  I  heard  those  swal- 
low-like  notes,  that  childlike  tone  of  which  I  hâve  spoken. 
I  had  brought  a  sportsman's  outfit  for  Jacques,  and  a 
workbox  for  Madeleine — which  her  mother  always  used  ; 
in  short,  I  had  made  up  for  the  shabbiness  to  which  I 
had  hitherto  been  condemned  by  my  mother's  parsimony. 
The  delight  of  the  two  children  as  they  displayed  their 
présents  to  each  other  seemed  to  annoy  the  Count,  who 
as  always  aggrieved  if  he  were  not  the  centre  of  atten- 
ions.  I  gave  Madeleine  a  look  of  intelligence,  and 
bllowed  the  Count,  who  wanted  to  talk  about  himself. 
e  led  me  to  the  terrace  ;  but  we  paused  on  the  steps  at 
ach  solemn  fact  he  impressed  upon  me. 

'  My  poor,  dear  Félix,'  said  he,  *  you  find  them  ail 
appy  and  in  good  health.  It  is  I  who  give  shadow  to 
he  picture.  I  hâve  absorbed  their  maladies,  and  I  can 
less  God  for  having  inflicted  them  on  me.  I  used  not 
o  know  what  ailed  me  ;  but  I  know  now — I  hâve  a 
isease  of  the  pylorus  ;  I  can  digest  nothing.' 

4  By  what  good  luck  hâve  you  become  as  learned  as  a 
rofessor  of  the  Collège  of  Physicians  ?  '  said  I,  smiling. 
Is  your  doctor  so  indiscreet  as  to  tell  you  this  ?  ' 

Heaven  préserve  me  from  consulting  doctors  !  '  he 
xclaimed,  with  the  look  of  répugnance  that  most  ima- 
inary  invalids  show  at  the  thought  of  médical  treatment. 
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Then  I  had  to  listen  to  a  crazy  harangue,  in  the 
course  of  which  he  was  ridiculously  confidential,  com- 
plaining  of  his  wife,  his  servants,  his  children,  and  his 
life,  taking  évident  delight  in  repeating  his  remarks  of 
every  day  to  a  friend  who,  not  knowing  them,  might 
be  startled  by  them,  and  who  was  obliged  by  politeness 
to  seem  interested.  He  must  hâve  been  satisfïed,  for  I 
listened  with  deep  attention,  trying  to  formulate  this 
inconceivable  character,  and  to  guess  what  new  torments 
he  was  inflicting  on  his  wife,  though  she  had  not  said  so. 

Henriette  herself  put  an  end  to  the  monologue  by 
coming  out  on  to  the  steps.  The  Count  saw  her,  shook 
his  head,  and  added — 

'  You,  Félix,  listen  to  me  ;  but  no  one  hère  has  any 
pity  for  me.' 

And  he  went  away  as  though  aware  that  he  would  be 
in  the  way  during  my  conversation  with   Henriette,  or  | 
perhaps  as  a  chivalrous  attention  to  her,  knowing  that  | 
he  would  give  her  pleasure  by  leaving  us  together.     His  ! 
character  was  full  of  really  inexplicable  contradictions,  i 
for  he  was  jealous,  as  ail  weak  persons  are  ;  but  his  con-  I 
fidence    in    his    wife 's    saintliness    knew    no    bounds  ; 
perhaps  it  was  the  irritation  to  his  vanity  caused  by  the 
superiority   of  her    lofty   virtue    that    gave    rise    to  his 
constant  antagonism  to  the  Countess's  wishes,  whom  he 
loved  to  defy  as  children  defy  their   mother  and   their  i 
masters.      Jacques  was  at   his   lessons,  Madeleine  wasl 
dressing  ;  thus  I  had   an   hour  to  walk  alone  with  the 
Countess  on  the  terrace. 

1  Well,  dear  angel,'  said  I,  '  so  the  chain  is  heavier 
than  ever,  the  sands  more  scorching,  the  thorns  more 
thickly  set  ?  ' 

4  Be  silent,'  said  she,  guessing  what  thoughts  had  been  I 
suggested  to  me  by  the  Count's  conversation.  c  You  are  i  : 
hère,  and  ail  is  forgotten  !  I  am  not,  I  hâve  not  been  !  îi 
unhappy.'  S 

She  danced  a  few  light  steps  as  if  to  flutter  her  white 
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dress,  to  let  the  breezes  play  with  her  frills  of  snowy 
tulle,  her  loose  sleeves,  her  bright  ribbons,  her  cape,  and 
the  airy  curls  of  her  hair  dressed  à  la  Sévigné  ;  I  saw  her 
for  the  first  time  really  girlish  and  young,  naturally  gay, 
and  as  ready  for  sport  as  a  child.  I  experienced  both 
the  tears  of  happiness  and  the  delight  a  man  feels  in 
giving  pleasure. 

i  Sweet  flower  of  humanity,'  cried  I,  c  that  my  fancy 
caresses  and  my  spirit  kisses  !  Oh  my  Lily  !  still  intact 
and  erect  on  its  stem,  still  white,  proud,  fragrant,  and 
alone  !  ' 

c  That  is  enough,  Monsieur,'  she  said,  with  a  smile. 
'  Talk  to  me  about  yourself,  and  tell  me  every- 
thing.' 

And  then,  under  the  moving  canopy  of  quivering 
leaves,  we  had  a  long  conversation,  full  of  endless 
parenthèses,  each  subject  dropped  and  taken  up  again,  in 
which  I  initiated  her  into  my  whole  life  and  ail  my 
occupations.  I  described  my  rooms  in  Paris,  for  she 
wanted  to  know  everything,  and  I — joy  then  not  fully 
appreciated  ! — I  had  nothing  to  conceal.  As  she  thus 
read  ail  my  soûl,  and  learned  ail  the  détails  of  my  life 
full  of  overwhelming  toil,  as  she  discerned  the  importance 
of  my  functions,  in  which,  but  for  the  strictest  honesty, 
it  would  be  so  easy  to  cheat  and  grow  rich,  and  which  I 
xercised  with  such  fidelity  that  the  King,  as  I  told  her, 
icknamed  me  Mademoiselle  de  Vandenesse,  she  clasped 
y  hand  and  kissed  it,  leaving  on  it  a  tear  of  joy.  This 
udden  inversion  of  our  parts,  this  splendid  praise,  the 
wiftly  expressed  feeling,  even  more  swiftly  understood — 
You  are  indeed  the  master  I  could  hâve  obeyed,  the 
ulfilment  of  my  dream  !  ' — ail  the  avowal  expressed  in 
his  action,  whose  very  humility  was  dignity,  betraying 
ve  in  a  sphère  far  above  the  sensés  ;  this  whirl  of 
eavenly  émotions  fell  on  my  heart  and  crushed  me.  I 
èlt  so  small  !  I  wished  I  could  die  at  her  feet. 
4  Oh  !  '  I  exclaimed,  *  you  women  will  always  outdo 
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us  in  every  way.  How  could  you  doubt  me  ? — for  you 
did  doubt  me  just  now,  Henriette.' 

'  Not  in  the  présent,'  she  replied,  looking  at  me  with 
the  ineffable  sweetness  that  softened  the  light  in  her 
eyes  for  me  alone.  c  But  seeing  you  so  handsome,  I  said 
to  myself  :  Our  plans  for  Madeleine  will  be  marred  by 
some  woman  who  will  guess  what  treasures  lie  below, 
who  will  worship  you,  and  rob  us  of  our  Félix,  and 
destroy  everything  for  us.' 

'  Still  Madeleine!'  said  I,  with  an  expression  of 
surprise  which  only  half  distressed  her.  *  Is  it  to 
Madeleine  that  I  remain  faithful  ?  ' 

We  then  sat  in  silence,  very  provolcingly  interrupted 
by  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf.  My  heart  was  full,  but  I 
had  to  keep  up  a  conversation  beset  with  difficulties,  in 
which  my  truthful  replies  as  to  the  policy  then  carried 
out  by  the  King  ofïended  the  Count's  views,  while  he 
insisted  on  my  explaining  his  Majesty's  intentions. 
Notwithstanding  my  questions  as  to  his  horses,  the  state 
of  agriculture,  whether  he  was  satisfied  with  his  nve 
farms,  if  he  meant  to  fell  the  trees  in  the  old  avenue,  he 
constantly  came  back  to  politics  with  the  pétulance  of 
an  old  maid  and  the  pertinacity  of  a  child  ;  for  minds 
of  this  type  always  eagerly  turn  to  the  side  where  light 
shines,  they  blunder  up  to  it  again  and  again,  buzzing 
round  but  getting  no  nearer,  exhausting  one's  spirit  as 
blue-bottle  Aies  weary  the  ear  by  humming  against  the 
window  pane. 

Henriette  said  nothing.  I,  to  put  an  end  to  a 
dialogue  which  the  warmth  of  youth  might  hâve  heated 
to  a  flame,  replied  in  assenting  monosyllables,  thus 
avoiding  a  useless  discussion  ;  but  Monsieur  de  Mort- 
sauf  was  far  too  clearsighted  not  to  discern  the  offensive 
side  of  my  politeness.  Presently  he  turned  restive,  vexed 
at  being  constantly  agreed  with  ;  his  eyebrows  and  the 
wrinkles  in  his  forehead  twitched,  his  tawny  eyes 
flashed,  his  bloodshot  nose  turned  redder  than  ever,  as 
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on  that  day  when,  for  the  first  time,  I  witnessed  one  of 
his  fits  of  frenzy.  Henriette  gave  me  a  beseeching  look 
to  convey  to  me  that  she  could  not  exert  on  my  behalf 
the  firmness  she  employed  in  justifying  or  defending  the 
children. 

I  then  answered  the  Count,  taking  him  seriously,  and 
managing  him  with  the  greatest  skill. 

*  Poor  dear  !  poor  dear  !  '  she  said,  murmuring  the 
words  again  and  again  ;  they  fell  on  my  ear  like  a  breath 
of  air.  Then,  when  she  thought  she  could  interfère 
with  some  success,  she  exclaimed,  interrupting  us — 

4  Do  you  know,  gentlemen,  that  you  are  desperately 
unamusing  !  ' 

Recalled  by  this  remark  to  the  chivalrous  déférence 
due  to  a  woman,  the  Count  ceased  discussing  politics  ; 
it  was  now  his  turn  to  be  bored  as  we  talked  of  trifles, 
and  he  left  us  free  to  walk  together,  saying  that  perpetu- 
ally  pacing  up  and  down  on  the  same  spot  made  him 
giddy. 

My  gloomy  conjectures  were  accurate.  The  fair 
scenery,  the  mild  atmosphère,  the  clear  sky,  the 
exquisite  poetry  of  this  valley,  which  for  flfteen  years 
had  soothed  the  acutest  vagaries  of  this  sick  brain,  had 
now  lost  their  power.  At  an  âge  when  in  most  men 
the  rough  edges  wear  down  and  the  angles  rub  smooth, 
this  old  gentleman's  temper  was  more  aggressive  than 
ever.  For  some  months  now  he  had  been  contradictory 
for  contradiction's  sake,  without  reason,  without  justi- 
fying his  opinions  ;  he  asked  the  wherefore  of  every- 
hing,  fussed  over  a  delay  or  a  message,  interfered 
ncessantly  in  domestic  matters,  and  demanded  an 
iccount  of  the  smallest  détails  of  the  household,  till  he 
vore  out  his  wife  and  his  servants,  leaving  them  no 
Veedom  of  action.  Formerly  he  had  not  given  way  to 
emper  without  some  plausible  reason,  now  his  fractious- 
iiiess  was  incessant.  The  care  of  his  money  and  the 
i,nxieties  of  husbandry,  with  the  stir  of  a  busy  life,  had 
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perhaps  diverted  his  atrabilious  humour  by  giving  his 
anxious  spirit  something  to  work  on,  and  employing  his 
active  mind  ;  perhaps  it  was  want  of  occupation  that 
now  left  his  disorder  to  react  upon  itself;  having 
nothing  outside  him  to  fret  it,  it  toolc  the  form  of  fixed 
ideas  ;  the  physical  individual  had  become  the  victim  of 
the  moral  individual. 

He  was  now  his  own  doctor.  He  compared  médical 
works,  and  believed  he  had  ail  the  complaints  of  which 
he  read  the  descriptions  ;  then  he  took  the  most 
elaborate  précautions  to  guard  his  health,  always  some- 
thing new,  impossible  to  foresee,  more  impossible  to 
satisfy.  At  one  time  he  would  hâve  no  noise  ;  and  when 
the  Countess  had  succeeded  in  establishing  total  silence, 
he  would  suddenly  complain  of  living  in  a  tomb,  and 
say  that  there  was  a  médium  between  making  no  noise 
and  the  mutenessofLa  Trappe.  Sometimes  he  affected 
absolute  indifférence  to  ail  earthly  things  ;  then  the 
whole  house  breathed  again  ;  the  children  could  play, 
the  work  of  the  household  was  carried  on  without  any 
fault-finding  ;  suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  it  ail,  he  would 
cry  out  piteously,  l  You  want  to  kill  me  ! — M  y  dear,  if 
it  concerned  the  children,  you  would  know  by  instinct 
what  annoyed  them  !  '  he  would  say  to  his  wife,  adding 
to  the  injustice  of  the  words  by  the  hard,  cold  tone  in 
which  he  spoke  them.  Then  he  was  for  ever  dressing 
and  undressing,  studying  the  least  variation  of  tempéra- 
ture, and  never  doing  anything  without  consulting  the 
barometer.  In  spite  of  his  wife's  motherly  care,  he  never 
found  any  food  to  his  liking,  for  he  declared  that  his 
stomach  was  always  out  of  order,  and  that  painful 
digestion  hindered  his  sleeping  ;  at  the  same  time,  he 
ate,  drank,  digested,  and  slept  in  a  way  that  the  most 
learned  physician  might  hâve  admired.  His  endless 
caprices  wore  out  the  household  ;  like  ail  servants,  they 
were  the  slaves  of  routine,  and  incapable  of  accommodating  r, 
themselves  to  the  exigencies  of  constantly  varying  orders. 


-L 
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The  Count  would  désire  that  ail  the  windows  were  to 
be  left  open,  as  fresh  air  was  indispensable  to  his  health  ; 
a  few  days  later  the  air  was  too  damp,  or  too  hot,  he 
could  not  endure  it  ;  he  scolded,  he  quarrelled  over  it, 
and,  to  be  in  the  right,  would  deny  his  previous  order. 
This  lack  of  memory,  or  of  honesty,  of  course  gave  him 
the  victory  in  every  discussion  when  his  wife  tried  to 
prove  that  he  contradicted  himself. 

A  résidence  at  Clochegourde  was  so  unendurable  that 

the  Abbé  de  Dominis,  an  exceedingly  learned  man,  had 

fallen   bâcle  on   the  solution   of  certain   problems,   and 

entrenched  himself  in  affected  absence  of  mind.     The 

Countess  no  longer  hoped  to  be  able  to  keep  the  secret 

of  his  fits  of  mad  fury  within  the  family  circle,  as  of 

old.     The  servants  had  already  witnessed  many  scènes 

when  the  prematurely  old  man's  unreasoning  rage  passed 

ail  bounds  ;  they  were  so  much  attached  to  the  Countess 

that  nothing  was  ever  repeated,  but  she  lived  in  daily 

terror  of  some  outburst  in  public  of  a  frenzy  which  no 

respect  of  persons  could  now  control.     At  a  later  time 

I  heard  terrible  détails  of  the  Count's  behaviour  to  his 

wife  ;  instead  of  being  a  help  to  her,  he  overwhelmed 

her  with    gloomy   prédictions,  making   her    responsible 

for  future  ills  because  she  refused  to  follow  the  insane 

médical  treatment  he  wished  to  inflict  on  the  children. 

If  the  Countess  went  out   walking  with  Jacques  and 

|  Madeleine,    her    husband    would    prophesy    of    coming 

storms  in  spite  of  a  clear  sky  ;  then  if  by  chance   his 

Il  prédiction  was  justifîed  by  the  event,  his  conceit  was  so 

much  gratified  as  to  be  indiffèrent  to  the  harm  done  to 

his  children.     If  one  of  them  fell  ill,  the  Count  exer- 

Icised  his  wit  in  finding  a  cause  for  the  attack  in  the 

sisystem  of  nursing  adopted  by  his  wife,  which  he  would 

.3 1  dispute  in  its  minutest  détails,  always  ending  with  thèse 

ï'\  brutal  words,  cIf  your  children  are  ill  again,  it  is  ail 

your  own  doing  !' 

He    carried  this  System   into   the  smallest   points   of 
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domestic  management,  in  which  he  always  saw  the 
worst  side  of  things,  and  made  himself  *  the  devil's 
advocate,'  to  quote  his  old  coachman's  expression.  The 
Countess  had  arranged  that  Jacques  and  Madeleine 
should  hâve  their  meals  at  a  différent  hour  from  their 
parents,  and  had  thus  preserved  them  from  the  dreadful 
effects  of  the  Count's  malady,  meeting  every  storm  as 
it  brolce.     The  children  rarely  saw  their  father. 

By  an  illusion  peculiar  to  selfish  people,  the  Count 
had  no  suspicion  of  the  mischief  he  caused.  In  his 
confidential  conversation  with  me  he  had  indeed  blamed 
himself  for  too  great  leniency  to  his  family.  Thus  he 
wielded  the  knout,  felling  and  destroying  everything 
about  him  as  a  monkey  might  hâve  done,  and  after 
wounding  his  victim  denied  that  he  had  ever  touched 
her.  I  understood  now  what  had  drawn  the  Unes,  as 
fine  as  razor-cuts,  across  the  Countess's  brow  ;  I  had 
noticed  them  as  soon  as  I  saw  her.  There  is  a  sort  of 
modesty  in  noble  soûls  that  keeps  them  from  uttering 
their  sorrows  ;  they  hide  their  griefs  from  those  they  love, 
out  of  pride  and  a  feeling  of  luxurious  charity.  And  in 
spite  of  my  urgency,  I  did  not  at  once  extract  this 
confession  from  Henriette.  She  feared  to  distress  me  ; 
she  let  things  out,  bit  by  bit,  with  sudden  blushes  ;  but 
I  was  not  slow  to  guess  the  aggravated  bitterness  that 
her  husband's  want  of  occupation  had  infused  into  the 
domestic  miseries  of  Clochegourde. 

c  Henriette,'  said  I  a  few  days  later,  showing  her  that 
I  had  sounded  the  depths  of  her  new  griefs,  c  did  not  you 
make  a  mistake  when  you  planned  your  estate  so  com- 
pletely  as  to  leave  the  Count  nothing  to  employ  him  ?  ' 

'  Nay,  dear,'  she  said  with  a  smile,  i  my  position  is  so 
critical  as  to  need  ail  my  attention  ;  believe  me,  I  hâve 
studied  every  alternative — they  are  ail  exhausted.  It  is 
true,  worries  increase  every  day.  As  Monsieur  de 
Mortsauf  and  I  are  always  together,  I  cannot  diminish 
them  by  distributing  them  to  several  points;  everything 
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must  bring  the  same  suffering  on  me.  I  had  thoughts 
of  amusing  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  by  advising  him  to 
introduce  the  culture  of  silkworms  at  Clochegourde  ; 
there  are  some  mulberry-trees  hère  already,  survivors 
from  that  industry,  once  known  in  Touraine  ;  but  I 
understood  that  he  would  be  none  the  less  tyrannical  at 
home,  that  ail  the  thousand  troubles  of  the  undertaking 
would  fall  upon  me. 

4  You  see,  my  observing  friend,'  she  went  on,  c  while 
a  man  is  young  his  bad  qualifies  are  controlled  by  the 
outer  world,  impeded  in  their  rise  by  the  other  passions, 
checked  by  respect  of  persons  ;  but  later,  in  retirement, 
as  a  man  grows  old,  little  faults  corne  forth,  ail  the  more 
terrible  because  they  hâve  so  long  been  kept  under. 
Human  weakness  is  essentially  cowardly  ;  it  grants  neither 
peace  nor  truce  ;  what  has  once  been  surrendered  yester- 
day  it  insists  on  to-day,  to-morrow,  and  for  ever  after  ;  it 
takes  possession  of  ail  that  is  conceded  and  demands 
more.  Strength  is  merciful  ;  it  yields  to  conviction  ;  it 
is  just  and  peaceable,  while  the  passions  that  are  born  of 
weakness  are  pitiless.  They  are  never  satisfîed  but 
when  they  can  behave  like  children,  who  like  stolen 
fruit  better  than  what  they  may  eat  at  table.  Monsieur 
de  Mortsauf  takes  a  real  pleasure  in  stealing  a  march 
on  me  ;  he  who  would  never  deceive  anybody  loves  to 
deceive  me  so  long  as  the  trick  remains  unknown.' 

One  morning,  about  a  month  after  my  arrivai,  as  we 
came  out  from  breakfast,  the  Countess  took  my  arm, 
hurried  out  by  a  railed  gâte  that  opened  into  the 
orchard,  and  dragged  me  away  to  the  vineyard. 

1  Oh  !  he  will  kill  me  !  '  cried  she.  '  And  yet  I  must 
live,  if  only  for  the  children's  sake  !  Cannot  I  hâve  a 
single  day's  respite  ?  Must  I  always  be  stumbling  over 
brambles,  expecting  every  moment  to  fall,  compelled 
every  moment  to  summon  ail  my  strength  to  keep  my 
balance  !     No  living  créature  can  endure  such  an  expen- 
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diture  of  energy.  If  only  I  knew  the  ground  I  should 
be  called  upon  to  struggle  over,  if  my  endurance  were  a 
fixed  quantity,  my  spirit  would  bend  to  it  ;  but  no,  the 
attack  cornes  every  day  in  a  new  form  and  finds  me 
defenceless  ;  my  trouble  is  not  single,  but  manifold. 
Félix,  Félix,  you  could  never  imagine  the  odious  aspect 
his  tyranny  has  assumed,  or   the  odious  measures  sug- 

gested  to  him  by  his  médical  books.     Ah  !  my  friend ' 

she  leaned  her  head  on  my  shoulder  without  finishing 
her  sentence.  l  What  is  to  become  of  me  ;  what  can  I 
do?'  she  went  on,  fighting  with  the  ideas  she  had  not 
uttered.  '  How  can  I  contend  with  him  ?  He  will 
kill  me. — No,  I  will  kill  myself — only  that  is  a  crime  ! 
Can  I  fly  ?  There  are  the  children  !  Demand  a  sépara- 
tion ?  But  how,  after  fifteen  years  of  married  life,  am 
I  to  tell  my  father  that  I  cannot  live  with  Monsieur  de 
Mortsauf  when,  if  my  father  or  my  mother  were  to  corne 
hère,  he  would  be  calm,  well-conducted,  polite,  and 
witty.  And  besides,  has  a  married  woman  a  father  and 
a  mother  ?  She  belongs,  body  and  souî,  to  her  husband. 
I  used  to  live  in  peace  ;  if  not  happy,  I  found  some 
strength  in  my  chaste  isolation.  I  confess  it,  if  I  am 
bereft  of  that  négative  comfort  I  too  shall  go  mad  ! 
My  objection  is  founded  on  reasons  not  personal  to 
myself.  Is  it  not  wicked  to  bring  poor  little  créatures 
into  the  world,  who  are  doomed  from  birth  to  constant 
suffering  ?  At  the  same  time,  this  question  of  conduct 
is  so  serious  that  I  cannot  solve  it  unaided  :  I  am  judge 
and  party  to  the  suit.  I  will  go  to  Tours  to-morrow,  and 
consult  the  Abbé  Birotteau,  my  new  director — for  my 
dear  and  worthy  Abbé  de  la  Berge  is  dead,'  she  said  in  a 
parenthesis.  '  Though  he  was  stern,  I  shall  always  miss 
his  apostolic  firmness  ;  his  successor  is  an  angel  of 
mildness  who  is  too  easily  touched  to  reprimand  me. 
However,  what  courage  can  fail  to  find  refreshment  in 
religion  ?  What  reason  but  will  gain  strength  from 
the  voice  of  the  Holy  Ghost  ? 
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cDear  God  !  '  she  exclaimed,  drying  her  tears  and 
looking  up  to  heaven,  '  for  what  am  I  thus  punished  ? 
But  we  must  believe — yes,  Félix,'  she  said,  laying  her 
hand  on  my  arm,  '1er.  us  believe  that  we  must  pass 
through  a  red-hot  crucible  before  we  can  mount  holy 
and  perfect  to  the  higher  sphères. — Ought  I  to  be 
silent  ?  Does  God  forbid  my  crying  out  to  a  friend's 
heart.  Do  I  love  him  too  well  ?  '  She  clasped  me  to 
her  as  though  she  feared  to  lose  me.  c  Who  will  answer 
my  doubts  ?  My  conscience  does  not  reproach  me. 
The  stars  above  shine  down  on  men  ;  why  should  not 
the  soûl,  that  living  star,  shed  its  fires  over  and  round  a 
friend  when  only  pure  thoughts  go  out  to  him  ?  ' 

I  listened  in  silence  to  this  terrible  outcry,  holding 
her  clammy  hand  in  my  own,  which  was  moister  still  ;  I 
grasped  it  with  a  force  to  which  Henriette  responded 
with  equal  pressure. 

1  You  are  there,  are  you  ?  '  cried  the  Count,  coming 
towards  us  bareheaded. 

Since  my  return  he  had  insisted  on  always  being  the 
third  whenever  we  met,  either  because  he  counted  on 
some  amusement,  or  because  he  suspected  the  Countess 
of  telling  me  of  ail  her  sorrows  and  bewailing  herself 
to  me  ;  or  again,  because  he  was  jealous  of  a  pleasure 
he  did  not  share. 

1  How  he  follows  me  about  !  '  said  she  in  a  tone  of 
despair.  c  We  will  go  to  look  at  the  Clos,  and  then  we 
shall  avoid  him.  Stoop  low  behind  the  hedges  and  we 
shall  escape.'  We  screened  ourselves  behind  a  thick 
hedge,  and  reaching  the  vineyard  at  a  run,  found  our- 
selves far  enough  from  the  Count  under  an  alley  of 
almond-trees. 

*  Dear  Henriette,'  said  I,  holding  her  arm  pressed 
against  my  heart,  and  standing  still  to  contemplate  her  in 
her  sorrow,  c  you  could  once  steer  me  wisely  through  the 
perilous  ways  of  the  great  world.  Allow  me  now  to 
give    you    some   instructions  to  help  you    to  end   the 
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single-handed  duel  in  which  you  must  infallibly  be 
defeated,  for  you  and  he  are  not  fighting  with  equaî 
weapons.     Struggle  no  longer  against  a  madman ' 

c  Hush  !  '  she  exclaimed,  keeping  back  the  tears  that 
filled  her  eyes. 

4  Listen  to  me,  my  dearest.  After  an  hour  of  his 
talk,  which  I  endure  for  your  sake,  my  mind  is  often 
bewildered  and  my  head  aches  ;  the  Count  makes  me 
doubt  my  very  sensés  ;  the  same  things  repeated  are 
stamped  in  my  brain  in  spite  of  myself.  A  strongly 
marked  monomania  is  not  infectious  ;  when  madness 
takes  the  form  of  affecting  a  man's  views  and  hides 
itself  behind  perpétuai  discussions,  it  may  act  terribly  on 
those  who  live  with  it.  Your  patience  is  sublime,  but  is 
it  not  stultifying  ?  For  your  own  sake,  for  your  chil- 
dren's,  change  your  system  with  the  Count.  Your 
exquisite  submissiveness  has  increased  his  egoism  ;  you 
treat  him  as  a  mother  treats  the  child  she  spoils.  But 
now,  if  you  wish  to  live — and  you  do,'  I  added,  looking 
her  in  the  face,  '  exert  ail  the  influence  you  hâve  over 
him.  He  loves  and  he  fears  you — you  know  it  ;  make 
him  fear  you  more  ;  meet  his  diffused  wilfulness  with  a 
narrow,  set  will.  Increase  your  power,  just  as  he  has 
managed  to  increase  the  concessions  you  hâve  granted  ; 
imprison  his  infirmities  in  a  narrow  moral  sphère,  as  a 
maniac  is  imprisoned  in  a  cell.' 

cDear  boy,'  said  she,  smiling  bitterly,  c  none  but  a 
heartless  woman  could  play  such  a  part.  I  am  a  mother  ; 
I  should  make  a  feeble  executioner.  I  can  sufFer — yes  ; 
but  to  make  others  sufFer  ! — Never,'  she  said,  cnot  even 
to  attain  some  great  or  conspicuous  advantage.  Should 
I  not  hâve  to  falsify  my  feelings,  disguise  my  voice,  set 
my  face,  restrain  every  gesture.  .  .  .  Do  not  require 
such  lies  of  me.  I  can  stand  between  Monsieur  de 
Mortsauf  and  his  children  ;  I  can  take  his  blows  so  that 
they  may  fall  on  no  one  else  ;  that  is  the  utmost  I  can 
do  to  reconcile  so  many  antagonistic  interests.' 
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'  Let  me  worship  you  !  Saint,  thrice  saintly  !  '  I 
exclaimed,  kneeling  on  one  knee,  kissing  her  dress,  and 
wiping  on  it  the  tears  that  rose  to  my  eyes. — '  But  if  he 
should  kill  you  !  '  said  I. 

She  turned  pale,  and  raising  her  eyes  to  heaven — 

'God's  will  be  done,'  she  replied. 

4  Do  you  know  what  the  King  said  to  your  father 
when  speaking  of  you  :  "  That  old  wretch  of  a  Mort- 
sauf  still  lives  on  "  ?  ' 

'What  is  a  jest  on  the  King's  lips  is  a  crime  hère,'  she 
said. 

In  spite  of  our  précautions,  the  Çount  had  tracked  us  ; 
bathed  in  sweat,  he  came  up  with  us  under  a  walnut- 
tree,  where  the  Countess  had  paused  to  speak  thèse  grave 
words.  As  soon  as  I  saw  him,  I  began  to  discuss  the 
vintage.  Had  he  any  unjust  suspicions  ?  I  know  not, 
but  he  stood  looking  at  us  without  saying  a  word,  or 
heeding  the  damp  chill  that  falls  from  a  walnut-tree. 

After  a  few  minutes,  during  which  he  spoke  in 
broken  sentences  of  no  signiflcance,  with  pauses  of  very 
great  signiflcance,  the  Count  said  he  had  a  sick  headache  ; 
he  complained  of  it  mildly,  not  claiming  our  pity  nor 
describing  his  indisposition  in  exaggerated  terms.  We 
paid  no  heed  to  him.  When  we  went  in  he  felt  still 
worse,  talked  of  going  to  bed,  and  did  so  without  cere- 
mony,  with  a  simplicity  that  was  very  unusual.  We 
took  advantage  of  the  armistice  granted  to  us  by  his  fit 
of  hypochondria,  and  went  down  to  our  beloved  terrace, 
taking  Madeleine  with  us. 

'  Let  us  go  out  on  the  river,'  said  the  Countess  after  a 
few  turns  ;  'we  will  go  to  see  the  fish  caught  by  the 
gamekeeper  for  to-day's  supply.' 

We  went  out  of  the  little  gâte,  found  the  punt,  got 
into  it,  and  slowly  pushed  up  stream.  Like  three 
children,  delighted  with  trifles,  we  looked  at  the  flowers 
on  the  banks,  at  the  blue  and  green  dragon-flies,  and 
the    Countess    wondered    that    she    could    enjoy   such 
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tranquil  pleasures  in  the  midst  of  so  much  acute  grief. 
But  does  not  the  calm  influence  of  Nature  moving  on, 
indiffèrent  to  our  struggles,  exert  a  consoling  charm  ? 
The  swirl  of  passion,  with  its  suppressed  longings, 
harmonises  with  that  of  the  river  ;  the  flowers,  unforced 
by  the  hand  of  man,  express  his  most  secret  dreams  ; 
the  delicious  see-saw  of  a  boat  vaguely  repeats  the 
thoughts  that  float  in  the  brain. 

We  felt  the  lulling  influence  of  this  twofold  poetry. 
Our  words,  strung  to  the  diapason  of  Nature,  were  full 
of  mysterious  grâce,  and  our  eyes  shone  with  brighter 
beams,  as  they  caught  the  light  so  lavishly  shed  by  the 
sun  on  the  scorching  shore.  The  river  was  like  a  road 
on  which  we  flew.  In  short,  disengaged  from  the 
mechanical  movement  exerted  in  walking,  the  mind 
took  possession  of  création.  And  was  not  the  excited 
glee  of  the  little  girl  in  her  freedom — so  pretty  in  her 
movements,  so  puzzling  in  her  remarks — the  living 
expression  of  two  soûls  set  free,  and  indulging  in  the 
idéal  création  of  the  being  dreamed  of  by  Plato,  and 
known  to  ail  whose  youth  has  been  filled  with  happy 
love. 

To  give  you  an  idea  of  that  hour,  not  in  its  in- 
describable  détails,  but  as  a  whole,  I  may  say  that  we 
loved  each  other  in  every  créature,  in  every  object  that 
we  saw  about  us  ;  we  felt  outside  us  the  happiness  each 
longed  for  ;  it  sank  so  deeply  into  our  hearts,  that  the 
Countess  drew  ofFher  gloves  and  let  her  beautiful  hands 
play  in  the  water,  as  if  to  cool  some  secret  fires.  Her  eyes 
spoke  ;  but  her  lips,  parted  like  a  rose  to  the  air,  would 
hâve  closed  on  a  désire.  You  know  the  harmony  of 
deep  notes  in  perfect  concord  with  a  high  treble  ;  it 
always  reminds  me  of  the  harmony  of  our  two  soûls  that 
day,  never  more  to  be  repeated. 

'  Where  do  your  men  fish,'  said  I,  c  if  you  can  only 
fish  from  your  own  banks  ?  ' 

i  Near  the  bridge  at  Ruan,'  said  she.     cThe  river  is 
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ours  now  from  the  bridge  at  Ruan  down  to  Cloche- 
gourde.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  has  just  bought  forty 
acres  of  meadow  with  the  savings  of  the  last  two  years 
and  the  arrears  of  his  pension.     Does  that  surprise  you  ?  ' 

1 1  ? — I  only  wish  the  whole  valley  were  yours  !  '  I 
exclaimed,  and  she  answered  with  a  smile. 

We  were  presently  above  Pont  de  Ruan,  at  a  spot 
where  the  Indre  widens,  and  where  the  men  were 
fishing. 

1  Well,  Martineau  ?  '  said  she. 

'  Oh,  Madame  la  Comtesse,  luck  is  against  us.  We 
hâve  been  out  three  hours,  working  up  from  the  mil], 
and  we  hâve  caught  nothing.' 

We  landed  to  help  draw  the  net  once  more,  standing, 
ail  three  of  us,  in  the  shade  of  a  poplar,  with  silvery  bark, 
of  a  kind  common  on  the  Danube  and  the  Loire,  which 
in  springtime  sheds  a  silky  white  flufF,  the  wrapper  of 
its  catkins.  The  Countess  had  resumed  her  serene 
dignity  ;  she  repented  of  having  confessed  her  pangs  to 
me,  and  of  crying  out  like  Job  instead  of  weeping 
like  a  Magdalen — a  Magdalen  bereft  of  lovers,  of 
feasts  and  dissipations,  but  not  without  perfume  and 
beauty. 

The  net  was  drawn  at  her  feet,  full  of  fish — tench, 
barbel,  pike,  perch,  and  an  enormous  carp  leaped  upon 
the  grass. 

'  They  were  sent  on  purpose  !  '  said  the  keeper. 

The  labourers  stared  open-eyed  with  admiration  of  the 
;woman  standing  like  a  fairy  who  had  touched  the  net 
with  her  wand. 

At  this  moment  a  groom  appeared,  riding  at  a  gallop 

icross  the  fields,  and  filling  her  with  qualms  of  horror. 

facques  was  not  with  us;  and  a  mother's  first  instinct,  as 

,'Yirgil  has  so    poetically  expressed   it,   is    to    clasp  her 

:hildren  to  her  bosom  on  the  slightest  alarm. 

4 Jacques!'  she  cried.  'Where  is  Jacques?  What 
îas  happened  to  my  boy  ?  ' 
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She  did  not  love  me  ;  if  she  had  loved  me,  for  my 
sufferings  too,  she  would  not  hâve  uttered  this  cry  as 
of  a  lioness  in  despair. 

'  Madame  la  Comtesse,  Monsieur  le  Comte  is  much 
worse.' 

She  drew  a  breath  of  relief,  and  ran  off  with  me, 
followed  by  Madeleine. 

*  Come  after  me  slowly,'  said  she,  c  that  the  dear  child 
may  not  overheat  herself.  You  see,  Monsieur  de  Mort- 
saufs  walk  in  this  heat  had  put  him  into  a  perspiration, 
and  standing  in  the  shade  of  the  walnut-trees  may  bring 
misfortune  on  us.' 

The  words  revealed  her  purity  of  mind.  The  Count's 
death  a  misfortune  ! 

She  hurried  on  to  Clochegourde,  went  in  by  a  break 
in  the  wall,  and  crossed  the  vineyard.  I  returned  as 
slowly  as  she  could  wish.  Henriette's  words  had  en- 
lightened  me,  but  as  the  lightning-flash  which  destroys  i 
the  garnered  harvest.  During  that  hour  on  the  river  I 
had  fancied  that  she  cared  most  for  me  ;  I  now  felt 
bitterly  that  her  words  were  perfectly  sincère.  The 
lover  who  is  not  ail  in  ail  is  nothing.  So  I  was  alone  in 
my  love  with  the  longing  of  a  passion  that  knows  ail  its 
wants,  that  feeds  on  anticipation,  on  hoped-for  kindness, 
and  is  satisfied  with  the  joys  of  imagination,  because  it  [ 
confounds  with  them  those  it  looks  for  in  the  future. 
If  Henriette  loved  me,  she  still  knew  nothing  of  the 
joys  or  the  storms  of  love.  She  lived  on  the  feeling 
itself,  as  a  saint  is  the  spouse  of  God. 

I  was  the  object  with  which  her  thoughts  were  bound 
up,  the  sensations  she  misunderstood,  as  a  swarm  of  bées 
clings  to  some  blossoming  bough  ;  but  I  was  not  the 
élément  of  life  to  her,  only  an  adventitious  fact.  A 
king  unthroned,  I  walked  on,  wondering  who  should 
restore  me  to  my  kingdom.  In  my  crazy  jealousy  I 
blamed  myself  for  never  having  greatly  dared,  for  not 
having  tightened  the  bonds  of  an  affection — which  now 
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seemed  to  me  refined  out  of  ail  reality — by  the  chains  of 
self-evident  right  conferred  by  possession. 

The  Count's  indisposition,  caused  probably  by  a  chill 
under  the  walnut-tree,  in  a  few  hours  had  become  serious. 
I  went  off  to  Tours  to  fetch  a  physician  of  note,  Mon- 
sieur Origet,  whom  I  could  not  bring  back  till  the 
evening  ;  but  he  spent  the  night  and  the  next  day  at 
Clochegourde.  Though  he  had  sent  the  groom  to  fetch 
a  large  number  of  leeches,  he  thought  immédiate  bleed- 
ing  necessary,  and  had  no  lancet  with  him.  I  rushed 
off  to  Azay,  in  dreadful  weather  ;  I  roused  Monsieur 
Deslandes  the  surgeon,  and  made  him  corne  off  with  the 
rapidity  of  a  bird.  Ten  minutes  later  the  Count  would 
hâve  succumbed  ;  bleeding  saved  him. 

In  spite  of  this  first  triumph,  the  doctor  pronounced  him 
in  a  dangerously  high  fever,  one  of  those  attacks  which 
corne  on  people  who  hâve  ailed  nothing  for  twenty 
years.  The  Countess  was  overwhelmed  ;  she  believed 
herself  to  be  the  cause  of  this  disastrous  illness.  Unable 
to  thank  me  for  what  I  did,  she  was  content  to  give  me 
an  occasional  smile,  with  an  expression  that  was  équiva- 
lent to  the  kiss  she  had  pressée!  on  my  hand  ;  I  wished 
I  could  read  in  it  the  remorse  of  an  illicit  passion  ;  but  it 
was  an  act  of  contrition,  painful  to  see  in  so  pure  a  sou], 
and  the  expression  of  admiring  affection  for  him  whom 
she  considered  noble,  while  she  accused  herself  alone  of 
an  imaginary  crime.  She  loved  indeed  as  Laura  de 
Noves  loved  Petrarca,  and  not  as  Francesca  da  Rimini 
loved  Paolo — a  crushing  discovery  for  a  man  who  had 
dreamed  of  the  union  of  thèse  two  types  of  love.  The 
Countess  was  reclining,  her  frame  exhausted,  her  arms 
lying  limp,  in  a  dirty  armehair  in  that  room  that 
reminded  me  of  a  wild  boar's  den. 

Next  evening,  before  leaving,  the  doctor  told  the 
Countess,  who  had  watched  ail  night,  that  she  must 
send  for  a  nurse  ;  the  illness  would  be  long. 

4  A  nurse  !  '   cried    she.     '  No,  no.     We   will    nurse 
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him,'  she  added,  looking  at  me.     '  We  owe  it  to  our- 
selves  to  save  him.' 

At  thèse  words,  the  doctor  glanced  at  us  with  an 
observing  eye  full  of  astonishment.  The  expression  of 
her  words  was  enough  to  lead  him  to  suspect  some  crime 
that  had  failed  in  the  exécution.  He  promised  to  corne 
twice  a  week,  suggested  the  treatment  to  be  pursued  by 
Monsieur  Deslandes,  and  described  the  alarming  symp- 
toms  which  might  necessitate  his  being  fetched  from 
Tours. 

To  secure  the  Countess  at  least  one  night's  rest  out  of 
two,  I  proposed  that  she  should  allow  me  to  sit  up  with 
the  Count  in  turns  with  her  ;  and  thus,  not  without 
difficulty,  I  persuaded  her  to  go  to  bed  the  third  night. 
When  ail  was  still  in  the  house,  during  a  minute  when 
the  Count  was  dozing,  I  heard  a  sigh  of  anguish  from 
Henriette's  room.  My  anxiety  was  so  keen  that  I  went 
to  see  her  ;  she  was  on  her  knees  before  her  prie-Dieu 
in  tears  and  accusing  herself: — c  Ah,  God  !  if  this  is 
the  price  of  a  murmur,'  she  cried,  * 1  will  never  complain 
again.' 

c  You  hâve  left  him  !  '  she  exclaimed  as  she  saw  me. 

i  I  heard  you  wailing  and  moaning,  and  I  was  alarmed 
about  you.' 

4  About  me  ?     Oh,  I  am  quite  well,'  she  said. 

She  wanted  to  be  sure  that  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf 
was  really  asleep.  We  went  down  together,  and  by  the 
light  of  a  lamp  we  looked  at  him.  He  was  weakened 
by  loss  of  blood  rather  than  sleeping  ;  his  restless  hands 
were  trying  to  pull  the  counterpane  up. 

1  They  say  that  is  a  trick  of  the  dying,'  said  she. 
c  Oh,  if  he  were  to  die  of  this  illness  brought  on  by  us,  I 
would  never  marry  again  ;  I  swear  it  !  '  she  went  on, 
solemnly  holding  out  her  hand  over  the  Count's  head. 

c  I  hâve  done  ail  I  can  to  save  him,'  said  I. 

4  You  !  Oh,  you  are  most  good  !  '  said  she.  *  It  is 
I — I  am  the  guilty  one.' 
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She  bent  down  over  the  puckered  brow,  wiped  away 
the  moisture  with  her  hair,  and  gave  it  a  sacred  lciss. 
But  I  noted,  not  without  secret  satisfaction,  that  she 
bestowed  this  caress  as  an  expiation. 

'  Blanche — some  drink,'  said  the  Count  in  a  feeble 
voice. 

'  You  see,  he  only  recognises  me,'  she  said  as  she 
brought  him  a  glass.  And  by  her  tone  and  her  affec- 
tionate  attentions  to  him,  she  tried  to  heap  insuit  on 
the  feelings  that  bound  us,  immolating  them  to  the  siclc 
man. 

c  Henriette,'  said  I,  '  go  and  take  some  rest,  I  entreat 
you.' 

c  Henriette  no  more  !  '  she  said,  interrupting  me  with 
imperious  haste. 

1  Go  to  bed,  or  you  will  be  ill.  Your  children,  he 
himself  would  désire  you  to  spare  yourself.  There  are 
times  when  selfishness  is  a  sublime  virtue.' 

c  Yes,'  said  she. 

And  she  went,  urging  me  to  watch  her  husband,  by 
gestures  that  might  hâve  seemed  to  indicate  approaching 
delirium  if  the  grâce  of  childhood  had  not  mingled  with 
the  passionate  entreaty  of  repentance. 

This  scène,  frightful  as  compared  with  the  usual  state 
of  this  placid  soûl,  alarmed  me  ;  I  feared  the  extravagance 
of  her  conscience.  When  the  doctor  next  came,  I  ex- 
plained  to  him  the  scruples,  as  of  a  scared  ermine,  that 
were  tormenting  my  spotless  Henriette.  This  confidence, 
though  very  guarded,  dispelled  Monsieur  Origet's  sus- 
picions, and  he  soothed  the  terrors  of  that  sweet  soûl  by 
assuring  her  that,  from  whatever  cause,  the  Count  must 
hâve  had  this  violent  attack,  and  that  the  chill  he  had 
taken  under  the  walnut-tree  had  been  bénéficiai  rather 
than  injurious  by  bringing  it  on. 

For  fifty-two  days  the  Count  hovered  between  life 
and  death.     Henriette  and  I  sat  up  with  him  in  turn, 
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each  for  twenty-six  nights.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf 
undoubtedly  owed  his  recovery  to  our  care,  and  the 
scrupulous  exactitude  with  which  we  carried  out  Mon- 
sieur Origet's  instructions.  Like  ail  philosophical  doc- 
tors,  whose  shrewd  observation  justifies  them  in  doubting 
a  noble  action,  even  when  it  is  merely  the  secret  fulfil- 
ment  of  a  duty,  this  man,  while  noticing  the  rivalry 
of  heroism  between  me  and  the  Countess,  could  not 
help  watching  us  with  inquisitive  eyes,  so  fearful  was  he 
of  being  cheated  of  his  admiration. 

*  In  such  a  case  as  this,'  said  he  on  the  occasion  of  his 
third  visit,  *  death  finds  a  ready  auxiliary  in  the  mind 
when  it  is  so  seriously  afFected  as  that  of  the  Count. 
The  doctor,  the  nurse,  those  who  are  about  the  patient 
hold  his  life  in  their  hands  ;  for  a  single  word,  a  mère 
gesture  of  appréhension,  may  béas  fatal  as  poison.' 

As  he  spoke  thus  Origet  studied  my  face  and  my 
expression;  but  he  read  in  my  eyes  the  sincerity  of  an 
honest  soûl.  For  indeed,  throughout  this  cruel  illness, 
my  mind  was  never  once  invaded  by  the  very  slightest  of 
those  involuntary  evil  ideas  which  sometimes  sear  the 
most  innocent  conscience. 

For  those  who  contemplate  nature  as  a  whole,  every- 
thing  tends  to  union  by  assimilation.  The  spiritual 
world  must  be  governed  by  an  analogous  principle.  In  a 
pure  realm  ail  is  pure.  In  Henriette's  présence  there 
was  a  fragrance  as  of  heaven  itself  ;  it  seems  as  though 
any  not  irreproachable  thought  must  alienate  me  from  her 
for  ever.  Hence  she  was  not  only  my  happiness,  she  was 
also  my  virtue.  Finding  us  always  unfailingly  attentive 
and  careful,  the  doctor  put  an  indescribable  tone  of  pious 
pathos  into  his  words  and  manner,  as  if  he  were  thinking 
— 'Thèse  are  the  real  sufferers  ;  they  hide  their  wounds 
and  forget  them.' 

By  an  effect  of  contrast  which,  as  this  worthy  man 
assured  us,  is  common  enough  in  such  wrecks  of  man- 
hood,  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  was  patient  and  tractable, 
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never  complained,  and  showed  the  most  wonderful 
docility — he  who  in  health  could  not  do  the  least  thing 
without  a  thousand  comments.  The  secret  of  this  sub- 
mission to  médical  treatment,  formerly  so  scouted,  was  a 
covert  dread  of  death,  another  contrast  in  a  man  of  un- 
blemished  courage.  And  this  fear  may  perhaps  account 
for  various  singular  features  in  the  altered  temper  he 
owed  to  his  misfortunes. 

Shall  I  confess  to  you,  Natalie,  and  will  you  believe 
me  ?  Those  fifty  days,  and  the  month  that  came  after, 
were  the  golden  days  of  my  life.  In  the  infinité  expanse 
of  the  soûl  is  not  love  what,  in  a  broad  valley,  the  river 
is  to  which  flow  ail  the  rains,  the  broolcs  and  torrents,  into 
which  are  borne  the  trees  and  flowers,  the  gravel  of  its 
banks,  and  the  fragments  of  the  higher  rocks;  it  is  fed 
alike  by  storms  and  by  the  slow  tribute  of  rippling 
springs.     Yes,  when  we  love,  everything  feeds  love. 

The  firstgreat  danger  past,  the  Countessand  I  became 
accustomed  to  sickness.  In  spite  of  the  confusion  caused 
by  the  constant  care  needed  by  the  Count,  his  room,  which 
we  had  found  in  such  disorder,  was  made  neat  and  pretty. 
Ere  long  we  lived  there  like  two  beings  dropped  on  a 
désert  island  ;  for  not  only  do  troubles  isolate  us,  but  they 
silence  the  petty  conventionality  of  the  world.  And 
then  for  the  sick  man's  benefit  we  were  forced  into  con- 
tact such  as  no  other  event  could  hâve  brought  about. 
How  often  did  our  hands  meet,  heretofore  so  shy,  in 
doing  her  husband  some  service.  Was  it  not  my  part  to 
support  and  help  Henriette  ?  Carried  away  by  a  duty 
that  may  be  compared  with  that  of  a  soldier  at  an  out- 
post,  she  would  often  forget  to  eat  ;  then  I  would  bring 
her  food,  sometimes  on  her  knee — a  hasty  meal  necessi- 
tating  a  hundred  little  services.  It  was  a  childish  scène 
on  the  brink  of  a  yawning  grave.  She  would  hastily 
Drder  me  to  prépare  what  might  save  the  Count  some 
iiscomfort,  and  employ  me  on  a  variety  of  trivial 
asks. 
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In  the  early  days,  when  the  imminence  of  danger 
stifled  the  subtle  distinctions  of  ordinary  life,  as  in  the 
field  of  battle,  she  inevitably  neglected  the  reserve  which 
every  woman,  even  the  most  simple-minded,  maintains 
in  her  speech,  looks,  and  behaviour  when  she  is  surrounded 
by  the  world  or  by  her  family,  but  which  is  incompatible 
with  the  undress  of  intimacy.  Would  she  not  corne  to 
call  me  at  the  chirp  of  awakening  birds  in  a  morning 
wrapper  that  sometimes  allowed  me  a  glimpse  of  the 
dazzling  charms,  which,  in  my  wild  hopes,  I  regarded  as 
my  own  ?  Though  always  dignified  and  lofty,  could  she 
not  also  be  familiar  ?  And,  indeed,  during  the  first  few 
days,  that  danger  so  completely  eliminated  every  pas- 
sionate  meaning  from  the  privacy  of  our  intimate  inter- 
course, that  she  thought  of  no  harm  ;  and  afterwards, 
when  reflection  came,  she  felt  perhaps  that  any  change 
of  demeanour  would  imply  an  insuit  as  much  to  herself 
as  to  me.  We  found  ourselves  insensibly  familiarised, 
half  wed,  as  it  were.  She  showed  herself  nobly  confiding, 
as  sure  of  me  as  of  herself.  Thus  I  grew  more  deeply 
into  her  heart. 

The  Countess  was  my  Henriette  once  more,  Henriette 
constrained  to  love  me  yet  more,  as  I  strove  to  be  her 
second  self.  Ere  long,  I  never  had  to  wait  for  her  hand, 
which  she  would  give  me  irresistibly  at  the  least  beseech- 
ing  glance  ;  and  I  could  study  with  delight  the  outlines 
of  her  fine  figure  without  her  shrinking  from  my  gaze, 
during  the  long  hours  while  we  sat  listening  to  the 
patient's  slumbers.  The  slender  joys  we  allowed  our- 
selves, the  appealing  looks,  the  words  spoken  in  a 
whisper  not  to  awake  the  Count,  the  hopes  and  fears 
repeated  again  and  again,  in  short,  the  myriad  détails  of 
this  fusion  of  two  hearts  so  long  sundered,  stood  out  dis- 
tinctly  against  the  sad  gloom  of  the  real  scène  before  us. 
We  read  each  other's  soûls  through  and  through  in  the 
course  of  this  long  test,  to  which  the  strongest  affections 
sometimes  succumb,  unable  to  withstand  the  familiarity 
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of  every  hour,  and  dropping  away  after  testing  the  un- 
yielding  cohésion  which  makes  life  so  heavy  or  so  light 
a  burthen. 

You  know  what  mischief  cornes  of  a  master's  long 
illness,  what  disorder  in  his  business  ;  there  is  never  time 
for  anything  ;  the  stoppage  put  to  his  life  hampers  the 
movement  of  the  house  and  family.  Though  everything 
always  fell  on  Madame  de  Mortsauf,  the  Count  was  of 
use  on  the  estate  ;  he  went  to  talk  to  the  farmers,  he 
called  on  the  business  agents,  he  drew  the  rents  ;  if  she 
was  the  soûl,  still  he  was  the  body.  I  now  appointed 
myself  steward  that  she  might  nurse  the  Count  without 
fear  of  ruin  out  of  doors.  She  accepted  everything  with- 
out apologies,  without  thanks.  This  partition  of  house- 
hold  cares  was  another  happy  community  of  interests, 
and  the  orders  I  gave  in  her  name.  In  her  room  in  the 
evening  we  often  discussed  the  children's  prospects. 
Thèse  conversations  lent  a  still  further  semblance  of 
reality  to  our  make-believe  married  life.  How  gladly 
would  Henriette  lend  herself  to  my  playing  the  master's 
part,  putting  me  in  his  place  at  table,  sending  me  to 
speak  to  the  gamekeeper  ;  and  ail  with  simple  innocence, 
but  not  without  the  secret  pleasure  which  the  most 
virtuous  woman  on  earth  must  feel  at  finding  a  middle 
course  combining  strict  observation  of  every  law  with  the 
satisfaction  of  her  unconfessed  wishes.  The  Count, 
nullified  by  illness,  was  no  longer  a  weight  on  his  wife 
or  on  the  house  ;  and  now  the  Countess  was  herself,  she 
had  a  right  to  attend  to  me  and  make  me  the  object  of 
endless  cares.  What  joy  I  felt  on  discovering  in  her  a 
purpose  of  which  she,  perhaps,  was  but  vaguely  con- 
scious,  though  it  was  exquisitely  expressed — of  revealing 
to  me  ail  the  worth  of  her  person  and  her  character,  of 
making  me  feel  the  change  that  came  over  her  when 
she  felt  herself  understood  !  This  blossom,  constantly 
curled  up  in  the  cold  atmosphère  of  her  home,  unfolded 
before  my  eyesand  for  me  alone  ;  she  had  as  much  delight 
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in  opening  as  I  had  in  looking  on  with  the  inquisitive  eye 
of  love. 

On  the  mornings  when  I  slept  late,  after  sitting  up  ail 
night,  Henriette  was  up  before  any  one.  She  preserved 
the  most  perfect  silence  ;  Jacques  and  Madeleine,  without 
needing  to  be  told,  went  away  to  play.  She  would  devise 
endless  wiles  to  lay  my  table  herself,  and  she  would  serve 
my  breakfast  with  such  a  sparkle  of  glee  in  every  move- 
ment,  with  such  a  wild  swallow-like  précision,  with  such 
a  colour  in  her  cheeks,  such  quaverings  in  her  voice,  such 
a  lynx-like  keenness  of  eye  !  Can  such  expansions  of 
the  soûl  be  described  ?  She  was  often  overpowered  by 
fatigue  ;  but  if  by  chance  at  one  of  thèse  moments  I 
needed  anything,  she  found  fresh  strength  for  me,  as  for 
her  children  ;  she  started  up  active,  busy,  and  glad.  She 
loved  to  shed  her  tenderness  like  sunbeams  through  the 
air.  Yes,  Natalie,  some  women  hère  below  enjoy  the 
privilèges  of  angelic  spirits,  and,  like  them,  diffuse  the 
light  which  Saint-Martin,  the  unknown  philosopher, 
tells  us  is  intelligent,  melodious,  and  fragrant. 

Henriette,  secure  in  my  réticence,  rejoiced  in  lifting 
the  heavy  curtain  which  hid  the  future  from  us  by  show- 
ing  herself  to  me  as  two  women  :  the  woman  in  bonds 
who  had  fascinated  me  in  spite  of  her  asperities  ;  the 
woman  freed,  whose  sweetness  was  to  seal  my  love  to 
eternity.  What  a  différence  !  Madame  de  Mortsauf 
was  a  love-bird  transported  into  cold  Europe,  sadly 
drooping  on  its  perch,  mute  and  dying  in  the  cage  where 
it  is  kept  by  some  naturalist  ;  Henriette  was  the  bird 
singing  its  Oriental  raptures  in  a  grove  on  the  banks  of 
the  Ganges,  and  flying  like  a  living  gem  from  bough  to 
bough  amid  the  rosy  flowers  of  an  ever-blooming  Vol- 
kameria. 

Her  beauty  was  renewed,  her  spirit  revived.  Thèse 
constant  fireworks  of  gladness  were  a  secret  between  our 
two  soûls  ;  for  to  the  Countess  the  eye  of  the  Abbé  de 
Dominis,  who  represented  the  world,  was  more  alarming 
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than  her  husband's.  She,  like  me,  took  pleasure  in  giv- 
ing  her  words  ingenious  turns  ;  she  hid  her  glee  under  a 
jest,  and  veiled  the  évidences  of  her  affection  under  the 
specious  flag  of  gratitude. 

'  We  hâve  put  your  friendship  to  the  severest  tests, 
Félix,'  she  would  say  at  dinner.  '  We  may  surely  grant 
him  such  liberties  as  we  allow  to  Jacques,  Monsieur 
l'Abbé  ?  ' 

The  austère  Abbé  replied  with  the  kindly  smile  of  a 
pious  man  who  reads  hearts  and  finds  them  pure  ;  indeed, 
he  always  treated  the  Countess  with  the  respect  mingled 
with  adoration  that  we  feel  for  angels. 

Twice  in  those  fifty  days  the  Countess  went  perhaps 
across  the  border  Une  that  limited  our  affection  ;  but 
those  two  occasions  were  shrouded  in  a  veil  that  was 
not  lifted  till  our  day  of  suprême  avowals.  One 
morning,  in  the  early  days  of  the  Count's  illness,  just 
when  she  was  repenting  ofhaving  treated  me  so  severely 
by  denying  me  the  harmless  privilèges  of  a  chastened 
affection,  I  sat  waiting  for  her  to  take  my  place.  I  was 
overtired,  and  fell  asleep,  my  head  resting  against  the 
wall.  I  awoke  with  a  start,  feeling  my  forehead 
touched  by  something  mysteriously  cool,  that  gave  me 
a  sensation  as  if  a  rose  had  lain  on  it.  I  saw  the 
Countess  some  steps  away  from  me,  saying — 

<  Hère  I  am  !  ' 

I  went  away,  but  as  I  wished  her  good  morning,  I  took 
her  hand,  and  felt  that  it  was  moist  and  trembling. 

*  Are  you  ailing  ?  '  said  I. 

c  Why  do  you  ask  ?  '  she  answered.  I  looked  at  her, 
colouring  with  confusion. 

4 1  had  been  dreaming,'  said  I. 

One  evening,  during  the  last  visits  paid  by  Origet, 
who  had  pronounced  the  Count  certainly  convalescent, 
I  was  in  the  garden  with  Jacques  and  Madeleine  ;  we 
were  ail  three  lying  on  the  steps  absorbed  in  a  game  of 
spillikins  that  we  had  contrived  with  splinters  of  straw 
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and  hooks  made  of  pins.  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  was 
asleep.  The  doctor,  while  waiting  for  his  horse  to  be 
put  to,  was  talking  in  a  low  voice  to  the  Countess  in 
the  drawing-room.  Monsieur  Origet  presently  left 
without  my  noticing  his  departure.  After  seeing  him 
ofF,  Henriette  leaned  against  the  window,  whence  she 
looked  down  on  us  for  a  long  time  though  we  did  not 
know  it.  It  was  one  of  those  hot  evenings  when  the 
sky  turns  to  copper  colour,  when  the  country  sends  out 
a  thousand  confused  voices  to  the  echoes.  A  last  gleam 
of  sunshine  lingered  on  the  roofs,  the  flowers  of  the 
garden  scented  the  air,  the  bells  of  the  cattle  being 
brought  home  to  the  byres,  came  from  afar.  And  we, 
in  sympathy  with  the  stillness  of  this  calm  hour,  stifled 
our  laughter  for  fear  of  waking  the  Count. 

Suddenly,  above  the  flutter  of  a  gown,  I  heard  the 
guttural  gasp  of  a  strongly  suppressed  sob  ;  I  rushed 
into  the  drawing-room,  I  found  the  Countess  sitting  in 
the  window  recess,  her  handkerchief  to  her  face  ;  she 
knew  my  step,  and,  by  an  imperious  gesture,  desired  me 
to  leave  her  alone.  I  went  up  to  her,  heartsick  with 
alarm,  and  wanted  to  force  away  her  handkerchief;  her 
face  was  drowned  in  tears.  She  fled  to  her  own  room, 
and  did  not  corne  out  till  it  was  time  for  prayers.  For 
the  first  time  in  those  fifty  days  I  led  her  to  the  terrace, 
and  asked  her  the  cause  of  her  agitation  ;  but  she 
affected  the  most  flippant  cheerfulness,  justifying  it  by 
Origet's  good  news. 

4  Henriette,  Henriette,'  said  I,  'you  knew  that  when 
I  found  you  crying.  Between  us  a  lie  is  preposterous. 
Why  would  you  not  allow  me  to  wipe  away  your  tears  ? 
Can  they  hâve  been  for  me?  ' 

'  I  was  thinking,'  she  answered,  c  that  to  me  this 
illness  has  been  a  respite  from  misery.  Now  that  there 
is  nothing  more  to  fear  for  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  I 
must  fear  for  myself.' 

She  was  right.     The  Count's  returning  health   was 
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marked  by  his  grotesque  moods  ;  he  began  to  déclare 
that  neither  his  wife,  nor  I,  nor  the  doctor  knew  how 
to  treat  him  ;  we  were  ail  ignorant  of  his  complaint  and 
of  his  constitution,  of  his  sufferings,  and  of  the  suitable 
remédies.  Origet,  infatuated  by  heaven  knows  what 
quackery,  thought  it  was  a  degeneracy  of  the  sécrétions, 
while  he  ought  only  to  hâve  studied  the  disorder  of  the 
pylorus  ! 

One  day,  looking  at  us  mischievously,  like  a  man 
who  has  spied  out  or  guessed  something,  he  said  to  his 
wife,  with  a  smile — 

i  Well,  my  dear,  and  if  I  had  died — you  would  hâve 
regretted  me,  no  doubt,  but,  confess,  you  would  hâve 
been  resigned.' 

'  I  should  hâve  worn  Court  mourning,  red  and  black,' 
she  said,  laughing  to  silence  him. 

It  was  especially  with  regard  to  his  food,  which  the 
doctor  had  carefully  limited,  forbidding  that  the  patient's 
craving  should  be  satisfied,  that  we  had  the  most  violent 
scènes  and  outcries,  with  which  nothing  could  be  com- 
pared  in  the  past,  for  the  Count's  temper  was  ail  the 
more  atrocious  for  having  been  to  sleep,  so  to  speak. 
Fortified  by  the  physician's  orders  and  the  faithfulness 
of  the  servants,  and  confirmed  by  me,  for  I  saw  in  this 
contest  a  way  of  teaching  her  to  govern  her  husband, 
the  Countess  was  resolute  in  her  résistance  ;  she  listened 
with  a  calm  countenance  to  his  frenzy  and  scolding  ;  by 
thinking  of  him  as  a  child — as  he  was — she  accustomed 
herself  to  hear  his  abusive  words.  Thus  at  last  I  was  so 
happy  as  to  see  her  assert  her  authority  over  this  dis- 
ordered  mind.  The  Count  called  out,  but  he  obeyed  ; 
and  he  obeyed  ail  the  more  after  the  greatest  outcry. 

In  spite  of  the  évidence  of  the  results,  Henriette 
would  ofcen  shed  tears  at  the  sight  of  this  feeble  and 
haggard  old  man,  his  forehead  yellower  than  a  falling 
leaf,  his  eyes  dim,  his  hands  tremulous  ;  she  would 
blâme  herself  for  her  sternness,  and  could  seldom  resist 
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the  delight  she  saw  in  the  Count's  eyes  when,  as  she 
doled  out  his  meals,  she  exceeded  the  doctor's  restrictions. 
She  was  ail  the  sweeter  and  milder  to  him  for  having 
been  so  to  me  ;  still,  there  were  shades  of  différence 
which  filled  my  heart  with  boundless  joy.  She  was  not 
indefatigable  ;  she  knew  when  to  call  the  servants  to  wait 
on  the  Count  if  his  whims  were  too  many  in  rapid 
succession,  and  he  began  to  complain  of  her  misunder- 
standing  him. 

The  Countess  purposed  an  act  of  thanksgiving  to  God 
for  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf's  recovery  ;  she  commanded 
a  spécial  mass,  and  bade  me  offer  her  my  arm  to  escort 
her  to  church.  I  did  her  bidding  ;  but  during  the 
service  I  went  to  call  on  Monsieur  and  Madame  de 
Chessel.     On  my  return  she  tried  to  scold  me. 

'  Henriette,'  said  I,  'I  am  incapable  of  deceit.  I  can 
throw  myself  into  the  water  to  rescue  my  enemy  when 
he  is  drowning,  I  can  lend  him  my  cloak  to  warm  him 
— in  short,  I  can  forgive,  but  I  cannot  forget.' 

She  said  nothing,  but  pressed  my  arm  to  her 
heart. 

'  You  are  an  angel  t  you  were,  no  doubt,  sincère  in 
your  thanksgiving,'  I  went  on.  'The  mother  of  the 
Prince  of  the  Peace  was  snatched  from  the  hands  of  a 
mob  who  wanted  to  kill  her,  and  when  the  Queen  asked 
her,  "What  did  you  do?  " — "I  prayed  for  them,"  said 
she.  Women  are  ail  like  that  :  I  am  a  man,  and 
necessarily  imperfect.' 

'  Do  not  slander  yourself,'  said  she,  shaking  my  arm 
sharply.     '  Perhaps  you  are  better  than  I  am.' 

'Yes,'  replied  I,  'for  I  would  give  eternity  for  a 
single  day  of  happiness,  while  to  you  ! ' 

'Me  !  '  she  cried,  with  a  haughty  glance. 

I  was  silent,  and  my  eyes  fell  under  the  lightning  of 
her  eyes. 

'  Me  !  '  she  went  on.  *  Of  what  me  are  you  speaking  ? 
There  are  in  me  many  mis.     Those  children,'  and  she 
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pointed  to  Jacques  and  Madeleine,  c  are  part  of  me. — 
Félix,'  she  said  in  a  heartrending  tone,  'do  you  think 
me  selfish  ?  Do  you  think  that  I  could  sacrifice 
eternity  to  recompense  him  who  is  sacrificing  this  life 
for  me  ?  The  thought  is  a  shocking  one;  it  is  contrary 
to  every  sentiment  of  religion.  Can  a  woman  who 
falls  so  low  rise  again  ?  Can  her  happiness  absolve  her  ? 
— You  will  drive  me  soon  to  décide  the  question  !  Yes, 
I  am  betraying  at  last  a  secret  of  my  conscience  ;  the 
idea  has  often  crossed  my  mind,  I  hâve  expiated  it  by 
bitter  penance  ;  it  was  the  cause  of  the  tears  you  wanted 
me  to  account  for  the  other  day ' 

'Are  you  not  attributing  too  great  importance  to 
certain  things  on  which  ordinary  women  set  a  high 
value,  and  which  you  ought  to ' 

'  Oh',  cried  she,  interrupting  me,  '  do  you  value  them 
less  ?  ' 

Such  an  argument  put  an  end  to  ail  reasoning. 

'  Well,'  she  went  on,  'I  will  tell  you  ! — Yes,  I  could 
be  so  mean  as  to  désert  the  poor  old  man  whose  life  is 
in  my  hands.  But,  dear  friend,  those  two  poor,  feeble 
little  créatures  you  see  before  us,  Jacques  and  Madeleine 
— would  not  they  be  left  with  their  father  ?  And  do 
you  think,  I  ask  you,  do  you  believe  that  they  could 
survive  three  months  under  that  man's  insensate 
tyranny  ?  If  by  failing  in  my  duty,  I  alone' — she 
smiled  loftily.  '  But  should  I  not  be  killing  my  two 
children  ?  Their  doom  would  be  certain. — Great  God  !  ' 
she  exclaimed,  '  how  can  we  talk  of  such  things?  Go 
and  marry,  and  leave  me  to  die.' 

She  spoke  in  a  tone  of  such  concentrated  bitterness, 
that  she  stifled  the  outburst  of  my  passion. 

'You  cried  out  up  there,  under  the  walnut-tree.  I 
hâve  just  cried  out  hère,  under  thèse  alders.  That  is 
ail.     Henceforth  I  am  silent.' 

'Your  generosity  overwhelms  me/ said  she,  looking 
up  to  heaven. 
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We  had  by  this  time  reached  the  terrace,  and  found 
the  Count  seated  there  in  a  chair,  in  the  sunshine.  The 
sight  of  that  sunken  face,  hardly  animated  by  a  faint 
smile,  extinguished  the  fiâmes  that  had  flared  up  from 
the  ashes.  I  leaned  against  the  parapet,  contemplating 
the  picture  before  me  :  the  infirm  man  with  his  two 
still  délicate  children  ;  his  wife,  pale  with  watching, 
and  grown  thin  from  excess  of  work,  from  the  alarms, 
and  perhaps  from  the  joys,  of  thèse  two  dreadful  mouths, 
though  at  this  moment  she  was  deeply  flushed  from  the 
émotions  of  the  scène  she  had  gone  through.  At  the 
sight  of  this  suffering  family,  shrouded  under  the  tremu- 
lous  foliage  through  which  fell  the  grey  light  of  a  dull 
autumn  day,  I  felt  the  ties  relax  which  hold  body  and 
soûl  together.  I  experienced  for  the  first  time  that 
moral  révulsion  which,  it  is  said,  the  stoutest  fighters 
feel  in  the  fury  of  the  fray,  a  sort  of  chilling  madness 
that  makes  a  coward  of  the  bravest,  a  bigot  of  a  dis- 
believer,  which  induces  total  indifférence  to  everything, 
even  to  the  most  vital  sentiments — to  honour,  to  love  ; 
for  doubt  robs  us  of  ail  knowledge  of  ourselves,  and 
disgusts  us  with  life.  Poor  nervous  créatures,  who, 
by  your  high-strung  organisation,  are  delivered  over 
defenceless  to  I  know  not  what  fatality,  who  shall  be 
your  peers  and  judges  ?  I  understood  how  the  bold 
youth  who  had  erewhile  put  out  a  hand  to  grasp  the 
Marshal's  bâton,  who  had  been  no  less  skilled  in 
diplomacy  than  intrepid  as  a  captain,  had  become  the 
unconscious  murderer  I  saw  before  me  !  Could  my  own 
desires,  at  this  moment  wreathed  with  roses,  bring  me 
too  to  such  an  end  ?  Appalled  alike  by  the  cause  and 
the  effect,  asking,  like  the  impious,  where  in  ail  this  was 
Providence,  I  could  not  restrain  two  tears  that  fell  down 
my  cheeks. 

c  What  is  the  matter,  dear,  good  Félix  ?  '  asked 
Madeleine  in  her  childish  voice. 

Then    Henriette    dispelled    those    black   vapours   and 


The  Lily  of  the  Valley  203 

gloom  by  an  anxious  look,  which  shone  on  my  soûl  like 
the  sun. 

At  this  moment  the  old  groom  from  Tours  brought 
me  a  letter,  at  the  sight  of  whieh  I  could  not  help  utter- 
ing  a  cry  of  surprise,  and  Madame  de  Mortsauf  trembled 
at  my  dismay.  I  saw  the  seal  of  the  Cabinet.  The 
King  ordered  me  back.  I  held  the  letter  out  to  her  ; 
she  read  it  in  a  flash. 

4  He  is  going  away  !  '  said  the  Count. 

4  What  will  become  of  me  ?  '  she  said  to  me,  for  the 
first  time  contemplating  her  désert  without  sunshine. 

We  paused  in  a  stupefied  frame  of  mind,  which 
oppressed  us  ail  equally,  for  we  had  never  before  so  acutely 
felt  that  we  were  ail  indispensable  to  each  other.  The 
Countess,  as  she  talked  even  of  the  most  indiffèrent 
matters,  spoke  in  an  altered  voice,  as  though  the  instru- 
ment had  lost  several  strings,  and  those  that  remained 
were  loosened.  Her  movements  were  apathetic,  her 
looks  had  lost  their  light.  I  begged  her  to  confide  her 
thoughts  to  me. 

4  Hâve  I  any  thoughts  ?  '  said  she. 

She  led  me  away  to  her  room,  made  me  sit  down  on 
the  sofa,  hunted  in  the  drawer  of  her  dressing-table,  and 
then,  kneeling  down  in  front  of  me,  she  said — 

'  Hère  is  ail  the  hair  I  hâve  lost  thèse  twelve  months 
past  ;  take  it — it  is  yours  by  right  ;  you  will  some  day 
know  how  and  why.' 

I  gently  bent  over  her,  she  did  not  shrink  to  avoid 
my  lips,  and  I  pressed  them  to  her  brow  solemnly,  with 
no  guilty  excitement,  no  inviting  passion.  Did  she 
mean  to  sacrifice  everything  ?  Or  had  she,  like  me, 
only  corne  to  look  over  the  précipice  ? — If  love  had 
prompted  her  to  abandon  herself,  she  could  not  hâve 
been  so  profoundly  calm,  hâve  given  me  that  religious 
look,  or  hâve  said  in  her  clear  voice — 

£  You  hâve  qui  te  forgiven  me  ?  ' 

I  set  out  in  the  evening,  she  accompanied  me  on  the 
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road  to  Frapesle,  and  we  stood  under  the  walnut-tree  ;  I 
pointed  it  out  to  her,  telling  her  how  I  had  first  seen  it, 
four  years  ago. 

*  The  valley  was  so  lovely  !  '  I  exclaimed. 

'  And  now  ?  '  she  said  eagerly. 

1  Now  you  are  under  the  tree,'  said  I  ;  c  and  the  valley 


îs  our  own.' 


She  bent  her  head,  and  there  we  parted.  She  got  into 
the  carnage  again  with  Madeleine,  and  I  into  mine, 
alone. 

On  my  return  to  Paris,  I  was  fortunately  taken  up  by 
a  press  of  work  which  forcibly  diverted  my  mind,  and 
obliged  me  to  live  apart  from  the  world,  which  forgot 
me.  I  corresponded  with  Madame  de  Mortsauf,  to 
whom  I  sent  my  journal  every  week,  and  who  replied 
twice  a  month.  It  was  an  obscure  and  busy  life, 
resembling  the  overgrown,  flowery  nooks,  quite  un- 
known,  which  I  had  admired  in  the  depths  of  the  woods 
when  composing  fresh  poems  of  flowers  during  the  last 
fortnight. 

Ail  ye  who  love,  bind  yourselves  by  thèse  delightful 
duties  ;  impose  a  rule  on  yourselves,  to  be  carried  out,  as 
the  Church  does  on  Christians,  for  every  day. 

The  rigorous  observances  created  by  the  Roman 
Catholic  religion  are  a  grand  idea  ;  they  trace  deeper 
and  deeper  grooves  of  duty  in  the  soûl  by  the  répétition 
of  acts  which  encourage  hope  and  fear.  The  feelings 
always  flow,  a  living  stream,  in  thèse  channels  which 
keep  the  current  within  bounds  and  purify  it,  per- 
petually  refreshing  the  heart,  and  fertilising  life  by  the 
abounding  treasures  of  hidden  faith,  a  divine  spring 
multiplying  the  single  thought  of  a  single  love. 

My  passion,  a  relie  of  the  Middle  Ages,  recalling  the 
days  of  chivalry,  became  known,  I  know  not  how  ; 
perhaps  the  King  and  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt  spoke  of 
it.     From    this    uppermost    sphère,    the    story,  at    once 
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romantic  and  simple,  of  a  young  man  piously  devoted  to 
a  beautiful  woman  who  had  no  public,  who  was  so  noble 
in  her  solitude,  and  faithful  without  the  support  of  duty, 
no  doubt  became  known  in  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain. 
I  found  myself  the  object  of  inconvénient  attention  in 
drawing-rooms,  for  an  inconspicuous  life  has  advantages 
which,  once  tasted,  malce  the  parade  of  a  life  in  public 
unendurable.  Just  as  eyes  that  are  accustomed  to  see 
none  but  subdued  colours  are  hurt  by  broad  daylight,  so 
there  are  minds  averse  to  violent  contrasts.  I  was  then 
one  of  thèse  ;  you  may  be  surprised  now  to  hear  it  ;  but 
hâve  patience,  the  eccentricities  of  the  Vandenesse  you 
know  will  be  accounted  for. 

I  found  women  amiably  disposed  towards  me,  and  the 
world  kind. 

After  the  Duc  de  Berry's  marriage  the  Court  became 
splendid  once  more,  the  French  fêtes  were  revived.  The 
foreign  occupation  was  a  thing  of  the  past,  prosperity 
returned,  amusements  were  possible.  Personages  of 
illustrious  rank  or  considérable  wealth  poured  in  from 
every  part  of  Europe  to  the  capital  of  intelligence,  where 
ail  the  advantages  and  the  vices  of  other  countries  were 
magnified  and  intensified  by  French  ingenuity. 

Five  months  after  leaving  Clochegourde,  my  good 
angel  wrote  me  a  letter  in  despair,  telling  me  that  her 
boy  had  had  a  serious  illness,  from  which  he  had  recovered 
indeed,  but  which  had  left  her  in  dread  for  the  future  ; 
the  doctor  had  spoken  of  care  being  needed  for  his  lungs 
— a  terrible  verdict  that  casts  a  black  shadow  on  every 
hour  of  a  mother's  life.  Hardly  had  Henriette  drawn  a 
breath  of  relief  as  Jacques  was  convalescent,  before  his 
sister  made  her  anxious.  Madeleine,  the  pretty  flower 
that  had  done  such  crédit  to  her  mother's  care,  went 
through  an  illness  which,  though  not  serious,  was  a 
cause  of  anxiety  in  so  fragile  a  constitution. 

Crushed  already  by  the  fatigues  of  Jacques'  long  sick- 
ness,  the  Countess  had   no  courage  to  meet  this  fresh 
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blow,  and  the  sight  of  thèse  two  beloved  beings  made 
her  insensible  to  the  increasing  torment  of  her  husband's 
temper.  Storms,  each  blacker  than  the  last,  and  bring- 
ing  with  it  more  stones,  uprooted  by  their  cruel 
surges  the  hopes  that  were  most  deeply  rooted  in  her 
heart.  Weary  of  strife,  she  had  submitted  altogether 
to  the  Count's  tyranny,  for  he  had  regained  ail  his  lost 
ground. 

c  When  ail  my  strength  was  devoted  to  enfolding  my 
children,'  she  wrote  to  me,  'could  I  use  it  to  defy  Mon- 
sieur de  Mortsauf,  could  I  défend  myself  against  his 
aggressions  when  I  was  fighting  with  death  ?  As  I 
malce  my  onward  way,  alone  and  feeble,  between  the 
two  young,  melancholy  créatures  at  my  side,  I  feel  an 
invincible  disgust  of  life.  What  blow  can  hurt  me,  or 
what  affection  can  I  respond  to  when  I  see  Jacques 
motionless  on  the  terrace,  life  no  longer  beaming  in 
anything  but  his  beautiful  eyes,  made  larger  by  emacia- 
tion,  as  hollow  as  an  old  man's,  and  where — fatal  prog- 
nostic — his  forward  intelligence  is  contrasted  with  his 
bodily  weakness  ?  When  I  see  at  my  side  my  pretty 
Madeleine  so  lively,  so  fond,  so  brightly  coloured,  now 
as  pale  as  the  dead  ;  her  very  hair  and  eyes  seem  to  me 
more  pallid,  she  looks  at  me  with  languishing  eyes  as  if 
she  were  bidding  me  farewell.  No  food  tempts  her,  or 
if  she  has  a  fancy  for  anything,  she  alarms  me  by  her 
strange  appetites  ;  the  innocent  child,  though  one  with 
my  heart,  blushed  as  she  confesses  to  them. 

4  Do  what  I  will,  I  cannot  amuse  my  children  ;  they 
smile  at  me,  but  the  smile  is  forced  from  them  by  my 
playfulness,  and  is  not  spontaneous  ;  they  cry  because 
they  cannot  respond  to  my  fondness.  Illness  has  left 
them  completely  run  down,  even  their  affection.  So 
you  may  imagine  how  dismal  Clochegourde  is.  Mon- 
sieur de  Mortsauf  reigns  unopposed. 

4  Oh  my  glory,  my  friend  !  '  she  wrote  to  me  again, 
cyou  must  love  me  well  indeed  if  you  can  love  me  still — 
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can  love  me,  so  apathetic  as  I  am,  so  unresponsive,  so 
petrified  by  grief.' 

At  this  juncture,  when  I  felt  myself  more  deeply 
appealed  to  than  ever,  when  I  lived  only  in  her  soûl, 
on  which  I  strove  to  shed  the  luminous  breath  of  morning 
and  the  hope  of  purpled  evenings,  I  met,  in  the  rooms  of  the 
Elysée  Bourbon,  one  of  those  superb  English  ladies  who 
are  almost  queens.  Immensely  wealthy,  the  daughter  of 
a  race  unstained  by  any  mésalliance  since  the  time  of  the 
Conquest,  married  to  an  old  man,  one  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished  members  of  the  British  peerage, — ail  thèse 
advantages  were  no  more  than  accessories  adding  to  her 
beauty,  her  manners,  her  wit,  a  faceted  lustre  that 
dazzled  before  it  charmed  you.  She  was  the  idol  of  the 
day,  and  reigned  ail  the  more  despotically  over  Paris 
Society  because  she  had  the  qualifies  indispensable  to 
success,  the  iron  hand  in  a  velvet  glove  spoken  of  by 
Bernadotte. 

You  know  the  curious  individuality  of  the  English — 
the  impassable  and  arrogant  Channel,  the  icy  St. 
George's  Straits  that  they  set  between  themselves  and 
those  who  hâve  not  been  introduced  to  them.  The 
human  race  might  be  an  ant-heap  on  which  they  tread  ; 
they  recognise  none  of  their  species  but  those  whom 
they  accept  ;  they  do  not  understand  the  language  even 
of  the  rest  ;  those  hâve  lips  that  move  and  eyes  that  see, 
but  neither  voice  nor  looks  can  reach  so  high  ;  to  them 
the  herd  are  as  though  they  were  not.  Thus  the 
English  are  an  image  of  their  island  where  the  law 
rules  everything  ;  where  in  each  sphère  everything  is 
uniform  ;  where  the  practice  of  virtue  seems  to  be 
the  inévitable  working  of  wheels  that  move  at  fixed 
hours. 

Thèse  fortifications  of  polished  steel  built  up  round  an 
Englishwoman,  caged  by  golden  wires  into  her  home, 
where  her  feeding  trough  and  drinking  cup,  her  perches 
and   her  food    are   ail    perfection,  lend    her    irrésistible 
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attractions.  Never  did  a  nation  more  elaborately  scheme 
for  the  hypocrisy  of  a  married  woman  by  placing  her 
always  midway  between  social  life  and  death.  For  her 
there  is  no  compromise  between  shame  and  honour  ;  the 
fall  is  utter,  or  there  is  no  slip  ;  it  is  ail  or  nothing — the 
To  be  or  not  to  be  of  Hamlet.  This  alternative,  combined 
with  the  habits  of  disdain  to  which  manners  accustom 
her,  makes  an  Englishwoman  a  créature  apart  in  the 
world.  She  is  but  a  poor  créature,  virtuous  perforée, 
and  ready  to  abandon  herself,  condemned  to  perpétuai 
falsehood  buried  in  her  soûl  ;  but  she  is  enchanting  in 
form,  because  the  race  has  thrown  everything  into  form. 
Hence  the  beauties  peculiar  to  the  women  of  that 
country  :  the  exaltation  of  an  affection  in  which 
life  is  compulsorily  summed  up,  their  extravagant  care  of 
their  person,  the  refinement  of  their  love — so  elegantly 
expressed  in  the  famous  scène  in  Romeo  and  Juliet,  in 
which  Shakespeare  has  with  one  touch  depicted  the 
Englishwoman. 

To  you,  who  envy  them  so  many  things,  what  can  I 
say  that  you  do  not  know  about  thèse  fair  sirens, 
apparently  impénétrable  but  so  quickly  known,  who 
believe  that  love  is  enough  for  love,  and  who  taint  their 
pleasures  with  satiety  by  never  varying  them,  whose 
soûl  has  but  one  note,  whose  voice  but  one  word — an 
océan  of  love,  in  which,  if  a  man  has  not  bathed,  he  will 
for  ever  remain  ignorant  of  one  form  of  poetic  sensuality, 
just  as  a  man  who  has  never  seen  the  sea  must  always 
lack  certain  chords  to  his  lyre  ? 

You  know  the  purport  of  thèse  words.  My  acquaint- 
ance  with  Lady  Dudley  was  notorious.  At  an  âge 
when  the  sensés  exert  their  greatest  power  over  our 
décisions,  and  in  a  man  whose  fires  had  been  so  violently 
suppressed,  the  image  of  the  saint  who  was  enduring  her 
long  martyrdom  at  Clochegourde  shone  so  brightly  that 
he  could  resist  every  fascination.  This  fidelity  was  the 
distinction    that    won    me    Lady    Arabella's   attention. 
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My  obstinacy  increased  her  passion.  What  she  longed 
for,  like  many  Englishwomen,  was  something  con- 
spicuous  and  extraordinary.  She  craved  for  spice,  for 
pepper  to  feed  her  heart  on,  as  English  epicures  insist 
on  pungent  condiments  to  revive  their  palate.  The 
lethargy  produced  in  thèse  women's  lives  by  unfailing 
perfection  in  everything  about  them,  and  methodical 
regularity  of  habit,  reacts  in  a  worship  of  the  romantic 
and  difficult.  I  was  incapable  of  gauging  this  character. 
The  more  I  retired  into  cold  disdain,  the  more  eager 
was  Lady  Dudley.  This  contest,  of  which  she  boasted, 
excited  some  curiosity  in  certain  drawing-rooms,  and 
this  was  the  firstfruits  of  satisfaction  which  made  her 
feel  it  incumbent  on  her  to  triumph.  Ah  !  I  should 
hâve  been  saved  if  only  some  friend  had  repeated  the 
odious  speech  she  had  uttered  concerning  Madame  de 
Mortsauf  and  me — 

CI  am  sick,'  said  she,  'of  this  turtle-dove  sigh- 
ing!' 

Though  I  hâve  no  wish  to  justify  my  crime,  I  must 
point  out  to  you,  Natalie,  that  a  man  has  less  chances  of 
resisting  a  woman  than  you  women  hâve  of  evading  our 
pursuit.  Our  manners  forbid  to  our  sex  those  tactics  of 
stern  repression  which  in  you  are  baits  to  tempt  the 
lover,  and  which  indeed  propriety  requires  of  you.  In 
us,  on  the  contrary,  some  jurisprudence  of  masculine 
coxcombry  treats  reserve  as  ridiculous  ;  we  leave  you  the 
monopoly  of  modesty  to  secure  to  you  the  privilège  of 
conferring  favours  ;  but  reverse  the  parts,  and  a  man  is 
crushed  by  satire.  Protected  as  I  was  by  my  passion,  I 
was  not  at  an  âge  to  be  insensible  to  the  threefold 
attractions  of  pride,  dévotion,  and  beauty.  When  Lady 
Arabella  laid  at  my  feet  the  homage  paid  to  her  at  a  bail 
of  which  she  was  the  queen,  when  she  watched  my  eye 
to  read  whether  I  admired  her  dress,  and  thrilled  with 
pleasure  when  she  pleased  me,  I  was  agitated  by  her 
agitation.      She  stood  on  ground  too  whence  I  could  not 
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fly  ;  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  refuse  certain  invitations 
in  the  diplomatie  circle  ;  her  rank  opened  every  house  to 
her  ;  and  with  the  ingenuity  which  women  can  display  to 
obtain  the  thing  they  wish  for,  she  contrived  at  table 
that  the  mistress  of  the  house  should  seat  me  next 
to  her. 

Then  she  would  murmur  in  my  ear — 

4  If  I  were  loved  as  Madame  de  Mortsauf  is,  I  would 
sacrifice  everything  to  you.'  She  proposed  the  humblest 
conditions  with  a  smile,  she  promised  uncompromis- 
ing  réticence,  or  besought  me  to  allow  her  only  to  love 
me.  She  spoke  thèse  words  to  me  one  day,  satisfying 
alike  the  capitulation  of  a  timid  conscience  and  the 
unbridled  cravings  of  youth — 

'  Your  friend  for  ever,  and  your  mistress  when  you 
please  !  ' 

Finally  she  resolved  to  make  my  sensé  of  honour  the 
means  to  my  ruin  ;  she  bribed  my  man-servant  ;  and  one 
evening,  after  a  party  where  she  had  shone  with  such 
beauty  that  she  was  sure  of  having  captivated  me,  I 
found  her  in  my  rooms.  This  scandai  was  heard  of  in 
England,  where  the  aristocracy  were  in  as  much  con- 
sternation as  Heaven  at  the  fall  of  its  highest  angel. 
Lady  Dudley  came  down  from  her  clouds  in  the  British 
empyrean,  kept  nothing  but  her  own  fortune,  and  tried 
by  self-sacrifice  to  éclipse  the  woman  whose  virtue 
had  led  to  this  celebrated  scandai.  Lady  Arabella, 
like  the  Devil  on  the  pinnacle  of  the  Temple,  took  plea- 
sure  in  showing  me  the  richest  kingdoms  of  her  ardent 
world. 

Read  my  confession,  I  beseech  you,  with  indulgence. 
It  deals  with  one  of  the  most  interesting  problems  of 
human  life,  with  a  crisis  through  which  the  greater  por- 
tion of  mankind  must  pass,  and  which  I  long  to  account 
for,  if  it  were  only  to  light  a  beacon  on  the  reef.  This 
beautiful  English  lady,  so  slender,  so  fragile,  this  milk- 
white  woman  so  crushed,  so  breakable,  so  meek,  with  her 
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refined  brow  crowned  with  such  soft  tan-brown  hair — 
this  créature  whose  brilliancy  seems  but  a  transient 
phosphorescence  has  a  frame  of  iron.  No  horse,  however 
fiery,  can  defy  her  sinewy  wrist,  her  hand  that  seems  so 
weak,  and  that  nothing  can  tire.  She  has  the  foot  of  the 
roe,  a  small,  wiry,  muscular  foot  of  indescribable  beauty 
of  form.  Her  strength  fears  no  rivalry  :  no  man  can 
keep  up  with  her  on  horseback  ;  she  would  win  a  steeple- 
chase  riding  a  centaur  ;  she  shoots  stags,  and  does  it  with- 
out  checking  her  horse.  Her  frame  knows  not  perspira- 
tion  ;  it  radiâtes  a  glow  in  the  air,  and  lives  in  water, 
or  it  would  perish. 

Her  passion  is  quite  African  ;  her  demands  are  a  tor- 
nado  like  the  sand-spoutsof  the  désert — the  désert  whose 
burning  vastness  is  to  be  seen  in  her  eyes,  the  désert  ail 
azuré  and  love,  with  its  unchanging  sky  and  its  cool, 
star-lit  nights. 

What  a  contrast  to  Clochegourde  !  The  East  and 
the  West  ;  one  attracting  to  herself  the  smallest  atoms  of 
moisture  to  nourish  her  ;  the  other  exhaling  her  soûl, 
enveloping  ail  who  were  faithful  to  her  in  a  luminous 
atmosphère.  This  one  eager  and  slightj  the  other  calm 
and  solid. 

Tell  me,  hâve  you  ever  duly  considered  the  gênerai 
bearing  of  English  habits  ?  Are  they  not  the  apotheosis 
of  matter,  a  definite,  premeditated,  and  skilfully  adapted 
Epicureanism  ?  Whatever  she  may  do  or  say,  England 
is  materialist — unconsciously  perhaps.  She  has  religious 
and  moral  pretensions  from  which  the  divine  spirituality, 
the  soûl  of  Catholicism,  is  absent  ;  its  fruitful  grâce  can 
never  be  replaced  by  any  hypocrisy,  however  well  acted. 
She  possesses  in  the  highest  degree  the  science  of  life, 
which  adds  a  grâce  to  the  smallest  détails  of  materialism  : 
which  makes  your  slipper  the  most  exquisite  slipper  in 
the  world  ;  which  gives  your  linen  an  indescribable 
fragrance  ;  which  lines  and  perfumes  your  drawers  with 
cedar  ;  which  pours  out  at  a  fixed  hour  a  delicious  cupof 
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tea,  scientifically  infused;  which  banishes  dust,  and  nails 
down  carpets  from  the  very  doorstep  to  the  inmost  nook 
of  the  house  ;  which  washes  the  cellar  walls,  polishes  the 
door  knocker,  gives  elasticity  to  the  springs  of  a  carriage  ; 
which  turns  ail  matter  into  a  nutritious  pulp,  a  comfort- 
able,  lustrous,  and  cleanly  médium  in  the  midst  of  which 
the  soûl  expires  in  enjoyment,  and  which  produces  a  ter- 
rible monotony  of  ease  ;  which  results  in  a  life  uncrossed 
and  devoid  of  initiative  ;  which,  in  one  word,  makes  a 
machine  of  you. 

Thus  I  came  suddenly,  in  the  heart  of  this  English 
luxury,  on  a  woman  perhaps  unique  of  her  sex,  who 
entangled  me  in  the  meshes  of  that  love  born  anew  from 
its  death,  whose  prodigality  I  met  with  severe  austerity 
— that  love  which  has  overpowering  charms  and  an 
electricity  of  its  own,  which  often  leads  you  to  heaven 
through  the  ivory  gâtes  of  its  half-slumbers,  or  carnes 
you  up  mounted  behind  its  winged  shoulders.  A  hor- 
ribly  graceless  love  that  laughs  at  the  corpses  of  those 
it  has  slain  ;  love  devoid  of  memory,  a  cruel  love, 
like  English  politics,  and  to  which  almost  every  man 
succumbs. 

You  understand  the  problem  now.  Man  is  com- 
posée! of  matter  and  spirit.  In  him  the  animal  nature 
culminâtes  and  the  angel  begins.  Hence  the  conflict 
we  ail  hâve  felt  between  a  future  destiny  of  which  we 
hâve  presentiments,  and  the  memories  of  our  original 
instincts  from  which  we  are  not  wholly  detached — the 
love  of  the  flesh  and  the  love  that  is  divine.  One  man 
amalgamâtes  the  two  in  one  ;  another  abstains.  This 
one  seeks  the  whole  sex  through,  to  satisfy  his  anterior 
appetites  ;  that  one  idéalises  it  in  a  single  woman,  who 
to  him  epitomises  the  universe.  Some  hover  undecided 
between  the  raptures  of  matter  and  those  of  the  spirit  ; 
others  spiritualise  the  flesh  and  ask  of  it  what  it  can 
never  give.  If,  considering  thèse  gênerai  features  of 
love,    you    take    into    account    the    repulsions  and    the 
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affinities  which,  being  the  outcome  of  diversity  of  con- 
stitution, presently  break  the  bonds  between  those  who 
hâve  not  tested  each  other  ;  if  you  add  to  this  the 
errors  resulting  from  the  hopes  of  those  who  live  more 
especially  by  the  mind,  by  the  heart,  or  by  action 
— who  think,  or  feel,  or  act — and  whose  vocation  is 
cheated  or  misprized  in  an  association  of  two  human 
beings,  each  equally  complex,  you  will  be  largely 
indulgent  to  some  misfortunes  to  which  society  is 
pitiless. 

Well,  Lady  Arabella  satisfies  the  instincts,  the  organs, 
the  appetites,  the  vices,  and  the  virtues  of  the  subtle 
matter  of  which  we  are  compounded  ;  she  was  the 
mistress  of  my  body.  Madame  de  Mortsauf  was  the 
wife  of  my  soûl.  The  love  the  mistress  could  satisfy 
has  its  limits  ;  matter  is  finite,  its  properties  hâve  recog- 
nised  forces,  it  is  liable  to  inévitable  saturation  ;  I  often 
felt  an  indescribable  void  in  Paris  with  Lady  Dudley. 
Infinity  is  the  realm  of  the  heart  ;  love  unbounded  was 
at  Clochegourde.  I  was  passionately  in  love  with  Lady 
Arabella,  and  certainly,  though  the  animal  in  her  was 
suprême,  she  had  also  a  superior  intelligence  ;  her 
ironical  conversation  embraced  everything. 

But  I  worshipped  Henriette.  If  at  night  I  wept  with 
joy,  in  the  morning  I  wept  with  remorse.  There  are 
some  women  shrewd  enough  to  conceal  their  jealousy 
under  angelic  sweetness  ;  thèse  are  women  who,  like 
Lady  Dudley,  are  past  thirty.  Women  then  know  how 
to  feel  and  calculate  both  at  once  ;  they  squeeze  out  the 
juice  of  the  présent  and  yet  think  of  the  future  ;  they 
can  stifle  their  often  quite  justifiable  groans  with  the 
détermination  of  a  hunter  who  does  not  feel  a  wound 
as  he  rides  in  pursuit  of  the  bugle  call. 

Without  ever  speaking  of  Madame  de  Mortsauf, 
Arabella  tried  to  kill  her  in  my  soûl,  where  she  constantly 
found  her,  and  her  own  passion  flamed  higher  under  the 
breath  of  this  ineradicable  love.     To  triumph,  if  possible, 
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by  comparisons  to  her  own  advantage,  she  would  never 
be  suspicious,  nor  provoking,  nor  curious,  as  most  young 
women  are  ;  but,  like  a  lioness  that  has  carried  her  prey 
in  her  mouth  and  brought  it  to  her  den  to  devour,  she 
took  care  that  nothing  should  disturb  her  happiness,  and 
watched  me  like  an  unsubdued  conquest.  I  wrote  to 
Henriette  under  her  very  eyes,  she  never  read  a  single 
line,  she  never  made  the  least  attempt  to  know  the 
address  on  my  letters.  I  was  perfectly  free.  She 
seemed  to  hâve  said  to  herself,  c  If  I  lose,  I  shall  blâme 
no  one  but  myself.' 

And  she  trusted  proudly  to  a  love  so  devoted  that 
she  would  hâve  laid  down  her  life  without  hésitation  if 
I  had  asked  it  of  her.  In  fact,  she  made  me  believe 
that  if  I  should  abandon  her  she  would  at  once  kill 
herself. 

It  was  a  thing  to  hear  when  she  sang  the  praises  of 
the  Indian  custom  for  widows  to  burn  themselves  on 
their  husband's  funeral  pyre. 

4  Though  in  India  the  practice  is  a  distinction  reserved 
to  the  higher  castes,  and  is  consequently  little  appreciated 
by  Europeans,  who  are  incapable  of  perceiving  the 
proud  dignity  of  the  privilège,  you  must  confess,'  she 
would  say  to  me,  '  that  in  the  dead  level  of  our  modem 
manners  the  aristocracy  cannot  résume  its  place  unless 
by  exceptional  feelings  ?  How  can  I  show  the  middle 
class  that  the  blood  flowing  in  my  veins  is  not  the  same 
as  theirs,  if  not  in  dying  in  another  way  than  they  die  ? 
Women  of  no  birth  can  hâve  diamonds,  silks,  horses, 
even  coats-of-arms,  which  ought  to  be  ours  alone,  for  a 
name  can  be  purchased  ! — But  to  love,  unabashed,  in 
opposition  to  the  law,  to  die  for  the  idol  she  has  chosen, 
and  make  a  shroud  of  the  sheets  off  her  bed  to  bring 
earth  and  heaven  into  subjection  to  a  man,  and  thus  rob 
the  Almighty  of  His  right  to  make  a  god,  never  to  be 
false  to  him,  not  even  for  virtue's  sake — for  to  refuse 
him  anything  in  the  name  of  duty  is  to  abandon  oneself 
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to  something  that  is  not  he — whether  it  be  another  man 
or  a  mère  idea,  it  is  a  betrayal  ! — Thèse  are  the  heights 
to  which  vulgar  women  cannot  rise  ;  they  know  only  two 
roads — the  highway  of  virtue  or  the  miry  path  of  the 
courtesan.' 

She  argued,  you  see,  from  pride  ;  she  flattered  ail  my 
vanities  by  deifying  them  ;  she  set  me  so  high  that  she 
could  only  reach  to  my  knees  ;  ail  the  fascinations  of  her 
mind  found  expression  in  her  slave-like  attitude  and 
absolute  submission.  She  would  remain  a  whole  day 
lounging  at  my  feet  in  silence,  gazing  at  me,  waiting 
on  my  pleasure  like  a  seraglio  slave.  What  words  can 
describe  the  first  six  months  when  I  gave  myself  up  to 
the  enervating  joys  of  an  affection  full  of  raptures  varied 
by  the  knowledge  of  expérience  that  was  concealed 
under  the  véhémence  of  passion.  Such  joys,  a  révéla- 
tion of  the  poetry  of  the  sensés,  constitute  the  strong 
link  that  binds  young  men  to  women  older  than  them- 
selves  ;  but  this  link  is  the  convict's  chain  ;  it  leaves  an 
indelible  scar,  implanting  a  prématuré  distaste  for  fresh 
and  innocent  love  rich  in  blossom  only,  which  cannot 
serve  us  with  alcohol  in  curiously  chased  golden  cups, 
enriched  with  precious  stones,  sparkling  with  inexhaust- 
ible  flres. 

When  I  tasted  the  enjoyments  of  which  I  had  dreamed, 
knowing  nothing  of  them,  which  I  had  expressed  in  my 
nosegays,  and  which  the  union  of  soûls  makes  a  thou- 
sand  times  more  intense,  I  found  no  lack  of  paradoxes  to 
justify  myself  in  my  own  eyes  for  the  readiness  with 
which  I  slaked  my  thirst  at  this  élégant  cup.  Often 
when  I  felt  lost  in  immeasurable  lassitude,  my  soûl,  freed 
from  my  body,  flew  far  from  earth,  and  I  fancied  that 
such  pleasures  were  a  means  of  annihilating  matter  and 
freeing  the  spirit  for  its  sublimest  flights.  Not  unfre- 
quently  Lady  Dudley,  like  many  another  woman,  took 
advantage  of  the  excitement  superinduced  by  excessive 
happiness  to  bind  me  by  solemn  vows  ;  and  she  could 
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even  tempt  me  into  blaspheming  the  angel  at  Cloche- 
gourde. 

Being  a  traitor,  I  became  a  cheat.  I  wrote  to  Madame 
de  Mortsauf  as  though  I  were  still  the  boy  in  the  ill- 
made  blue  coat  of  whom  she  was  so  fond  ;  but,  I  own, 
her  gift  of  second-sight  appalled  me  when  I  thought  of 
the  disaster  any  indiscrétion  might  bring  on  the  charming 
castle  of  my  hopes.  Often  in  the  midst  of  my  happiness 
a  sudden  pang  froze  me  ;  I  heard  the  name  of  Henriette 
spoken  by  a  voice  from  on  high,  like  the  c  Cain,  where  is 
Abel  ?  '  of  the  Scripture  narrative. 

My  letters  remained  unanswered.  I  was  in  mortal 
anxiety,  and  wanted  to  set  out  for  Clochegourde. 
Arabella  raised  no  obstacles,  but  she  spoke  as  a  matter 
of  course  of  going  with  me  to  Touraine.  Her  fancy, 
spurred  by  difficulty,  her  presentiments,  justified  by 
more  happiness  than  she  had  hoped  for,  had  given  birth 
in  her  to  a  real  affection,  which  she  now  meant  should 
be  unique.  Her  womanly  wit  showed  her  that  this 
journey  might  be  made  a  means  of  detaching  me  com- 
pletely  from  Madame  de  Mortsauf;  and  I,  blinded  by 
alarm  and  misled  by  genuine  guilelessness,  did  not  see 
the  snare  in  which  I  was  to  be  caught. 

Lady  Dudley  proposed  the  fullest  concessions,  and 
anticipated  every  objection.  She  agreed  to  remain  in 
the  country  near  Tours,  unknown,  disguised,  never  to 
go  out  by  daylight,  and  to  choose  for  our  meetings  an 
hour  of  the  night  when  no  one  could  recognise  us. 

I  started  on  horseback  from  Tours  for  Clochegourde. 
I  had  my  reasons  for  this  ;  I  needed  a  horse  for  my 
nocturnal  expéditions,  and  I  had  an  Arab,  sent  to  the 
Marchioness  by  Lady  Hester  Stanhope,  which  I  had 
taken  in  exchange  for  the  famous  picture  by  Rembrandt 
now  hanging  in  her  drawing-room  in  London,  after  it 
had  corne  into  my  hands  in  so  singular  a  way. 

I  took  the  road  I  had  gone  on  foot  six  years  before, 
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and  paused  under  the  walnut-tree.  From  thence  I  saw 
Madame  de  Mortsauf,  in  a  white  dress,  on  the  terrace. 
I  flew  towards  her  with  the  swiftness  of  lightning,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  was  below  the  wall,  traversing  the 
distance  in  a  direct  line,  as  if  I  were  riding  a  steeple- 
chase.  She  heard  the  prodigious  leaps  of  the  Swallow 
of  the  Désert  ;  and  when  I  pulled  up  sharp  at  the  corner 
of  the  terrace,  she  said,  '  Ah  !     Hère  you  are  !  ' 

Thèse  four  words  struck  me  dumb.  Then  she  knew 
of  my  adventure  !  Who  had  told  her  of  it  ? — Her 
mother,  whose  odious  letter  she  subsequently  showed 
me.  The  indifférence  of  that  weak  voice,  formerly  so 
full  of  vitality — the  dead,  colourless  tone  confessed  a 
mature  sorrow  and  ,'breathed,  as  it  were,  a  perfume  of 
flowers  eut  off  beyond  ail  recovery.  The  tempest  of 
my  infidelity,  like  the  floods  of  the  Loire  that  bury  the 
land  past  rédemption  in  sand,  had  passed  over  her  soûl 
and  made  a  désert  where  rich  meadows  had  been  green. 
I  led  my  horse  in  by  the  side  gâte  ;  he  knelt  down  on 
the  grass  at  my  command  ;  and  the  Countess,  who  had 
corne  forward  with  a  slow  step,  exclaimed,  c  What  a 
beautiful  créature  !  ' 

She  stood  with  her  arms  crossed  that  I  might  not  take 
her  hand,  and  I  understood  her  intention. 

c  I  will  go  and  tell  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,'  said  she, 
and  turned  away. 

I  remained  standing,  quite  confounded,  letting  her  go, 
watching  her — noble,  deliberate,  and  proud  as  ever  ; 
whiter  than  I  had  ever  seen  her,  her  brow  stamped  with 
the  yellow  seal  of  the  bitterest  melancholy,  and  hanging 
her  head  like  a  lily  weighed  down  by  too  much  rain. 

'  Henriette  !  '  I  cried,  with  the  passion  of  a  man  who 
feels  himself  dying. 

She  did  not  turn  round,  she  did  not  pause  ;  she  scorned 
to  tell  me  that  she  had  taken  back  that  name,  that  she 
would  no  longer  answer  to  it  ;  she  walked  on.  In  that 
terrible  valley   where   millions  of  men    must   be    lying 
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turned  to  dust,  while  their  soûl  now  animâtes  the  surface 
of  the  globe,  I  may  find  myself  very  small  in  the  midst 
of  the  crowd  closely  paclced  under  the  luminous  dignities 
who  shall  light  it  up  with  their  glory  ;  but  even  there  I 
shall  be  less  utterly  crushed  than  I  was  as  I  gazed  at 
that  white  figure  going  up,  up — as  an  undeviating  flood 
mounts  the  streets  of  a  town — up  to  Clochegourde,  her 
home,  the  glory  and  the  martyrdom  of  this  Christian 
Dido  ! 

I  cursed  Arabella  in  one  word  that  would  hâve  killed 
her  had  she  heard  it — and  she  had  given  up  everything 
for  me,  as  we  leave  ail  for  God  !  I  stood  lost  in  an 
océan  of  thought,  seeing  endless  pain  on  every  side  of  me. 

Then  I  saw  them  ail  coming  down  ;  Jacques  running 
with  the  impetuosity  of  his  âge  ;  Madeleine,  a  gazelle 
with  pathetic  eyes,  followed  with  her  mother.  Monsieur 
de  Mortsauf  came  towards  me  with  open  arms,  clasped 
me  to  him,  and  kissed  me  on  both  cheeks,  saying, 
1  Félix,  I  hâve  heard — I  owed  my  life  to  you  !  ' 

Madame  de  Mortsauf  stood  with  her  back  to  us,  under 
pretence  of  showing  the  horse  to  Madeleine,  who  was 
amazed. 

c  The  devil  !  '  cried  the  Count  in  a  fury,  c  that  is  a 
woman  ail  over  ! — They  are  looking  at  your  horse.' 

Madeleine  turned  and  came  to  me.  I  kissed  her  hand, 
looking  at  the  Countess,  who  reddened. 

c  Madeleine  seems  much  better,'  said  I. 

4  Poor  little  girl  !  '  replied  the  Countess,  kissing  her 
forehead. 

c  Yes,  for  the  moment  they  are  ail  well,'  said  the 
Count.  '  I  alone,  my  dear  Félix,  am  a  wreck,  like  an 
old  tower  about  to  fall.' 

c  The  General  still  suffers  from  his  black  dragons,  it 
would  seem,'  said  I,  looking  at  Madame  de  Mortsauf. 

1  We  ail  hâve  our  blue  devilsj  she  replied.  c  That, 
I  think,  is  the  English  word  ?  ' 

We  went  up  to  the  house,  ail  walking  together,  ail 
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feeling  that  something  serious  had  happened.     She  had 
no  wish  to  be  alone  with  me  ;  in  short,  I  was  a  visitor. 

'  By  the  way,  what  about  your  horse  ?  '  said  the 
Count,  when  we  went  out. 

'  You  see,'  retorted  the  Countess,  ' 1  was  wrong  to 
think  about  it,  and  equally  wrong  not  to  think  about 
it.' 

4  Why,  yes,'  said  he  ;  c  there  is  a  time  for  everything.' 

4  I  will  go  to  him,'  said  I,  finding  this  cold  réception 
unendurable.  c  I  alone  can  unsaddle  him  and  put  him 
up  properly.  My  groom  is  coming  from  Chinon  by 
coach,  and  he  will  rub  him  down.' 

4  Is  the  groom  from  England  too  ?  '  said  she. 

c  They  are  only  made  there,'  replied  the  Count, 
becoming  cheerful  as  he  saw  his  wife  depressed. 

His  wife's  coolness  was  an  opportunity  for  tacit 
opposition  ;  he  loaded  me  with  kindness.  I  learned  what 
a  burthen  a  husband's  friendship  can  be.  Do  not  sup- 
pose that  it  is  when  the  wife  lavishes  an  affection  of 
which  he  seems  to  be  robbed,  that  her  husband's  atten- 
tions are  overpowering  to  a  noble  soûl  !  No.  It  is 
when  that  love  has  fled  that  they  are  odious  and  un- 
endurable. A  friendly  understanding,  which  is  the 
indispensable  condition  of  such  attachments,  is  then  seen 
as  a  mère  means  ;  it  then  is  a  burthen,  and  as  horrible 
as  ail  means  are  when  no  longer  justified  by  the  ends. 

*  My  dear  Félix,'  said  the  Count,  taking  my  hands, 
and  pressing  them  affectionately,  cyou  must  forgive 
Madame  de  Mortsauf.  Women  must  be  fractious, 
their  weakness  is  their  excuse  ;  they  cannot  possibly 
hâve  the  equable  temper  which  gives  us  strength  of 
character.  She  has  the  greatest  regard  for  you.  I  know 
it  ;   but ' 

While  the  Count  was  speaking,  Madame  de  Mortsauf 
moved  gradually  away  from  us  so  as  to  leave  us 
together. 

*  Félix,'  said  he  in  an  undertone,  as  he  looked  at  his 
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wife  returning  to  the  house  with  her  two  children,  *  I 
cannot  think  what  has  been  going  on  in  Madame  de 
MortsauPs  mind,  but  within  the  last  six  weeks  her 
temper  has  completely  altered.  She  who  used  to  be  so 
gentle,  so  devoted,  has  become  incredibly  sulky.' 

Manette  afterwards  told  me  that  the  Countess  had 
fallen  into  a  state  of  déjection  which  left  her  insensible 
to  the  Count's  aggravations.  Finding  no  tender  spot 
into  which  to  thrust  his  darts,  the  man  had  become  as 
fidgety  as  a  boy  when  the  insect  he  is  torturing  ceases 
to  wriggle.  At  this  moment  he  needed  a  confidant,  as 
an  executioner  needs  a  mate. 

4  Try  to  question  Madame  de  Mortsauf,'  he  went  on 
after  a  pause.  c  A  woman  always  has  secrets  from  her 
husband,  but  to  you  she  will  perhaps  confide  the  secret 
of  her  trouble.  If  it  should  cost  me  half  my  remaining 
days  of  life,  and  half  my  fortune,  I  would  sacrifice  every- 
thing  to  make  her  happy.  She  is  so  indispensable  to  my 
existence.  If  in  my  old  âge  I  should  miss  that  angel 
from  my  side,  I  should  be  the  most  misérable  of  men  ! 
I  would  hope  to  die  easy.  Tell  her  she  will  not  hâve 
to  put  up  with  me  for  long.  I,  Félix,  my  poor  friend, — 
I  am  going  fast  ;  I  know  it.  I  hide  the  dreadful  truth 
from  ail  the  world  ;  why  distress  them  before  the  time  ? 
Still  the  pylorus,  my  good  friend.  I  hâve  at  last  mastered 
the  causes  of  the  malady  :  my  sensitive  feelings  are 
killing  me.  In  fact,  ail  our  émotions  converge  on  the 
gastric  centres ' 

*  So  that  people  of  strong  feeling  die  of  indigestion,' 
said  I  with  a  smile. 

c  Do  not  laugh,  Félix  ;  nothing  is  truer.  Too  great  a 
grief  over-excites  the  great  sympathetic  nerve.  This 
excessive  sensibility  keeps  up  a  constant  irritation  of  the 
mucous  membrane  of  the  stomach.  If  this  condition 
continues,  it  leads  to  disturbance  of  the  digestive  func- 
tions,  at  first  imperceptible  ;  the  sécrétions  are  vitiated, 
the  appetite  is  morbid,  and  digestion  becomes  uncertain; 
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ère  long  acute  suffering  supervenes,  worse  and  more 
fréquent  every  day.  Finally  the  organic  mischief  reaches 
a  climax  ;  it  is  as  though  some  poison  were  lurk- 
ing  in  every  bowl.  The  mucous  membrane  thickens, 
the  valve  of  the  pylorus  hardens,  and  a  scirrhus  forms 
there  of  which  the  patient  must  die.  Well,  that  is  my 
case,  my  dear  boy.  The  induration  is  progressing  ; 
nothing  can  stop  it.  Look  at  my  straw-coloured  skin, 
my  dry,  bright  eye,  my  excessive  emaciation  ?  I  am 
withering  up.  What  can  you  expect  ?  I  brought  the 
germ  of  the  complaint  in  me  from  exile  :  I  went  through 
so  much  at  that  time. 

c  And  my  marriage,  which  might  hâve  repaired  the 
mischief  done  during  the  émigration,  far  from  soothing 
my  ulcerated  soûl,  only  reopened  the  wound.  What 
hâve  I  found  hère  ?  Eternal  alarms  on  account  of  my 
children,  domestic  trials,  a  fortune  to  be  patched  up, 
economy  which  entailed  a  thousand  privations  I  had  to 
inflict  on  my  wife,  while  I  was  the  first  to  suffer  from 
them. 

1  And,  above  ail,  to  you  alone  can  I  confide  the 
secret — this  is  my  greatest  trouble.  Though  Blanche 
is  an  angel,  she  does  not  understand  me  ;  she  knows 
nothing  of  my  sufferings,  she  only  frets  them.  I  forgive 
her.  It  is  a  terrible  thing  to  say,  my  friend,  but  a  less 
virtuous  woman  would  hâve  made  me  happier  by  little 
soothing  ways  which  never  occur  to  Blanche,  for  she  is 
as  great  a  simpleton  as  a  baby  !  Add  to  this  that  the 
servants  do  nothing  but  plague  me.  They  are  perfect 
owls  !     I  speak  French,  and  they  hear  Greek. 

£  When  our  fortune  was  somewhat  amended  by  hook 
and  by  crook,  when  I  began  to  be  less  worried,  the 
mischief  was  done  ;  I  had  reached  the  stage  of  morbid 
appetite.  Then  I  had  that  bad  illness  which  Origet  so 
entirely  misunderstood.  In  short,  at  this  moment  I  hâve 
not  six  months  to  live.' 

I   listened    to    the  Count  in  terror.     On  seeing  the 
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Countess,  the  glitter  of  her  hard  eyes  and  the  straw- 
coloured  complexion  of  her  brow  had  struck  me.  I  now 
dragged  the  Count  back  to  the  house  as  I  pretended  to 
listen  to  his  complaining,  interspersed  with  médical  dis- 
sertations, but  I  was  thinking  onlyof  Henriette,  and  was 
bent  on  studying  her. 

I  found  the  Countess  in  the  drawing-room  ;  she  was 
listening  to  a  lesson  in  mathematics  that  the  Abbé 
de  Dominis  was  giving  to  Jacques,  while  she  showed 
Madeleine  a  stitch  in  tapestry.  Formerly  she  would 
hâve  found  means,  on  the  day  of  my  arrivai,  to  put  off 
such  occupations,  and  dévote  herself  to  me  ;  but  my  love 
was  so  deep  and  true  that  I  buried  in  the  depths  of  my 
heart  the  sorrow  I  felt  at  the  contrast  between  the  past 
and  présent  ;  for  I  could  see  that  terrible  yellow  tinge  on 
her  heavenly  face,  like  the  reflection  of  a  divine  light 
which  Italian  painters  hâve  given  to  the  faces  of  their 
female  saints.  I  felt  in  my  soûl  the  cold  blast  of  death. 
When  the  blaze  of  her  eyes  fell  on  me,  bereft  now  of  the 
liquid  moisture  in  which  her  looks  had  floated,  I  shud- 
dered  ;  and  I  then  observed  certain  changes  due  to  grief 
which  I  had  not  noticed  out  of  doors.  The  fine  lines 
which,  when  I  had  last  seen  her,  were  but  faintly  traced 
on  her  forehead,  were  now  deep  furrows  ;  her  temples, 
bluely  veined,  were  dry  and  hollow  ;  her  eyes  were  sunk 
under  reddened  brows  and  had  dark  circles  round  them  ; 
she  had  the  look  of  fruit  on  which  bruises  are  beginning 
to  show,  and  which  has  turned  prematurely  yellow  from 
the  ravages  of  a  worm  within. 

And  was  it  not  I,  whose  sole  ambition  it  had  been  to 
pour  happiness  in  a  full  tide  into  her  soûl,  who  had  shed 
bitterness  into  the  spring  whence  her  life  derived  strength 
and  her  courage  refreshment  ? 

I  sat  down  by  her,  and  said  in  a  voice  tearful  with 
repentance — 

'  Is  your  health  satisfactory  ?  ' 

4  Yes,'  she   replied,  looking   straight    into    my    eyes. 
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1  Hère  is  my  health,'  and  she  pointed  to  Madeleine  and 
Jacques. 

Madeleine,  who  had  corne  out  victorious  from  her 
struggle  with  nature,  at  fifteen  was  a  woman  ;  she  had 
grown,  the  tint  of  a  China  rose  bloomed  in  her  dark 
cheelcs;  she  had  lost  the  light  heedlessness  of  a  child  that 
looks  everything  in  the  face,  and  had  begun  to  cast  down 
her  eyes.  Her  movements,  like  her  mother's,  were  rare 
and  sober  ;  her  figure  slight,  and  the  charms  of  her  bust 
already  filling  out.  A  woman's  vanity  had  smoothed  her 
fine  black  hair,  parted  into  bands  on  her  Spanish-looking 
brow.  She  had  a  look  of  the  pretty  mediaeval  busts,  so 
refined  in  outline,  so  slender  in  mould,  that  the  eye  that 
lingers  on  them  fears  lest  it  should  break  them  ;  but 
health,  the  fruit  that  had  ripened  after  so  much  care,  had 
given  her  cheek  the  velvety  texture  of  the  peach,  and  a 
silky  down  on  her  neck  which  caught  the  light — as  it 
did  in  her  mother. 

She  would  live  !  God  had  written  it,  sweet  bud  of 
the  loveliest  of  human  blossoms,  on  the  long  lashes  of 
your  eyelids,  on  the  slope  of  your  shoulders,  which  pro- 
mised  to  be  as  beautiful  as  your  mother's  had  been  ! 

This  nut-brown  maiden  with  the  growth  of  a  poplar, 
was  a  contrast  indeed  to  Jacques,  a  fragile  youth  of 
seventeen,  whose  head  looked  too  large,  for  his  brow  had 
expanded  so  rapidly  as  to  give  rise  to  alarms,  whose 
fevered,  weary  eyes  were  in  keeping  with  a  deep  sonorous 
voice.  The  throat  gave  out  too  great  a  volume  ofsound, 
just  as  the  eye  betrayed  too  much  thought.  Hère  Hen- 
riette's  intellect,  soûl,  and  heart  were  consuming  with 
eager  fires  a  too  frail  body  ;  for  Jacques  had  the  milk- 
white  complexion  touched  with  the  burning  flush  that 
is  seen  in  young  English  girls  marked  by  the  scourge  to 
be  felled  within  a  limited  time — delusive  health  ! 

Following  agesture  by  which  Henriette,  after  pointing 
to  Madeleine,  made  me  look  at  Jacques,  tracing  geo- 
metrical  figures  and  algebraical    sums  on  a  blackboard 
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before  the  Abbé,  I  was  startled  at  this  glimpse  of  death 
hidden  under  roses,  and  respected  the  unhappy  mother's 
mistake. 

4  When  I  see  them  so  well,  joy  silences  ail  my  griefs, 
as,  indeed,  they  are  silent  and  vanish  when  I  see  those  two 
i  11 . — My  friend,'  said  she,  her  eyes  beaming  with  motherly 
pleasure,  'if  other  affections  désert  us,  those  that  find 
their  reward  hère — dutiesfulfilled  and  crowned  with  suc- 
cess — make  up  for  defeat  endured  elsewhere.  Jacques, 
like  you,  will  be  a  highly  cultivated  man,  full  of  virtuous 
learning  ;  like  you,  he  will  be  an  honour  to  his  country — 
which  he  may  help  to  govern  perhaps,  guided  by  you,  who 
will  hold  so  high  a  place — but  I  will  try  to  make  him 
faithful  to  his  first  affections.  Madeleine,  dear  créature, 
has  already  an  exquisite  heart.  She  is  as  pure  as  the 
snow  on  the  highest  Alpine  summit  ;  she  will  hâve  the 
devotedness  and  the  sweet  intelligence  of  woman  ;  she  is 
proud,  she  will  be  worthy  of  the  Lenoncourts  ! 

4  The  mother,  once  so  distraught,  is  now  very  happy — 
happy  in  an  infinité  and  unmixed  happiness  ;  yes,  my 
life  is  full,  my  life  is  rich.  As  you  see,  God  has  given 
me  joys  that  unfold  from  permitted  affection,  has  infused 
bitterness  into  those  to  which  I  was  being  tempted  by  a 
dangerous  attachment.' 

4  Well  done  !  '  cried  the  Abbé  gleefully.  4  Monsieur 
le  Vicomte  knows  as  much  as  I  do ' 

Jacques,  as  he  finished  the  démonstration,  coughed  a 
little. 

4  That  is  enough  for  to-day,  my  dear  Abbé,'  said  the 
Countess  in  some  agitation.  '  Above  ail,  no  chemistry 
lesson  !  Go  out  riding,  Jacques,'  she  added,  kissing  her 
son  with  the  justifiable  rapture  of  a  mother's  caress,  her 
eyes  fixed  on  me  as  if  to  insuit  my  remembrances. 
4  Go,  dear,  and  be  prudent.' 

4  But  you  hâve  not  answered  my  question,'  said  I,  as 
she  followed  Jacques  with  a  long  look.  4  Do  you  suffer 
any  pain  ?  ' 
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'  Yes,  sometimes,  in  my  chest.  If  I  were  in  Paris  I 
could  rise  to  the  honours  of  gastritis,  the  fashionable 
complaint.' 

'My  mother  suffers  a  great  deal,  and  often,'  replied 
Madeleine. 

cSo  my  health  really  interests  you  ?  '  said  she  to  me. 

Madeleine,  astonished  at  the  deep  irony  with  which 
the  words  were  spoken,  looked  at  us  by  turns  ;  my  eyes 
were  counting  the  pink  flowers  on  the  cushions  of  the 
grey  and  green  furniture  in  the  room. 

4  The  situation  is  intolérable  !  '  I  said  in  her  ear. 

c  Is  it  of  my  making  ?  '  she  asked.  '  My  dear  boy,' 
she  said  aloud,  affecting  the  cruel  cheerfulness  with 
which  women  give  lightness  to  revenge,  *  do  you  know 
nothing  of  modem  history  ?  Are  not  France  and  Eng- 
land  always  foes  ?  Why,  Madeleine  knows  that  ;  she 
knows  that  they  are  divided  by  a  vast  sea,  a  cold  sea,  a 
stormy  sea.' 

The  vases  on  the  chimney  had  been  replaced  by 
candelabra,  no  doubt  to  deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  of 
filling  them  with  flowers  ;  I  found  them  at  a  later  day 
in  her  room.  When  my  servant  arrived,  I  went  out  to 
give  my  orders  ;  he  had  brought  me  a  few  things  that  I 
wished  to  carry  up  to  my  room. 

4  Félix,'  said  the  Countess,  '  make  no  mistake  !  My 
aunt's  old  room  is  Madeleine's  now.  Yours  is  over  the 
Count's.' 

Guilty  as  I  was,  I  had  a  heart,  and  ail  thèse  speeches 
were  poniard  thrusts  coldly  directed  to  the  tenderest 
spots,  which  they  seemed  chosen  to  hit.  Mental  sufFer- 
ing  is  not  a  fixed  quantity  ;  it  is  in  proportion  to  the 
sensitiveness  of  the  soûl,  and  the  Countess  had  bitterly 
gone  through  the  whole  scale  of  anguish  ;  but  for  this 
very  reason  the  best  woman  will  always  be  cruel  in 
proportion  to  what  her  kindness  has  been.  I  looked  at 
her,  but  she  kept  her  head  down. 

I  went  up  to  my  new  room,  which  was  pretty — white 
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and  green.  There  I  melted  into  tears.  Henriette 
heard  me  ;  she  came  in,  bringing  me  a  bunch  of  flowers. 

1  Henriette,'  said  I,  'hâve  you  corne  to  such  a  point 
that  you  cannot  forgive  the  most  excusable  fault  ?  ' 

4  Never  call  me  Henriette,'  she  said.  c  She  has  ceased 
to  exist,  poor  woman  ;  but  you  will  always  find  Madame 
de  Mortsauf  an  attached  friend  who  will  listen  to  you 
and  care  for  you.  Félix,  we  will  talk  later.  If  you  still 
hâve  an  affection  for  me  let  me  get  accustomed  to  see 
you,  and  as  soon  as  words  are  a  less  heart-rending  effort, 
as  soon  as  I  hâve  recovered  a  little  courage — then,  and 
not  till  then.  You  see  the  valley  ?  '  and  she  pointed  to  the 
river.     c  It  hurts  me — but  I  love  it  still.' 

4  Oh,  perish  England  and  ail  its  women  !  I  shall  send 
in  my  résignation  to  the  King.  I  will  die  hère,  for- 
given  !  ' 

1  No,  no  ;  love  her — love  that  woman  !  Henriette  is 
no  more  ;  this  is  no  jest,  as  you  will  see  !  ' 

She  left  the  room  ;  the  tone  of  her  last  speech  showed 
how  deeply  she  was  wounded. 

I  hurried  after  her  ;  I  stopped  her,  saying — 

1  Then  you  no  longer  love  me  ?  ' 

c  You  hâve  pained  me  more  than  ail  the  others  put 
together.  To-day  I  am  suffering  less,  and  I  love  you 
less  :  but  it  is  only  in  England  that  they  say,  "  Neither 
never,  nor  for  ever." — Hère  we  only  say,  "  for  ever."  Be 
good  ;  do  not  add  to  my  pain  ;  and  if  you  too  are  hurt, 
remember  that  I  can  still  live  on.' 

She  withdrew  her  hand  which  I  had  taken  ;  it  was 
cold,  inert  but  clammy,  and  she  was  off  like  an  arrow 
along  the  passage  where  this  really  tragical  scène  had 
taken  place. 

In  the  course  of  dinner  the  Count  had  a  torture 
in  store  for  me  of  which  I  had  not  dreamed. 

c  Then  the  Marchioness  of  Dudley  is  not  in  Paris  ?  ' 
he  said. 

I  coloured  crimson  and  replied,  cNo.'  ,, 
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1  She  is  not  at  Tours,'  he  went  on. 

'She  is  not  divorced  ;  she  may  go  to  England.  Her 
husband  would  be  delighted  if  she  would  return  to  him,' 
I  said  excitedly. 

4  Has  she  any  children  ?  '  asked  Madame  de  Mortsauf 
in  a  husky  voice. 

*  Two  sons,'  said  I. 
c  Where  are  they  ?  ' 

1  In  England  with  their  father.' 

'  Now,  Félix,  be  candid.  Is  she  as  lovely  as  people 
say  ?  ' 

'  Can  you  ask  him  such  a  question,'  cried  the  Coun- 
tess.  '  Is  not  the  woman  a  man  loves  always  the  most 
beautiful  of  her  sex  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  always,'  I  replied  with  emphasis,  and  a  flashing 
look  that  she  could  not  meet. 

'  You  are  in  luck,'  the  Count  went  on.  4  Yes,  you 
are  a  lucky  rascal  !  Ah  !  when  I  was  young  my  head 
would  hâve  been  turned  by  such  a  conquest ' 

1  That  is  enough  !  '  said  Madame  de  Mortsauf,  glancing 
from  Madeleine  to  her  father. 

*  I  am  not  a  boy,'  said  the  Count,  who  loved  to  think 
himself  young  again. 

After  dinner  the  Countess  led  the  way  down  to  the 
terrace,  and  when  we  were  there  she  exclaimed — 

c  What,  there  are  women  who  can  sacrifice  their 
children  for  a  man  !  Fortune  and  the  world,  yes — I 
understand  that  ;  eternity  perhaps  !  But  her  children  ! 
To  give  up  her  children  !  ' 

4  Yes,  and  such  women  would  be  glad  to  hâve  more 
to  sacrifice  ;  they  give  everything ' 

To  the  Countess  the  world  seemed  to  be  upside  down  ; 
her  ideas  were  in  confusion.  Startled  by  the  magnitude 
of  this  idea,  suspecting  that  happiness  might  justify  this 
immolation,  hearing  within  her  the  outcries  of  the 
rebellious  flesh,  she  stood  aghast,  gazing  at  her  spoilt  life. 
Yes,  she  went  through  a  minute  of  agonising  doubts. 
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But  she  came  out  great  and  saintly,  holding  her  head 
high. 

4  Love  her  truly,  Félix  ;  love  that  woman,'  she  said 
with  tears  in  her  eyes.  *  She  will  be  my  happier  sister. 
I  forgive  her  the  ill  she  has  done  me  if  she  can  give  you 
what  you  could  never  hâve  found  hère,  what  you  could 
never  find  in  me.  You  are  right  ;  I  never  told  you 
that  I  could  love  you  as  you  of  the  world  love — and  I 
never  did  love  you  so. — Still,  if  she  is  not  a  true  mother, 
how  can  she  love  ?  ' 

'  Dear  saint,'  said  I,  c  I  should  hâve  to  be  much  less 
agitated  than  I  now  am  to  explain  to  you  how  vic- 
toriously  you  soar  above  her  head  ;  that  she  is  a  créature 
of  earth,  the  daughter  of  a  fallen  race,  while  you  are  the 
daughter  of  Heaven,  the  angel  of  my  adoration  ;  that 
you  hâve  my  heart  and  she  has  only  my  body. — She 
knows  it  ;  she  is  in  despair  over  it,  and  she  would  change 
places  with  you  even  if  the  cruellest  martyrdom  were 
the  price  of  the  exchange. 

4  But  ail  this  is  past  remedy.  Yours  are  my  soûl,  my 
thoughts,  my  purest  love,  yours  are  my  youth  and  my 
old  âge  ;  hers  are  the  desires  and  raptures  of  transient 
passion.  You  will  fill  my  memory  in  ail  its  extent  j  she 
will  be  utterly  forgotten.' 

'Tell  me,  tell  me — oh,  tell  me  this,  my  dear  !  '  She 
sat  down  on  a  bench  and  melted  into  tears.  *  Then 
virtue,  Félix,  a  saintly  life,  motherly  love,  are  not  a 
mère  blunder.  Oh,  pour  that  balm  on  my  sorrows  ! 
Repeat  those  words  which  restore  me  to  the  bliss  for 
which  I  hoped  to  strive  in  equal  flight  with  you  !  Bless 
me  with  a  sacred  word,  a  look,  and  I  can  forgive  you 
the  misery  I  hâve  endured  thèse  two  months  past.' 

*  Henriette,  there  are  mysteries  in  a  man's  life  of  which 
you  know  nothing.  When  I  met  you,  I  was  at  an  âge 
when  sentiment  can  smother  the  cravings  of  our  nature; 
still,  several  scènes,  of  which  the  memory  will  warm  me 
in  the  hour  of  death,  must  hâve  shown  you  that  I  had 
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almost  outlived  that  stage,  and  it  was  your  unfailing 
triumph  that  you  could  prolong  its  mute  delights.  Love 
without  possession  is  upheld  by  the  very  exaspération  of 
hope  ;  but  a  moment  cornes  when  every  feeling  is  pure 
suffering  to  us  who  are  not  in  any  respect  like  you.  A 
power  is  ours  which  we  cannot  abdicate,  or  we  are  not 
men.  The  heart,  bereft  of  the  nourishment  it  needs, 
feeds  on  itself  and  sinks  into  exhaustion,  which  is  not 
death  but  which  leads  to  it.  Nature  cannot  be  per- 
sistently  cheated  ;  at  the  least  accident  it  asserts  itself 
with  a  véhémence  akin  to  madness. 

4  No,  I  did  not  love,  I  thirsted  in  the  désert  !  ' 

1  In  the  désert  !  '  she  bitterly  echoed,  pointing  to  the 
valley.  c  And  how  he  argues,'  she  went  on  ;  *  what 
subtle  distinctions.     Believers  hâve  not  so  much  wit  !  ' 

c  Henriette,'  said  I,  c  do  not  let  us  quarrel  for  the  sake 
of  a  few  over-bold  expressions.  My  soûl  has  never 
wavered,  but  I  was  no  longer  master  of  my  sensés. 
That  woman  knows  that  you  are  the  only  one  I  love. 
She  plays  a  secondary  part  in  my  life  ;  she  knows  it,  and 
is  resigned.  I  hâve  a  right  to  désert  her  as  we  désert  a 
courtesan.' 

<  What  then  ?  ' 

*  She  says  she  shall  kill  herself,'  said  I,  thinking  that 
this  resolution  would  startle  Henriette. 

But  as  she  heard  me,  she  gave  one  of  those  scornful 
smiles  that  are  even  more  expressive  than  the  ideas  they 
represent.  c  My  dearest  Conscience,'  I  went  on,  c  if 
you  gave  me  crédit  for  my  résistance,  and  for  the  tempta- 
tions  that  led  to  my  ruin,  you  would  understand  this 
fated ' 

4  Yes,  fated!'  she  exclaimed,  'I  believed  in  you  too 
completely.  I  fancied  you  would  never  lack  the  virtue 
a  priest  can  practice,  and — Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  !  '  she 
added,  with  satirical  emphasis. 

1  It  is  ail  over,'  she  went  on,  after  a  pause.  '  I  owe 
much  to   you,  my  friend  ;   you   hâve   extinguished   the 
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light  of  earthly  life  in  me.  The  hardest  part  of  the 
road  is  past  ;  I  am  growing  old,  I  am  often  ailing, 
almost  invalided.  I  could  never  be  the  glittering  fairy, 
showering  favours  on  you.  Be  faithful  to  Lady  Arabella. 
— And  Madeleine,  whom  I  was  bringing  up  so  well  for 
you,  whose  will  she  be  ?  Poor  Madeleine,  poor  Made- 
leine !  '  she  repeated,  like  a  sorrowful  burthen.  l  If  you 
could  hâve  heard  her  say,  "  Mother,  you  are  not  nice  to 
Félix."     Sweet  créature  !  ' 

She  looked  at  me  in  the  mild  rays  of  the  setting  sun 
that  slanted  through  the  foliage  ;  and,  filled  with  some 
mysterious  pity  for  the  ruins  of  us  both,  she  looked 
back  on  our  chastened  past,  giving  herself  up  to  réminis- 
cences that  were  mutual.  We  took  up  the  thread  of 
our  memories,  our  eyes  went  from  the  valley  to  the  vine- 
yard,  from  the  windows  of  Clochegourde  to  Frapesle, 
filling  our  day-dream  with  the  perfumes  of  our  nosegays, 
the  romance  of  our  hopes.  It  was  her  last  pièce  of  self- 
indulgence,  enjoyed  with  the  guilelessness  of  a  Christian 
soûl.  The  scène,  to  us  so  full  of  meaning,  had  plunged 
us  both  into  melancholy.  She  believed  my  words,  and 
felt  herself  in  the  heaven  where  I  had  placed  her. 

4  My  friend,'  said  she,  c  I  submit  to  God,  for  His  hand 
is  in  ail  this.' 

It  was  not  till  later  that  I  understood  ail  the  deep 
meaning  of  this  speech. 

We  slowly  went  back  by  the  terraces.  She  took  my 
arm  and  leaned  on  me,  resigned,  bleeding,  but  having 
bound  up  her  wounds. 

c  This  is  human  life,'  said  she.  c  What  had  Monsieur 
de  Mortsauf  done  to  deserve  his  fate  ?  Ail  this  proves 
the  existence  of  another  world.  Woe  to  those  who 
complain  of  walking  in  the  narrow  way.' 

She  went  on  to  estimate  the  value  of  life,  to  contem- 
plate  it  so  profoundly  in  its  various  aspects,  that  her 
calm  balance  showed  me  what  disgust  had  corne  over 
her  of  everything  hère  below.     As  we  reached  the  top 
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steps  she  took  her  hand  from  my  arm,  and  said  thèse  last 
words — 

c  Since  God  has  given  us  the  faculty  and  love  of 
happiness,  must  He  not  take  care  of  those  innocent  soûls 
that  hâve  known  nothing  but  affliction  on  earth  ? 
Either  this  is  so,  or  there  is  no  God,  and  our  life  is  but 
a  cruel  jest.' 

With  thèse  words  she  hastily  went  indoors,  and  I 
found  her  presently  lying  on  the  sofa,  stricken  as  though 
she  had  heard  the  Voice  which  confounded  Saint  Paul. 

c  What  is  the  matter  ?  '  said  I. 

c  I  no  longer  know  what  virtue  means,'  said  she.  c  I 
hâve  ceased  to  be  conscious  of  my  own.' 

We  both  remained  petrified,  listening  to  the  écho  of 
thèse  words  as  to  a  stone  flung  into  a  chasm. 

c  If  I  hâve  been  mistaken  in  my  life,  it  is  she  who  is 
right — she  !  '  added  Madame  de  Mortsauf. 

Thus  her  last  indulgence  had  led  to  this  last  struggle. 

When  the  Count  came  in,  she,  who  never  complained, 
said  she  felt  ill  ;  I  implored  her  to  define  her  pain,  but 
she  refused  to  say  more,  and  went  to  bed,  leaving  me  a 
victim  to  remorse,  one  regret  leading  to  another. 

Madeleine  went  with  her  mother,  and  on  the  following 
day  I  heard  from  her  that  the  Countess  had  had  an  attack 
of  sickness,  brought  on,  as  she  said,  by  the  violent  agita- 
tion she  had  gone  through.  And  so  I,  who  would  hâve 
given  my  life  for  her,  was  killing  her. 

'  My  dear  Count,'  said  I  to  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf, 
who  insisted  on  my  playing  backgammon,  c  I  think  the 
Countess  is  very  seriously  ill  ;  there  is  yet  time  to  save 
her.  Send  for  Origet,  and  entreat  her  to  follow  his 
orders ' 

1  Origet  !  Who  killed  me  !  '  cried  he,  interrupting 
me.     c  No,  no.     I  will  consult  Charbonneau.' 

Ail  through  that  week,  especially  during  the  first  day 
or    two,   everything  was    torture    to    me,   an    incipient 
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paralysis  of  the  heart,  wounded  vanity,  a  wounded  soûl. 
Until  one  has  been  the  centre  of  everything,  of  every 
look  and  sigh,  the  vital  principle,  the  focus  from  which 
others  derived  their  light,  one  cannot  know  how  horrible 
a  void  can  be.  The  same  things  were  there,  but  the 
spirit  that  animated  them  was  extinct,  like  a  flame  that 
is  blown  out.  I  understood  now  the  frightful  necessity 
lovers  feel  never  to  meet  again  when  love  is  dead. 
Think  what  it  is  to  be  nobody  where  one  has  reigned 
suprême,  to  find  the  cold  silence  of  death  where  the  glad 
days  of  life  had  glowed.  Such  comparisons  are  crushing. 
I  soon  began  even  to  regret  the  misérable  ignorance  of 
every  joy  that  had  blighted  my  youth.  My  despair  was 
so  overpowering,  indeed,  that  the  Countess  was  touched, 
I  believe. 

One  day,  after  dinner,  when  we  were  ail  walking  by 
the  river,  I  made  a  final  effort  to  gain  forgiveness.  I 
begged  Jacques  to  take  his  sister  a  little  way  in  front  ; 
I  left  the  Count  to  himself,  and  taking  Madame  Mort- 
sauf  down  to  the  punt  : 

'Henriette,'  said  I,  cone  word  of  mercy,  or  I  will 
throw  myself  into  the  Indre  !  I  fell,  it  is  true  ;  but  am 
I  not  like  a  dog  in  my  devoted  attachment  ?  I  corne 
back  as  he  does,  like  him  full  of  shame  ;  if  he  does 
wrong  he  is  punished,  but  he  adores  the  hand  that  hits 
him  ;  scourge  me,  but  give  me  back  your  heart.' 

1  Poor  boy,'  said  she.  l  Are  you  not  as  much  as  ever 
my  son  ?  ' 

She  took  my  arm  and  slowly  rejoined  Jacques  and 
Madeleine  with  whom  she  went  homewards,  leaving  me 
to  the  Count,  who  began  to  talk  politics  à  propos  to  his 
neighbours. 

4  Let  us  go  in,'  said  I  ;  l  you  are  bareheaded,  and  the 
evening  dew  may  do  you  some  harm.' 

4  You  can  pity  me — you,  my  dear  Félix  !  '  replied  he, 
misapprehending  my  intentions.  l  My  wife  never  will 
comfort  me — on  principle  perhaps.' 
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Never  of  old  would  she  hâve  left  me  alone  with  her 
husband  ;  now  I  had  to  find  excuses  for  being  with  her. 
She  was  with  the  children  explaining  the  rules  of  back- 
gammon  to  Jacques. 

'There,'  said  the  Count,  always  jealous  of  the  affec- 
tion she  gave  to  her  two  children  ;  c  there,  it  is  for  them 
that  I  am  persistently  neglected.  Husbands,  my  dear 
Félix,  go  to  the  wall  ;  the  most  virtuous  woman  on 
earth  finds  a  way  of  satisfying  her  craving  to  steal  the 
affection  due  to  her  husband.' 

She  still  caressed  the  children,  making  no  reply. 

'Jacques,'  said  he,  'corne  hère.' 

Jacques  made  some  difficulty. 

4  Your  father  wants  you, — go,  my  boy,'  said  his 
mother,  pushing  him. 

'  They  love  me  by  order,'  said  the  old  man,  who 
sometimes  perceived  the  position. 

1  Monsieur,'  said  she,  stroking  Madeleine's  smooth 
bands  of  hair  again  and  again,  'do  not  be  unjust  to  us 
hapless  wives  :  life  is  not  always  easy  to  bear,  and 
perhaps  a  mother's  children  are  her  virtues  !  ' 

'  My  dear,'  said  the  Count,  who  was  pleased  to  be 
logical,  c  what  you  say  amounts  to  this  :  that,  but  for 
their  children,  women  would  hâve  no  virtue,  but  would 
leave  their  husbands  in  the  lurch.' 

The  Countess  rose  hastily,  and  went  out  on  to  the 
steps  with  Madeleine. 

4  Such  is  marriage,  my  dear  boy,'  said  the  Count. 
'  Do  you  mean  to  imply  by  walking  out  of  the  room 
that  I  am  talking  nonsense  ?  '  he  cried,  taking  Jacques' 
hand  and  following  his  wife,  to  whom  he  spoke  with 
flashing  looks  of  fury. 

1  Not  at  ail,  Monsieur,  but  you  frightened  me.  Your 
remark  wounded  me  terribly,'  she  went  on  in  a  hollow 
voice,  with  the  glance  of  a  criminal  at  me.  c  If  virtue 
does  not  consist  in  self-sacrifice  for  one's  children  and 
one's  husband,  what  is  virtue  ?  ' 
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c  Self-sa-cri-fice  !  '  echoed  the  Count,  rapping  out  each 
syllable  like  a  blow  on  his  victim's  heart.  c  What  is  it 
that  you  sacrifice  to  your  children  ?  What  do  you 
sacrifice  to  me  ?  Whom  ?  What  ?  Answer — will  you 
answer  ?  What  is  going  on  then  ?  What  do  you 
mean  ? 

'  Monsieur,'  said  she,  c  would  you  be  content  to  be 
loved  for  God's  sake,  or  to  know  that  your  wife  was 
virtuous  for  virtue's  sake  ?  ' 

4  Madame  is  right,'  said  I,  speaking  in  a  tone  of 
émotion  that  rang  in  the  two  hearts  into  which  I 
cast  my  hopes  for  ever  ruined,  and  which  I  stilled  by 
the  expression  of  the  greatest  grief  of  ail,  its  hollow 
cry  extinguishing  the  quarrel,  as  ail  is  silence  when  a 
lion  roars.  4  Yes,  the  noblest  privilège  conferred  on  us 
by  reason,  is  that  we  may  dedicate  our  virtues  to  those 
beings  whose  happiness  is  of  our  making,  and  whom  we 
make  happy  not  out  of  self-interest  or  sensé  of  duty,  but 
from  involuntary  and  inexhaustible  affection.' 

A  tear  glistened  in  Henriette's  eye. 

4  And,  my  dear  Count,  if  by  chance  a  woman  were 
involuntarily  subjugated  by  some  feeling  alien  to  those 
imposed  on  her  by  society,  you  must  confess  that  the 
more  irrésistible  that  feeling  the  more  virtuous  would 
she  be  in  stifling  it — in  sacrificlng  herself  to  her  children 
and  her  husband. 

c  This  theory,  however,  is  not  applicable  to  me,  since 
I  unfortunately  am  an  example  to  the  contrary  ;  nor  to 
you,  whom  it  can  never  concern.' 

A  burning  but  clammy  hand  was  laid  on  mine,  and 
rested  there,  in  silence. 

c  You  hâve  a  noble  soûl,  Félix,'  said  the  Count, 
putting  his  arm  not  ungraciously  round  his  wife's  waist, 
and  drawing  her  to  him,  as  he  said  :  4  Forgive  me,  my 
dear — a  poor  invalid  who  longs  to  be  loved  more,  no 
doubt,  than  he  deserves.' 

4  Some  hearts  are  ail  generosity,'  said  she,  leaning  her 
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head  on  the  Count's  shoulder,  and  he  took  the  speech 
for  himself. 

The  mistalce  caused  some  strange  révulsion  in  the 
Countess.  She  shuddered,  her  comb  fell  out,  her  hair 
fell  down,  and  she  turned  pale  ;  her  husband,  who  was 
supporting  her,  gave  a  deep  groan  as  he  saw  her  faint 
away.  He  took  her  up  as  he  might  hâve  taken  his 
daughter,  and  carried  her  on  to  the  sofa  in  the  drawing- 
room,  where  we  stood  beside  her.  Henriette  kept  my 
hand  in  hers  as  if  to  say  that  we  alone  knew  the  secret 
of  this  scène,  apparently  so  simple,  but  so  terribly  heart- 
rending  for  her. 

'  I  was  wrong,'  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  at  a  moment 
when  the  Count  had  gone  to  fetch  a  glass  of  orange- 
flower  water.  '  A  thousand  times  wrong  in  treating  you 
so  as  to  drive  you  to  despair  when  I  ought  to  hâve 
admitted  you  to  mercy.  My  dear,  you  are  adorably 
kind  ;  I  alone  can  know  how  kind. — Yes,  I  know, 
some  forms  of  kindness  are  inspired  by  passion.  Men 
hâve  many  ways  of  being  kind — from  disdain,  from 
impulse,  from  self-interest,  from  indolence  of  temper  ; 
but  you,  my  friend,  hâve  been  simply,  absolutely 
kind.' 

cIf  so,'  said  1, 'remember  that  ail  that  is  great  in  me 
cornes  from  you.  Do  you  not  know  that  I  am  wholly 
what  you  hâve  made  me  ?  ' 

'  Such  a  speech  is  enough  for  a  woman's  happiness,' 
she  answered,  just  as  the  Count  came  in.  i  I  am  better,' 
said  she,  rising.     1 1  want  some  fresh  air.' 

We  ail  went  down  to  the  terrace,  now  scented  by  the 
acacias  still  in  bloom.  She  had  taken  my  right  arm  and 
pressed  it  to  her  heart,  thus  expressing  her  painful 
thoughts  ;  but,  to  use  her  own  words,  it  was  a  pain  she 
loved.  She  wished,  no  doubt,  to  be  alone  with  me  ;  but 
her  imagination,  unpractised  in  woman's  wiles,  suggested 
no  reason  for  dismissing  the  children  and  her  husband  ; 
so  we  talked  of  indiffèrent  matters  while  she  racked  her 
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brain  trying  to  find  a  moment  when  she  could  at  last 
pour  out  her  heart  into  mine. 

*  It  is  a  very  long  time  since  I  toolc  a  drive,'  said  she 
at  length,  seeing  the  evening  so  fine.  'Will  you  give 
the  orders,  Monsieur,  that  I  may  make  a  little  round  ?  ' 

She  knew  that  no  explanation  was  possible  before 
prayer-time,  and  feared  that  the  Count  would  want  a 
game  of  backgammon.  She  might  indeed  corne  out 
hère  again,  on  this  sheltered  terrace,  after  the  Count  was 
gone  to  bed  ;  but  perhaps  she  was  afraid  to  linger  under 
thèse  boughs  through  which  the  light  fell  with  such  a 
voluptuous  play,  or  to  walk  by  the  parapet  whence  our 
eyes  could  trace  the  course  of  the  Indre  through  the 
meadows.  Just  as  a  cathedral,  with  its  gloomy  and 
silent  vault  suggests  prayer,  so  does  foliage  spangled  by 
moonlight,  perfumed  with  piercing  scents,  and  alive  with 
the  mysterious  soundsof  spring,  stir  every  fibre  and  relax 
the  will.  The  country,  which  calms  an  old  man's  pas- 
sions, fires  those  of  youthful  hearts — and  we  knew  it. 

Two  peals  of  a  bell  called  us  to  prayers.  The  Countess 
started. 

'  My  dear  Henriette,  what  ails  you  ?  ' 

'  Henriette  is  no  more,'  said  she.  '  Do  not  call  her 
back  to  life  again  ;  she  was  exacting  and  capricious. 
Now  you  hâve  a  friend  whose  virtue  is  confîrmed  by  the 
words  which  Heaven  must  hâve  dictated  to  you.  We 
will  speak  of  this  later.  Let  us  be  punctual  for  prayers. 
It  is  my  turn  to  read  them  to-day.' 

When  the  Countess  used  the  words  in  which  she 
besought  God  to  préserve  usagainst  ail  the  adversities  of 
life,  she  gave  them  an  emphasis  which  I  was  not  alone  in 
noticing  ;  she  seemed  to  hâve  used  her  gift  of  second 
sight  to  discern  the  dreadful  agitation  she  was  fated  to 
go  through  in  conséquence  of  my  clumsiness  in  for- 
getting  my  agreement  with  Arabella. 

'We  hâve  time  to  play  three  hits  while  the  horses  are 
put  in,'  said  the  Count,  leading  me  ofF  to  the  drawing- 
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room.  c  Then  you  will  drive  with  my  wife.  I  shall  go 
to  bed.' 

Like  ail  our  games,  this  one  was  stormy.  From  her 
own  room  or  Madeleine's  the  Countess  could  hear  her 
husband's  voice. 

1  You  make  a  strange  misuse  of  hospitality,'  she  said  to 
her  husband  when  she  came  back  to  the  room. 

I  looked  at  her  in  bewilderment  ;  I  could  not  get  used 
to  her  sternness  ;  in  former  times  she  would  never  hâve 
tried  to  shield  me  from  the  Count's  tyranny  ;  she  had 
liked  to  see  me  sharing  her  penalties  and  enduring  them 
patiently  for  love  of  her. 

'I  would  give  my  life,'  said  I  in  her  ear,  c  to  hear  you 
murmur  once  more — Poor  deary  poor  dear  !  ' 

She  looked  down,  recalling  the  occasion  to  which  I 
alluded  ;  her  eyes  turned  on  me  with  a  sidelong  glance, 
and  expressed  the  joy  of  a  woman  who  sees  the  most 
fugitive  accents  of  her  heart  more  highly  prized  than  the 
deepest  delights  of  any  other  love. 

Then,  as  ever  when  she  had  done  mesuch  an  injustice, 
I  forgave  her,  feeling  that  she  understood  me.  The 
Count  was  losing  ;  he  said  he  was  tired,  to  break  ofF  the 
game,  and  we  went  to  walk  round  the  lawn  while  waiting 
for  the  carriage.  No  sooner  had  he  left  us  than  my  face 
beamed  so  vividly  with  gladness,  that  the  Countess  ques- 
tioned  me  by  a  look  of  surprise  and  inquiry. 

4  Henriette  still  lives,'  I  said  ;  CI  still  am  loved  !  You 
wound  me  with  too  évident  intention  to  break  my 
heart  ;  I  may  yet  be  happy.' 

'There  was  but  a  shred  of  the  woman  left,'  she  said  in 
terror,  cand  you  at  this  moment  hâve  it  in  your  grasp. 
God  be  praised  !  He  gives  me  the  strength  to  endure 
the  martyrdom  I  hâve  deserved. — Yes,  I  still  love  ;  I  was 
near  falling  ;  the  Englishwoman  throws  a  light  into  the 
gulf.' 

We  got  into  the  carriage,  and  the  coachman  waited 
for  orders. 
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4  Go  by  the  avenue  to  the  Chinon  road,  and  come  home 
by  the  Landes  de  Charlemagne  and  the  Sache  road.' 
4  What  is  to-day  ?  '  I  asked  too  eagerly. 
4  Saturday.' 

*  Then  do  not  drive  that  way,  Madame  ;  on  Saturday 
evenings  the  road  is  crowded  with  noisy  bumpkins  going 
to  Tours,  and  we  shall  meet  their  carts.' 

*  Do  as  I  say,'  said  the  Countess  to  the  coachman. 
We  knew  each  other  too  well,  and  every  inflection  of 

tone,  endless  as  they  were,  to  disguise  the  most  trifling 
feeling.     Henriette  had  understood  everything. 

4  You  did  not  think  of  the  country  bumpkins  when 
you  chose  this  evening,'  said  she,  with  a  faint  tinge  of 
irony.  4  Lady  Dudley  is  at  Tours.  Tell  no  falsehoods  ; 
she  is  waiting  for  you  near  hère. — What  day  is  it — 
bumpkins — carts  !  '  she  went  on.  '  Did  you  ever  make 
such  remarks  when  we  used  to  go  out  together  ?  ' 

4  They  prove  that  I  hâve  forgotten  ail  about  Cloche- 
gourde,'  I  said  simply. 

4  She  is  waiting  for  you  ?  ' 

'Yes.' 

*  At  what  hour  ?  ' 

4  Between  eleven  and  midnight.' 

4  Where  ?  ' 

4  On  the  Landes.' 

'  Do  not  deceive  me. — Not  under  the  walnut  tree  ?  ' 

4  On  the  Landes.' 

4  We  will  be  there,'  said  she.     4 1  shall  see  her.' 

On  hearing  thèse  words  I  regarded  my  fate  as  defi- 
nitely  settled.  I  determined  to  marry  Lady  Dudley  and 
so  put  an  end  to  the  dreadful  conflict  which  really 
threatened  to  exhaust  my  nerves,  and  to  destroy  by  such 
constant  friction  the  délicate  pleasures  which  are  like 
the  bloom  on  a  fruit.  My  savage  silence  wounded  the 
Countess,  whose  magnanimity  was  not  yet  fully  known 
to  me. 

4  Do  not  be  provoked  with  me,  dear,'  said  she  in  her 
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golden  tones.  *  This  is  my  penance.  You  will  never 
hnd  such  love  as  lies  hère,'  and  she  placed  her  hand  on 
her  heart.  l  Did  I  not  confess  to  you  that  the  Mar- 
chioness  of  Dudley  has  saved  me  ?  The  stain  is  hers  ;  I 
do  not  envy  her.  Mine  is  the  glorious  love  of  the 
angels  ! — Since  you  came  I  hâve  travelled  over  a  vast 
extent  of  country  ;  I  hâve  pronounced  judgment  on  life. 
Uplift  the  soûl  and  you  rend  it  ;  the  higher  you  rise  the 
less  sympathy  you  find  ;  instead  of  suffering  in  the 
valley  you  suffer  in  the  air,  like  an  eagle  soaring  up  and 
bearing  in  his  heart  an  arrow  shot  by  some  clumsy 
shepherd.  I  know  now  that  heaven  and  earth  are 
incompatible.  Yes,  and  for  those  who  can  dwell  in  the 
celestial  zone  God  alone  is  possible.  Then  our  soûl 
must  be  detached  from  ail  things  earthly. 

c  We  must  love  our  friends  as  we  love  our  children — 
for  their  sake,  not  for  our  own.  We  are  ourselves  the 
source  of  our  woes  and  griefs.  My  heart  will  rise 
higher  than  the  eagle  soars  ;  there  is  a  love  which  will 
never  fail  me. 

£  As  to  living  the  life  of  this  earth,  it  hinders  us  too 
much,  by  making  the  selfishness  of  the  sensés  predomi- 
nate  over  the  spirituality  of  the  angel  that  is  in  us. 
The  joys  we  get  from  passion  are  horribly  stormy,  and 
paid  for  by  enervating  fears  that  break  the  springs  of  the 
soûl. 

1 1  hâve  stood  on  the  shore  of  the  sea  where  thèse 
tempests  roar,  I  hâve  seen  them  too  near  ;  they  hâve 
caught  me  in  their  clouds  ;  the  wave  did  not  always 
break  at  my  feet,  I  hâve  felt  its  rough  embrace  freezing 
my  heart  ;  I  must  retire  to  the  heights,  I  should  perish 
on  the  strand  of  that  vast  océan.  In  you,  as  in  ail  who 
hâve  brought  me  sorrow,  I  see  a  guardian  of  my  virtue. 
My  life  has  been  mingled  with  anguish,  happily  in  pro- 
portion to  my  strength,  and  has  been  there  preserved 
pure  from  evil  passions,  finding  no  beguiling  repose,  but 
always  ready  for  God. 
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4  Our  attachment  was  the  insane  attempt,  the  hopeless 
effort,  of  two  guileless  children  who  tried  to  satisfy  at 
once  their  own  hearts,  man  and  God. — Folly,  Félix  !  — 
Ah  !  '  she  asked,  after  a  pause.  4  What  does  that  woman 
call  you  ?  ' 

4  Amédée,'  said  I.  c  Félix  is  another  créature,  who  can 
never  be  known  to  any  one  but  you.' 

4  Henriette  dies  hard,'  said  she,  with  a  faint,  pious 
smile.  4  But  she  will  die,'  she  went  on,  4  in  the  first 
effort  of  the  humble  Christian,  the  proud  mother,  the 
woman  whose  virtues,  tottering  yesterday,  are  confirmed 
to-day. 

4  What  can  I  say  ? — Yes,  yes  ;  my  life  has  been 
uniform  in  its  greatest  as  in  its  least  circumstances. 
The  heart  to  which  the  first  rootlets  of  affection  ought 
to  hâve  attached  themselves — my  mother's  heart — was 
closed  to  me,  in  spite  of  my  persistently  seeking  a 
cranny  into  which  I  could  steal.  I  was  a  girl,  the  last 
child  after  the  death  of  three  boys,  and  I  vainly  strove  to 
fill  their  place  in  my  parents'  affections  ;  I  could  not 
heal  the  wound  inflicted  on  the  family  pride.  When, 
having  got  through  that  melancholy  childhood,  I  knew 
my  adorable  aunt,  death  soon  snatched  her  from  me. 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf,  to  whom  I  devoted  my  life, 
struck  me  persistently  without  respite, — without  knowing 
it,  poor  man  !  His  love  is  full  of  the  artless  selfishness 
of  our  children's  lové.  He  knows  nothing  of  the  pangs 
he  causes  me  ;  he  is  always  forgiven. 

4  My  children,  my  darling  children,  flesh  of  my  flesh 
in  ail  their  sufferings,  soûl  of  my  soûl  in  their  characters, 
like  me  in  nature,  in  their  innocent  joys — were  not 
those  children  given  to  me  to  show  how  much  strength 
and  patience  there  is  in  mothers  ?  Oh,  yes,  my  children 
are  my  virtues  !  You  know  whether  I  hâve  been 
scourged  by  them,  through  them,  in  spite  of  them.  To 
be  a  mother  was  to  me  to  purchase  the  right  of  perpétuai 
suffering. 
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4  When  Hagar  cried  in  the  désert  an  angel  made  a 
fount  of  pure  water  spring  for  that  too  well-beloved  slave. 
But  when  the  limpid  brook  to  which  you  desired  to  lead 
me,  do  you  remember  ?  flowed  round  Clochegourde,  for 
me  it  ran  with  bitter  waters.  Yes,  you  hâve  brought 
incredible  suffering  on  me.  God  will  no  doubt  for- 
give  one  who  has  known  affection  only  through 
suffering. 

'Still,  though  the  acutest  anguish  I  hâve  known  has 
been  brought  upon  me  by  you,  perhaps  I  deserved  it. 
God  is  not  unjust.  Yes,  Félix,  a  kiss  given  by  stealth 
is  perhaps  a  crime  ;  and  perhaps  I  hâve  paid  thus  dearly 
for  the  steps  I  hâve  taken  to  get  ahead  of  my  husband  and 
children  when  walking  out  in  the  evening,  so  as  to  be 
alone  with  memories  and  thoughts  which  were  not 
given  to  them,  since,  while  walking  on  in  front,  my 
soûl  was  wedded  to  another  !  When  the  inmost  self 
shrinks  and  shrivels,  to  fill  only  the  spot  offered  to  an 
embrace,  that  is  perhaps  a  heinous  crime  !  When  a  wife 
stoops  that  her  husband's  kiss  may  fall  on  her  hair,  so  as 
to  be  entirely  neutral,  it  is  a  crime  !  It  is  a  crime  to 
count  on  a  future  built  up  on  death,  a  crime  to  dream 
of  a  future  of  motherhood  without  terrors,  of  beautiful 
children  playing  in  the  evening  with  a  father  worshipped 
by  ail,  under  the  softened  gaze  of  a  happy  mother.  Ah, 
I  hâve  sinned,  I  hâve  sinned  greatly  !  I  hâve  even  found 
pleasure  in  the  penance  inflicted  by  the  Church,  which 
insufficiently  atoned  for  thèse  faults  to  which  the  priest 
was  surely  too  indulgent.  But  God,  no  doubt,  has  set 
rétribution  in  the  very  heart  of  the  sin  itself,  by  making 
him  for  whom  it  was  committed  the  instrument  of  His 
vengeance  !  Giving  you  my  hair — was  not  that  a 
promise  ?  Why  did  I  love  to  wear  white  ?  I  fancied 
myself  more  like  your  Lily  ;  did  not  you  see  me  for  the 
first  time  in  a  white  dress  ?  Alas  !  And  I  hâve  loved 
my  children  the  less,  for  every  ardent  affection  is  stolen 
from  those  that  are  due.     So  you  see,  Félix,  ail  suffering 
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has    a    meaning. — Strike    me,  strike    me    harder    than 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  and  my  children  could. 

£  That  woman  is  an  instrument  of  God's  wrath  ;  I 
can  meet  her  without  hatred.  I  will  smile  on  her  ;  I 
must  love  her  or  I  am  neither  a  Christian,  a  wife,  nor  a 
mother.  If,  as  you  say,  I  hâve  helped  to  préserve  your 
heart  from  the  contact  of  what  might  hâve  soiled  it,  the 
Englishwoman  cannot  hâte  me.  A  woman  must  love 
the  mother  of  the  man  she  loves  ;  and  I  am  your 
mother. 

1  What  did  I  look  for  in  your  heart  ?  The  place  left 
empty  by  Madame  de  Vandenesse.  Oh,  yes  ;  for  you 
hâve  always  complained  of  my  coldness  !  Yes,  I  am 
indeed  no  more  than  your  mother.  Forgive  me  for  ail 
I  said  to  you  when  you  arrived,  for  a  mother  ought  to 
rejoice  to  know  that  her  son  is  so  much  loved.' 

She  leaned  her  head  on  my  bosom  and  repeated — 

'  Forgive,  forgive  !  ' 

The  accent  of  her  voice  was  new  to  me.  It  was  not 
her  girlish  voice  with  its  gleeful  intonation  ;  nor  her 
wifely  voice  with  its  imperative  fall  ;  nor  the  sighing  of 
a  grieving  mother.  It  was  a  heart-rending  voice,  a  new 
tone  for  new  sorrows. 

4  As  for  you,  Félix,'  she  went  on,  with  more  anima- 
tion, '  you  are  the  friend  who  can  do  no  wrong.  You 
hâve  lost  nothing  in  my  heart  ;  do  not  blâme  yourself, 
feel  not  the  slightest  remorse.  Was  it  not  the  height  of 
selfishness  to  ask  you  to  sacrifice  to  an  impossible  future 
the  most  stupendous  pleasure,  since  a  woman  can 
abandon  her  children  for  its  sake,  abdicate  her  rank, 
and  renounce  eternity  !  How  often  hâve  I  seen  you 
my  superior  !  You  were  lofty  and  noble,  I  was  mean 
and  sinful  ! 

'  Well,  well,  ail  is  said.  I  can  never  be  anything  to 
you  but  a  far-away  light,  high  up,  sparkling,  cold,  but 
unchanging.  Only,  Félix,  do  not  let  me  be  alone  in 
loving   the  brother  I  hâve  chosen.     Love  me  too.     A 
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sister's  love  has  no  bitter  morrow,  no  perverse  moods. 
You  need  never  be  untrue  to  the  indulgent  soûl  that 
will  live  in  your  beautiful  life,  will  never  fail  to  weep 
over  your  sorrows,  and  be  glad  over  your  joys,  that  will 
love  the  women  who  make  you  happy,  and  be  indignant 
if  you  are  betrayed.  I  hâve  never  had  a  brother  to  love 
so.  Be  magnanimous  enough  to  cast  off  ail  pride,  and 
solve  ail  the  difficulties  of  our  attachment,  hitherto  so 
ill-defined  and  stormy,  by  this  sweet  and  holy  affection. 
I  can  still  live  on  those  terms.  I  will  be  the  first  to 
shake  hands  with  Lady  Dudley.' 

She  shed  no  tears,  alas,  as  she  spoke  thèse  words  full 
of  bitter  expérience,  while,  by  snatching  away  the  last 
veil  that  hid  her  soûl  and  her  sufferings  from  me,  they 
showed  me  by  how  many  links  she  was  bound  to  me, 
and  what  strong  chains  I  had  broken  through. 

We  were  in  such  a  delirium  of  agitation  that  we  did 
not  observe  that  it  was  raining  in  torrents. 

4  Will  Madame  la  Comtesse  take  shelter  hère  for  a 
few  minutes  ?  '  said  the  coachman,  pointing  to  the 
principal  inn  of  Ballan. 

She  nodded  consent,  and  we  sat  for  about  half  an  hour 
under  the  archway  of  the  entrance,  to  the  great  astonish- 
ment  of  the  people  of  the  inn,  who  wondered  why 
Madame  de  Mortsauf  was  driving  about  the  country  at 
eleven  o'clock  at  night. 

Was  she  going  to  Tours  ?     Or  on  her  way  back  ? 

When  the  storm  was  over,  and  the  rain  had  settled 
into  what  is  called  in  Touraine  a  brouée^  a  heavy  mist 
which  did  not  hinder  the  moon  from  silvering  the  upper 
strata  as  they  were  swept  swiftly  past  by  the  higher 
currents  of  wind,  the  coachman  went  out  and  turned 
homewards,  to  my  great  joy. 

1  Go  the  way  I  told  you,'  said  the  Countess  gently. 

So  we  took  the  road  to  the  Landes  de  Charlemagne, 
ind  there  the  rain  began  again.     Half-way  across  the 
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sandy  common  I  heard  Lady  Arabella's  pet  dog 
barking.  A  horse  suddenly  dashed  out  from  under 
a  clump  of  oaks,  crossed  the  road  at  a  bound,  leaped 
the  ditch  made  by  the  owners  to  show  the  bound- 
ary  of  each  plot  where  the  soil  was  considered  worth 
cultivating,  and  Lady  Dudley  pulled  up  on  the  common 
to  see  the  carriage  pass. 

c  What  joy  thus  to  wait  for  one's  child  when  it  is  not  a 
sin  !  '  said  Henriette. 

The  dog's  barking  had  told  Lady  Dudley  that  I  was 
in  the  carriage  ;  she  thought,  no  doubt,  that  I  had  corne 
to  fetch  her  in  it,  in  conséquence  of  the  bad  weather. 
When  we  reached  the  spot  where  the  Marchioness  was 
waiting,she  flew  along  the  road  with  the  skill  in  horseman- 
ship  for  which  she  is  noted,  and  which  Henriette  admired 
as  a  marvel.  Arabella,  by  way  of  a  pet  name,  called  me 
only  by  thelast  syllable  of  Amédée,  pronouncing  it  in  the 
English  fashion,  and  on  her  lips  the  cry  had  a  charm 
worthy  of  a  fairy.  She  knew  that  I  alone  should  under- 
stand  her  when  she  called  '  My  Dec' 

'  It  is  he,  Madame,'  answered  the  Countess,  looking, 
in  the  clear  moonlight,  at  thewhimsical  personage  whose 
eager  face  was  strangely  framed  in  long  locks  out  of 
curl. 

You  know  how  swiftly  women  take  stock  of  each 
other.  The  Englishwoman  recognised  her  rival,  and  was 
arrogantly  English  :  she  comprehended  us  in  one  flash 
of  English  scorn,  and  vanished  on  the  heath  with  the 
rapidity  of  an  arrow. 

'  Back  to  Clochegourde — fast,'  cried  the  Countess,  to 
whom  this  ruthless  glance  was  like  an  axe  at  her  heart. 

The  coachman  went  back  by  the  Chinon  road,  which 
was  better  than  that  by  Sache.  When  the  carriage  was 
on  the  skirts  of  the  common  again  we  heard  the  mad 
gallop  of  Arabella's  horse  and  her  dog's  footsteps.  They 
were  ail  three  hurrying  round  the  woods  on  the  other 
side  of  the  heath. 
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'She  is  going  away  ;  you  hâve  lost  her  for  ever  !  '  said 
Henriette. 

'Well,'  replied  I,  Met  her  go.  She  will  not  cost  me 
a  regret.' 

'  Oh,  poor  woman  !  '  cried  the  Countess,  with  com- 
passionate  horror.     c  But  where  is  she  going  ?  ' 

'To  La  Grenadière,  a  little  house  near  Saint-Cyr,' 
said  I. 

'And  she  is  going  alone,'  said  Henriette,  in  a  tone 
which  told  me  that  ail  women  make  common  cause  in 
love,  and  never  désert  each  other. 

As  we  turned  into  the  Clochegourde  avenue,  Arabella's 
dog  barked  gleefully  and  ran  on  in  front  of  the  carriage. 

'  She  is  hère  before  us  !  '  cried  the  Countess.  Then, 
after  a  pause,  she  added  :  c  I  never  saw  a  finer  woman. 
What  a  hand  !  What  a  figure  !  Her  complexion 
shames  the  lily,  and  her  eyes  flash  like  diamonds.  But 
she  rides  too  well  ;  she  must  love  to  exert  her  strength  ; 
I  fancy  she  is  energetic  and  violent;  then,  too,  she  seems 
to  me  too  défiant  of  conventionality,  a  woman  who 
recognises  no  law  is  apt  to  listen  only  to  her  own  caprice. 
Those  who  are  so  anxious  to  shirie,  to  be  always  moving, 
hâve  not  the  gift  of  constancy.  To  my  notions  love 
needs  greater  quiétude  ;  I  picture  it  to  myself  as  an 
immense  lake  where  the  sounding  line  finds  no  bottom, 
where  the  tempests  may  indeed  be  wild,  but  rare,  and 
restricted  within  impassable  bounds — where  two  beings 
dwell  on  an  island  of  flowers,  far  from  the  world  whose 
luxury  and  display  would  repel  them. 

'  But  love  must  take  the  stamp  of  character.  I  am 
perhaps  mistaken.  If  the  éléments  of  nature  yield  to 
the  mouid  impressed  by  climate,  why  should  it  not  be  so 
with  the  feelings  of  individuals  ?  Feelings,  which  as  a 
whole  obey  a  gênerai  law,  no  doubt  difFer  in  expression 
only.  Each  soûl  has  its  own  modes.  The  Marchioness 
is  a  powerful  woman  who  traverses  distances  and  acts 
with  the  vigour  of  a  man  ;  gaoler,  warders,  and  execu- 
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tioner  must  be  killed  to  deliver  her  lover.  Whereas 
certain  women  know  no  better  than  to  love  with  ail 
their  soûl  ;  in  danger  they  kneel  down,  pray,  and  die. 

4  Which  of  the  two  do  you  prefer?  That  is  the  whole 
question.  Yes,  the  Marchioness  loves  you  ;  she 
sacrifices  so  much  for  you  !  It  is  she  perhaps  who  will 
love  on  when  you  hâve  ceased  to  love  her.' 

4  Permit  me,  dear  angel,  to  écho  the  question  you  asked 
the  other  day  :   How  do  you  know  thèse  things  ?  ' 

4  Each  form  of  suffering  brings  its  lesson,  and  I  hâve 
suffered  in  so  many  ways  that  my  knowledge  is  vast.' 

My  servant  had  heard  the  order  given,  and  expecting 
that  we  should  return  by  the  terraces,  he  held  my  horse 
in  readiness,  in  the  avenue.  Arabella's  dog  had  scented 
the  horse,  and  his  mistress,  led  by  very  legitimate 
curiosity,  had  followed  it  through  the  wood  where  she, 
no  doubt,  had  been  lurking. 

4  Go  and  make  your  peace,'  said  Henriette,  smiling, 
with  no  trace  of  melancholy.  c  Tell  her  how  much  she 
is  mistaken  as  to  my  intentions.  I  wanted  to  show  her 
ail  the  value  of  the  prize  that  has  fallen  to  her  ;  my 
heart  has  none  but  kindly  feelings  towards  her,  above  alî, 
neither  anger  nor  scorn.  Explain  to  her  that  I  am  her 
sister,  and  not  her  rival.' 

4 1  will  not  go  !  '  cried  I. 

4  Hâve  you  never  experienced,'  said  she,  with  the  flash- 
ing  pride  of  a  martyr,  4that  certain  forms  of  considération 
may  be  an  insuit.     Go — go  !  ' 

I  went  to  join  Lady  Dudley  and  find  out  what  humour 
she  was  in.  4  If  only  she  might  be  angry  and  throw  me 
over,'  thought  I,  4 1  would  return  to  Clochegourde.' 

The  dog  led  me  to  an  oak  tree  from  whence  the 
Marchioness  flew  off,  shouting  to  me,  4  Away,  away  !  ' 

I  had  no  choice  but  to  follow  her  to  Saint-Cyr,  which 
we  reached  at  midnight. 

4  The  lady  is  in  excellent  health,'  said  Arabella,  as  she 
dismounted. 
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Only  those  who  hâve  known  her  can  conceive  of  the 
sarcasm  implied  in  this  observation  drily  flung  at  me  in 
a  tone  that  was  meant  to  convey  :  '  I  should  hâve  died  !  ' 

c  I  forbid  you  to  cast  any  of  your  three-barbed 
witticisms  at  Madame  de  Mortsauf,'  I  replied. 

'  And  does  it  ofFend  your  Grâce  when  I  rèmark  on  the 
perfect  health  enjoyed  by  one  so  dear  to  your  precious 
heart  ?  French  women,  it  is  said,  hâte  even  their  lovers' 
dogs  ;  but  in  England  we  love  everything  that  is  dear  to 
our  sovereign  lord,  we  hâte  what  they  hâte,  for  we  live 
in  their  very  skin.  Allow  me  then  to  be  as  fond  of  that 
lady  as  you  are.  Only,  dear  boy,'  said  she,  throwing  her 
arms  round  me,  ail  wet  from  the  rain,  cif  you  were  faith- 
less  to  me,  I  should  neither  stand  up,  nor  lie  down,  nor 
ride  in  a  carriage  with  menservants  ;  neither  drive 
through  the  Landes  de  Charlemagne,  nor  over  the  heaths 
of  any  country  in  the  world,  nor  be  in  my  bed,  nor 
under  the  roof  of  my  fathers.     /  should  be  no  more. 

c  I  was  born  in  Lancashire,  where  women  can  die  of 
love.  To  hâve  owned  you,  and  give  you  up  ?  I  will 
give  you  up  to  no  power  in  the  world,  not  even  to  death, 
for  I  would  go  with  you  !  ' 

She  took  me  into  her  room,  where  comfort  already 
made  its  présence  felt. 

*  Love  her,  my  dear,'  said  I  warmly,  '  for  she  loves 
you,  and  not  ironically  but  sincerely.' 

4  Sincerely,  child  ?  '  she  said,  unfastening  her  riding- 
habit. 

With  a  lover's  vanity,  I  tried  to  make  this  arrogant 
créature  understand  the  sublimity  of  Henriette's  character. 
While  the  maid,  who  did  not  know  a  word  of  French, 
was  dressing  her  hair,  I  tried  to  describe  Madame  de 
Mortsauf,  sketching  her  life,  and  repeating  the  generous 
thoughts  suggested  to  her  by  a  crisis  in  which  ail  women 
are  petty  and  spiteful.  Though  Arabella  affected  to  pay 
not  the  slightest  attention,  she  did  not  lose  a  word. 
i  I  am  delighted,'  said  she  when  we  were  alone,  '  to 
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know  of  your  taste  for  this  style  of  Christian  conversa- 
tion ;  there  is  on  my  estate  a  curate  who  has  not  his 
match  in  composing  sermons,  our  labourers  can  under- 
stand  them,  so  well  is  his  prose  adapted  to  his  audience. 
I  will  write  to-morrow  to  my  father  to  despatch  this 
worthy  by  steamer,  and  you  shall  find  him  in  Paris. 
When  once  you  hâve  heard  him,  you  will  never  want  to 
listen  to  any  one  else,  ail  the  more  so  because  he  too 
enjoys  perfect  health.  His  moralising  will  give  you 
none  of  those  shocks  that  end  in  tears  ;  it  flows  without 
turmoil,  like  a  limpid  brook,  and  secures  delightful 
slumbers.  Every  evening,  if  you  like,  you  can  satisfy 
your  craving  for  sermons  while  digesting  your  dinner. 

4  English  moralising,  my  dear  boy,  is  as  superior  to 
that  of  Tours  as  our  cutlery,  our  plate,  and  our  horses  are 
superior  to  your  knives  and  your  animais.  Do  me  the 
favour  of  hearing  my  curate — promise  me.  I  am  but  a 
woman,  my  dearest  ;  I  know  how  to  love,  how  to  die 
for  you,  if  you  like  ;  but  I  hâve  not  studied  at  Eton,  nor 
at  Oxford,  nor  at  Edinburgh  ;  I  am  neither  Doctor  nor 
Révérend  ;  I  cannot  moralise  for  you,  I  am  quite  unfit 
for  it,  and  should  be  to  the  last  degree  clumsy  if  I 
attempted  it. 

'  I  do  not  complain  of  your  taste  ;  you  might  hâve  far 
more  degraded  tastes  than  this,  and  I  would  try  to 
accommodate  myself  to  them  ;  for  I  intend  that  you 
should  find  with  me  everything  you  like  best — the 
pleasures  of  love,  the  pleasures  of  the  table,  the  pleasures 
of  church-going — good  claret  and  the  Christian  virtues. 
Would  you  like  to  see  me  in  a  hair-shirt  this  evening  ? 
That  woman  is  happy  indeed  to  be  able  to  supply  you 
with  moralities  !  In  what  university  do  French  women 
take  their  degree  ?  Poor  me  !  I  hâve  nothing  to  give 
you  but  myself,  I  am  only  a  slave ' 

4  Then  why  did  you  fly  when  1  wanted  to  bring  you 
together  ? ' 

4  Are  you  mad,  my  Dee  ?     I  would  travel  from  Paris 
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to  Rome  disguised  as  your  footman,  I  would  do  the  most 
preposterous  things  for  you  ;  but  how  could  I  stop  to 
talk  on  the  highroad  to  a  woman  who  has  not  been 
introduced  to  me,  and  who  was  ready  with  a  sermon 
under  three  heads  ?  I  can  talk  to  peasants.  I  would  ask 
a  workman  to  share  his  loaf  with  me  if  I  were  hungry, 
I  would  give  him  a  few  guineas,  and  it  would  be  ail  in 
order  ;  but  as  to  stopping  a  chaise,  as  highwaymen  do  in 
England — that  is  not  included  in  my  code  of  honour. 

1  My  poor  boy,  ail  you  know  is  how  to  love  ;  and  you 
do  not  know  how  to  live  ?  Besides,  my  angel,  I  am  not 
yet  made  exactly  in  your  image.  I  hâve  no  taste  for 
moralities.  However,  to  please  you,  I  am  capable  of  the 
greatest  efforts.  Corne,  say  no  more,  I  will  set  to  work, 
I  will  try  to  preach.  I  will  never  allow  myself  to  caress 
you  without  throwing  in  a  text  from  the  Bible.' 

She  exerted  ail  her  power — used  it,  abused  it,  till  she 
saw  in  my  eyes  the  ardent  look  that  always  came  into 
them  when  she  began  her  enchantments.  She  triumphed 
completely,  and  I  submissively  agreed  to  set  above  the 
vain  subtleties  of  the  Catholic  Church  the  magnanimity 
of  the  woman  who  wrecks  herself,  renounces  ail  future 
hope,  and  makes  love  her  sole  virtue. 

4  Does  she  love  herself  better  than  she  loves  you  ?  ' 
said  she.  l  Does  she  prefer  to  you  something  which  is 
not  you  ?  How  can  a  woman  attach  any  importance  to 
anything  in  herself  beyond  that  with  which  you  honour 
it  ?  No  woman,  however  great  a  moralist  she  may  be, 
can  be  the  equal  of  a  man.  Walk  over  us,  kill  us,  never 
let  us  encumber  your  life.  Our  part  is  to  die,  yours  to 
live  great  and  suprême.  In  your  hand  is  the  poniard  ;  we 
hâve  only  to  love  and  forgive.  Does  the  sun  care  about 
the  midges  that  live  in  his  beams,  by  his  glow  ?     They 

jexist  as  long  as  they  can,  and  when  he  disappears  they 

ildie ' 

c  Or  fly  away,'  I  put  in. 

1  Or  fly  away,'  she  replied,  with  an  indifférence  that 
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would  hâve  spurred  any  man  determined  to  use  the 
strange  power  she  attributed  to  us.  c  Do  you  think  it 
worthy  of  a  woman  to  stuff  a  man  with  bread  buttered 
with  virtue,  to  convince  him  that  love  and  religion  are 
incompatible  ?  Am  I  then  an  infidel  ?  A  woman  may 
yield  or  refuse  ;  but  to  refuse  and  preach  is  to  inflict  a 
double  penalty,  which  is  against  the  law  of  every  land. 
Now  hère  you  will  hâve  nothing  but  delicious  sandwiches 
prepared  by  the  hand  of  your  humble  servant  Arabella, 
whose  whole  morality  consists  in  inventing  caresses  such 
as  no  man  has  ever  known,  and  which  are  suggested  by 
the  angels.' 

I  know  nothing  so  undoing  as  such  banter  in  the 
hands  of  an  Englishwoman  ;  she  throws  into  it  the 
éloquent  gravity,  the  pompous  air  of  conviction  under 
which  the  English  cover  the  lofty  imbecilities  of  their 
prejudiced  views.  French  irony  is  like  lace  with  which 
women  dress  out  the  pleasure  they  give  and  the  disputes 
they  invent  ;  it  is  a  trimming,  and  as  graceful  as  their 
dress.  But  English  c  fun  '  is  an  acid  so  corrosive  to  those 
on  whom  it  falls  that  it  leaves  them  skeletons,  picked 
and  cleaned.  A  witty  Englishwoman's  tongue  is  like  a 
tiger's,  which  strips  off  the  flesh  to  the  very  bone,  and 
ail  in  play  ;  mockery,  that  all-powerful  weapon  of  the 
devil's,  leaves  a  deadly  poison  in  the  wounds  it  re-opens 
at  will. 

That  night  Arabella  chose  to  exert  her  power  like  the 
Grand  Turk,  who,  to  show  his  skill,  amuses  himself  with 
decapitating  innocent  persons. 

c  My  angel,'  said  she,  when  she  had  soothed  me  to  the 
dozing  condition  in  which  everything  is  forgotten  but  a 
sensé  of  happiness,  c  I  hâve  been  moralising  too — I  my- 
self  !  I  was  wondering  whether  I  am  committing  a 
crime  in  loving  you,  whether  I  was  violating  divine  laws, 
and  I  decided  that  nothing  could  be  more  pious  or  more 
natural.  Why  should  God  create  some  beings  more 
beautiful  than  others  unless  to  show  us  that  they  are  to 
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be  adored  ?  The  crime  would  be  not  to  love  you,  for 
are  you  not  an  angel  ?  That  lady  insults  you  by  classing 
you  with  other  men  ;  the  rules  of  morality  do  not  apply 
to  you  ;  God  has  set  you  above  them.  Is  not  loving  you 
rising  to  be  nearer  to  Him  ?  Can  He  be  wroth  with  a 
poor  woman  for  longing  for  things  divine  ?  Your  large 
and  radiant  heart  is  so  like  the  sky,  that  I  mistake  it, 
as  midges  corne  to  burn  themselves  in  the  lights  at 
a  festival  !  Are  they  to  be  punished  for  their  mistake  ? 
Indeed,  is  it  a  mistake  ?  Is  it  not  too  fervent  a  worship 
of  light  ?  They  perish  from  too  much  piety — if,  indeed, 
flinging  oneself  into  the  arms  we  love  can  be  called 
perishing  ?  ' 

*  I  am  weak  enough  to  love  you  while  that  woman  is 
strong  enough  to  remain  in  her  chapel  !  Do  not  frown 
on  me.  You  think  I  condemn  her  ?  No,  child  !  I 
delight  in  her  morality,  since  it  has  led  her  to  leave  you 
free,  and  so  allowed  me  to  win  you  and  to  keep  you  for 
ever — for  you  are  mine  for  ever,  are  you  not  ?  ' 

'Yes.' 

1  For  ever  and  ever  ?  ' 

<  Yes.' 

£  Then  grant  me  a  favour,  my  Sultan.  I  alone  hâve 
discerned  ail  your  value.  She,  you  say,  cultivâtes  the 
land  ?  I  leave  that  to  the  farmers  ;  I  would  rather  cul- 
tivate  your  heart.' 

I  hâve  tried  to  recall  ail  this  chatter  to  give  you  a  clear 
idea  of  this  woman,  to  justify  ail  I  hâve  said  about  her,  and 
to  give  you  a  clue  to  the  catastrophe.  But  how  am  I  to 
describe  the  accompaniment  to  the  sweet  words  you  know 
so  well — conceits  only  to  be  compared  to  the  most  ex- 
travagant fictions  of  our  dreams  ;  inventions  sometimes 
reminding  me  of  my  nosegays  :  grâce  united  to  strength, 
tenderness  and  languid  softness  contrasting  with  volcanic 
éruptions  of  passions  ;  the  most  elaborate  modulations  of 
music  applied  to  the  harmony  of  our  delight,  the  most 
insinuating    words  graced  with  charming  ideas,  every- 
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thing  most  poetical  that  wit  can  add  to  the  pleasures  of 
sensé.  She  aimed  at  destroying  the  impression  left  on 
my  heart  by  Henriette's  chaste  reserve,  by  the  flashes  of 
her  own  impetuous  passion.  The  Marchioness  had  seen 
the  Countess  quite  as  well  as  Madame  de  Mortsauf  had 
seen  her.  They  had  judged  each  other  clearly.  The 
elaborate  attack  planned  by  Arabella  showed  how  great 
her  fears  had  been,  and  her  secret  admiration  for  her 
rival. 

In  the  morning  I  found  her  with  eyes  full  of  tears  ; 
she  had  not  slept. 

'  What  is  the  matter  ?  '  said  I. 

CI  am  afraid  my  excess  of  love  may  militate  against 
me,'  said  she.  CI  give  you  ail  ;  she,  cleverer  than  I,  still 
has  something  for  you  to  désire.  If  you  prefer  her, 
think  no  more  of  me  ;  I  will  not  bore  you  with  my 
sufFerings,  my  remorse,  my  sorrows — no,  I  will  go  to  die 
far  away  from  you,  like  a  plant  far  from  the  life-giving 
sun.' 

She  extracted  from  me  such  protestations  as  filled  her 
with  joy.  What  is  to  be  said  to  a  woman  who  weeps  in 
the  morning  ?  A  hard  word  then  seems  brutal.  If  she 
has  not  been  denied  over  night,  we  must  need  tell  lies 
in  the  morning,  for  the  code  of  man  makes  such  falsehood 
a  duty. 

'  Well,  then  I  am  happy,'  said  she,  wiping  away  her 
tears.  c  Go  back  to  her  ;  I  do  not  wish  to  owe  you  to 
the  véhémence  of  my  love,  but  to  your  own  free  will.  If 
you  corne  back  again  I  shall  believe  that  you  love  me  as 
much  as  I  love  you,  which  I  had  always  thought  impos- 
sible.' 

She  managed  to  persuade  me  to  return  to  Cloche- 
gourde.  How  false  the  situation  in  which  I  should  then 
find  myself,  was  not  to  be  imagined  by  a  man  gorged  with 
raptures.  If  I  had  refused  to  go  to  Clochegourde,  Lady 
Arabella  would  hâve  won  the  day  at  Henriette's  expense. 
Arabella  would  then  carry  me  off  to  Paris.     Still,  to  go 
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thither  was  to  insuit  Madame  de  Mortsauf.  In  that 
case  I  should  corne  back  more  certainly  than  ever  to 
Arabella. 

Has  any  woman  forgiveness  for  such  crimes  of 
treason  ?  Short  of  being  an  angel  corne  down  from 
heaven  rather  than  a  purified  spirit  about  to  attain  to  it, 
a  loving  woman  would  see  her  lover  sufFer  any  agony 
sooner  than  see  him  made  happy  by  another.  The  more 
she  loves,  the  more  she  will  be  hurt. 

Thus  regarded  from  both  sides,  my  position,  when  I 
had  once  left  Clochegourde  to  go  to  La  Grenadière,  was 
as  fatal  to  my  first  true  love  as  it  was  profitable  to  my 
chance  passion.  The  Marchioness  had  foreseen  it  ail 
with  deep  calculation.  She  confessed  later  that  if 
Madame  de  Mortsauf  had  not  met  her  on  the  heath  she 
had  intended  to  commit  me  by  hanging  about  Cloche- 
gourde. 

The  instant  I  saw  the  Countess,  whom  I  found  pale 
and  stricken,  like  a  person  who  has  endured  intolérable 
insomnia,  I  exercised — not  the  tact — but  the  instinct 
which  enables  a  still  young  and  generous  heart  to 
appreciate  the  full  bearing  of  actions  that  are  cri  minai 
in  the  jurisprudence  of  noble  soûls  though  indiffèrent 
in  the  eyes  of  the  vulgar.  Suddenly,  as  a  child  that  has 
gone  down  a  steep  while  playing  and  plucking  flowers, 
sees,  in  terror,  that  he  cannot  go  up  it  again,  discerns 
no  human  ground  but  at  an  immeasurable  distance,  feels 
himself  alone  in  the  dark,  and  hears  savage  howls,  I 
perceived  that  a  whole  world  lay  between  us.  A  loud 
cry  went  up  in  our  soûls,  an  écho,  as  it  were,  of  the 
funereal  Consummatum  est  which  is  pronounced  in  church 
on  Good  Friday,  at  the  hour  when  the  Saviour  died — 
a  dreadful  scène  which  freezes  those  young  soûls  in 
which  religion  is  their  first  love.  Every  illusion  Hen- 
riette had  known  had  died  under  one  blow  ;  her  heart 
had  gone  through  its  passion.     She  whom  pleasure  had 
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never  involved  in  its  deadening  coils — could  she  suspect 
the  joys  of  happy  lovers,  that  she  refused  to  look  at  me  ? 
for  she  would  not  shed  on  my  gaze  the  light  which  for 
six  years  had  irradiated  my  life.  She  knew,  then,  that 
the  source  of  the  beams  that  shone  from  our  eyes  lay  in 
our  soûls,  for  which  they  were  as  a  pathway,  leading 
from  one  to  the  other,  so  that  they  might  visit,  become 
one,  separate,  and  play — like  two  confiding  girls  who 
hâve  no  secrets  from  each  other.  I  was  bitterly  con- 
scious  of  the  sin  of  bringing  under  this  roof,  where 
caresses  were  unknown,  a  face  on  which  the  wings  of 
enjoyment  had  shed  their  sparkling  dust. 

If,  the  day  before,  I  had  left  Lady  Dudley  to  go  home 
alone  ;  if  I  had  corne  back  to  Clochegourde,  where 
Henriette  perhaps  expected  me  ;  perhaps — well,  perhaps 
Madame  de  Mortsauf  would  not  hâve  behaved  so  strictly 
as  my  sister.  She  gave  ail  her  civilities  the  solemnity  of 
exaggerated  emphasis  ;  she  played  her  part  to  excess  so 
as  not  to  forget  it.  During  breakfast  she  paid  me  a 
thousand  little  attentions,  humiliating  attentions  ;  she 
made  much  of  me  like  a  sick  man  to  be  pitied. 

'  You  were  out  betimes,'  said  the  Count  ;  *  you  must 
hâve  a  fine  appetite,  you  whose  digestion  is  not  ruined.' 

This  speech,  which  failed  to  bring  the  smile  of  a  wily 
sister  to  the  Countess's  lips,  put  the  crowning  touch 
to  the  impossibility  of  my  position.  I  could  not  be 
at  Clochegourde  by  day  and  at  Saint-Cyr  by  night. 
Arabella  had  counted  on  my  sensé  of  delicacy  and 
Madame  de  Mortsauf's  magnanimity.  ■ 

Ail  through  that  long  day  I  felt  the  difficulty  of  be- 
coming  the  friend  of  a  woman  one  has  long  desired. 
This  transition,  simple  enough  when  years  hâve  led  up 
to  it,  in  youth  is  a  distemper.  I  was  ashamed,  I  cursed 
ail  pleasure,  I  wished  that  Madame  de  Mortsauf  would 
demand  my  blood  !  I  could  not  tear  her  rival  to  pièces 
before  her  eyes  ;  she  avoided  mentioning  her,  and  to 
speak  ill  of  Arabella  was  a  baseness  which  would  hâve 
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incurred  the  contempt  of  Henriette,  herself  noble  and 
lofty  to  the  inmost  core.  After  five  years  of  exquisite 
intimacy  we  did  not  know  what  to  tallc  about  ;  our 
words  did  not  express  our  thoughts  ;  we  hid  gnawing 
pangs,  we  to  whom  sufFering  had  hitherto  been  a  faithful 
interpréter.  Henriette  affected  a  cheerful  air  on  my 
behalf  and  her  own  ;  but  she  was  sad.  Though  she 
called  herself  my  sister  on  every  opportunity,  and 
though  she  was  a  woman,  she  could  find  no  subject  to 
keep  up  the  conversation,  and  we  sat  for  the  most  part 
in  awkward  silence.  She  added  to  my  mental  torment 
by  affecting  to  think  herself  Lady  Arabella's  only 
victim. 

4 1  am  sufFering  more  than  you  are,'  said  I,  at  a 
moment  when  the  sister  spoke  in  a  tone  of  very  féminine 
irony. 

i  How  can  that  be  ?  '  said  she,  in  the  haughty  voice 
a  woman  can  put  on  when  her  feelings  are  under- 
estimated. 

1 1  hâve  done  ail  the  wrong.' 

Then  there  was  a  moment  when  the  Countess 
assumed  a  cold  indifférence  that  was  too  much  for  me. 
I  determined  to  go. 

That  evening,  on  the  terrace,  I  took  leave  of  ail  the 
family  together.  They  followed  me  to  the  lawn  where 
my  horse  waited,  pawing  the  ground.  They  stood  out 
of  the  way.  When  I  had  taken  the  bridle,  the  Countess 
came  up  to  me. 

'Corne,  we  will  walk  down  the  avenue  alone,'  said 
she. 

I  gave  her  my  arm,  and  we  went  out  through  the 
courtyards,  walking  slowly  as  if  lingering  over  the 
sensation  of  moving  together  ;  we  thus  reached  a  clump 
of  trees  that  screened  a  corner  of  the  outer  enclosure. 

'Good-bye,  my  friend,'  said  she,  stopping  and  throw- 
ing  her  arms  round  my  neck  with  her  head  on  my  heart. 
4  Good-bye,  we  shall  see  each  other  no  more.     God  has 
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given  me  the  melanchoiy  power  of  looking  into  the 
future.  Do  you  remember  the  panic  that  came  over  me 
that  day  when  you  came  back  so  handsome,  so  youthful  ; 
and  when  I  saw  you  turn  to  quit  me,  just  as  to-day  you 
are  leaving  Clochegourde  for  La  Grenadière  ?  Well, 
last  night  I  was  once  more  enabled  to  look  forward  to 
our  destinies.  My  friend,  we  are  speaking  to  each  other 
for  the  last  time.  I  can  hardly  say  a  few  words  to  you 
even  now,  for  not  ail  of  me  speaks  ;  death  has  already 
stricken  something  within  me.  You  will  hâve  robbed 
my  children  of  their  mother — take  her  place  !  You 
can  !  Jacques  and  Madeleine  love  you  already  as  though 
you  had  made  them  suffer  !  ' 

c  Die  !  '  cried  I  in  alarm,  as  I  looked  at  the  dry  flame 
in  her  glittering  eyes,  of  which  I  can  only  give  an  idea 
to  those  whose  dear  ones  hâve  never  been  attacked  by 
the  dreadful  malady  by  comparing  her  eyes  with  balls  of 
tarnished  silver.  '  Die  !  Henriette,  I  command  you  to 
live.  You  used  to  require  vows  of  me — now  I,  to-day, 
require  one  of  you  :  swear  to  me  that  you  will  consult 
Origet  and  do  exactly  what  he  tells  you.' 

cThen  would  you  contend  against  the  loving  mercy 
of  God  ?'  said  she,  interrupting  me  with  a  cry  of  despair, 
indignant  at  being  misunderstood. 

1  Then  you  do  not  love  me  enough  to  obey  me 
blindly  in  everything,  as  that  misérable  lady  does  ?  ' 

cYes,  yes  ;  whatever  you  wish,'  said  she,  urged  by  a 
jealousy  which  made  her  overleap  in  that  instant  the 
distance  she  had  till  now  preserved. 

4 1  stay  hère,'  said  I,  kissing  her  eyes. 

Startled  by  this  capitulation  she  escaped  from  my 
embrace  and  went  to  lean  against  a  tree.  Then  she 
turned  homewards,  walking  very  fast  without  turning 
her  head  ;  I  followed  her,  she  was  praying  and  weeping. 
When  we  reached  the  lawn  I  took  her  hand  and  kissed 
it  respectfully.  This  unlooked-for  surrender  touched 
her  heart. 
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c  Yours,  corne  what  may,'  said  I.  c  I  love  you  as  your 
aunt  loved  you.' 

She  started  and  wrung  my  hand. 

1  One  look,'  said  I,  '  only  one  of  your  old  looks  !  '  And 
feeling  my  whole  soûl  enlightened  by  the  flashing  glance 
she  gave  me,I  cried, 'Thewoman  whogives  herselfwholly 
gives  me  less  of  life  and  spirit  than  I  hâve  now  received  ! 
Henriette,  you  are  the  best  beloved — the  only  love.' 

£  I  will  live,'  said  she,  '  but  you  too  must  get  well.' 

That  gaze  had  effaced  the  impression  of  Arabella's 
sarcasms.  Thuswas  I  the  plaything  of  the  two  irrecon- 
cilable  passions  I  hâve  described  to  you,  and  of  which  I 
felt  the  alternating  influence.  I  loved  an  angel  and  a 
démon  :  two  women  equally  lovely  ;  one  graced  with  ail 
the  virtues  we  torture  out  of  hatred  of  our  own  defects, 
the  other  with  ail  the  vices  we  deify  out  of  selflshness. 
As  I  rode  down  the  avenue,  turning  round  again  and 
again  to  see  Madame  de  Mortsauf  leaning  against  a  tree, 
her  children  standing  by  her  and  waving  their  handker- 
chiefs,  I  detected  in  my  soûl  an  impulse  of  pride  at 
knowing  myself  to  be  the  arbiter  of  two  such  noble 
destinies,  the  glory,  on  such  différent  grounds,  of  two 
superior  women,  and  at  having  inspired  such  passions 
that  either  of  them  would  die  if  I  failed  her. 

This  brief  but  fatuous  dream  was  severely  punished, 
believe  me.  Some  démon  prompted  me  to  wait  with 
Arabella  till  a  fit  of  despair  or  the  Count's  death  should 
throw  Henriette  into  my  arms,  since  Henriette  still 
loved  me  :  her  severity,  her  tears,  her  remorse,  her 
Christian  résignation,  were  the  éloquent  symptoms  of  a 
feeling  which  could  no  more  be  effaced  from  her  heart 
than  from  my  own.  As  I  slowly  walked  my  horse  along 
the  pretty  avenue,  making  thèse  reflections,  I  was  not 
five-and-twenty,  I  was  fifty.  Does  not  a  young  man, 
even  more  than  a  woman,  leap  in  a  moment  from  thirty 
to  sixty  ? 

Though    I    could    drive    away    thèse    evil    thoughts 

R 
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with  a  breath,  they  haunted  me,  I  must  confess.  Their 
source,  perhaps,  was  at  the  Tuileries  behind  the  panels 
of  the  royal  cabinet.  Who  could  corne  unharmed 
under  the  tainting  influence  of  Louis  xvin.,  who  was 
wont  to  say  that  a  man  knows  nothing  of  true  passion 
till  he  is  past  maturity,  since  passion  is  never  splendid 
and  frenzied  till  there  is  some  loss  of  power,  and  each 
pleasure  is  like  the  gambler's  last  stake. 

When  I  reached  the  end  of  the  avenue  I  looked  round 
once  more,  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  I  was  back 
again,  on  seeing  Henriette  still  standing  there  alone.  I 
flew  to  bid  her  a  last  adieu,  bathed  in  tears  of  expiation 
of  which  she  knew  not  the  secret.  Sincère  tears,  shed, 
though  I  knew  it  not,  on  the  sweet  love  that  was  for 
ever  past,  on  the  virgin  émotions,  the  flowers  of  life  that 
can  never  bloom  again.  Later  in  life  a  man  can  no 
longer  give,  he  only  receives  ;  what  he  loves  in  his 
mistress  is  himself;  whereas  in  youth  he  loves  her  in 
himself.  Later,  he  inoculâtes  the  woman  who  loves 
him,  with  his  tastes,  perhaps  with  his  vices  ;  whereas,  in 
the  early  days,  the  woman  he  loves  imparts  her  virtues, 
her  refinement,  invites  him  to  what  is  beautiful  by  her 
smile,  and  shows  him  what  dévotion  means  by  her 
example. 

Alas  for  the  man  who  has  not  had  his  Henriette  ! 
Alas  for  him  who  has  not  met  a  Lady  Dudley  !  If  he 
marries,  the  second  will  fail  to  retain  his  wife,  the  first 
may  perhaps  be  deserted  by  his  mistress  ;  happy  is  he 
who  finds  both  in  one  woman  ;  happy,  Natalie,  is  the 
man  you  love  ! 

On  our  return  to  Paris  Arabella  and  I  became  more 
intimate  ;  by  small  degrees  we  insensibly  abrogated  the 
laws  of  propriety  to  which  I  had  subjected  myself — laws 
whose  observance  often  leads  the  world  to  overlook  the 
false  position  to  which  Lady  Dudley  had  committed 
herself.     The  world,  which  dearly  loves  to  get  behind 
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the  curtain  of  things,  accepts  them  as  soon  as  it  knows 
the  hidden  secret.  Lovers  who  are  obliged  to  live  in 
the  world  of  fashion  are  always  wrong  to  break  down 
the  barriers  insisted  on  by  the  common  law  of  drawing- 
rooms,  wrong  not  to  obey  implicitly  ail  the  conventions 
demanded  by  good  manners  ;  more  for  their  own  sake 
than  for  that  of  others.  Distances  to  be  traversed, 
superficial  respect  to  be  maintained,  comédies  to  be 
played  out,  mystery  to  be  kept  up — ail  the  strategy  of  a 
happy  love-affair  fills  up  life,  revives  désire,  and  préserves 
the  heart  from  the  lassitude  of  habit.  But  a  first 
passion,  like  a  young  man,  is  by  nature  profligate,  and 
cuts  down  its  timber  recklessly,  instead  of  economising 
its  resources. 

Arabella  scorned  such  commonplace  ideas,  and  sub- 
mitted  to  them  only  to  please  me.  Like  the  destroyer 
who  marks  his  prey  beforehand  to  secure  it,  she  hoped 
to  compromise  me  in  the  eyes  of  ail  Paris  so  as  to  attach 
me  to  her  permanently.  She  displayed  every  coquettish 
art  to  keep  me  at  the  house,  for  she  was  not  satisfied 
with  the  élégant  scandai  which,  for  lack  of  évidence, 
countenanced  nothing  more  than  whisperings  behind  a 
fan.  Seeing  her  so  anxious  to  commit  an  imprudence 
which  must  definitely  certify  her  position,  how  could  I 
do  otherwise  than  believe  in  her  love  ? 

Once  involved  in  the  beguilements  of  an  illicit  union 
I  I  fell  a  prey  to  despair,  for  I  saw  my  life  eut  out  in 
*  !  antagonism  to  received  ideas  and  to  Henriette's 
i£|  injunctions.  I  lived,  then,  in  the  sort  of  frenzy  which 
cornes  over  a  consumptive  man,  when,  conscious  of  his 
approaching  end,  he  will  not  allow  his  breathing  to  be 
>re|sounded.  There  was  one  corner  of  my  heart  I  could 
;klnot  look  into  without  anguish  ;  a  spirit  of  vengeance 
iftlwas  constantly  suggesting  ideas  on  which  I  dared  not 
the|dwell. 

My  letters  to  Henriette  painted  this  mental  disorder, 
nd  caused  her  infinité  pain. 
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4  At  the  cost  of  so  much  lost  treasure  she  had  hoped 
I  should  at  least  be  happy,'  said  she,  in  the  only  reply  I 
ever  received. 

And  I  was  not  happy  !  Dear  Natalie,  happiness  can 
only  be  positive  ;  it  cannot  endure  comparisons.  My 
first  ardour  expended,  I  could  not  help  comparing  thèse 
two  women,  a  contrast  I  had  not  yet  been  capable  of 
studying.  In  fact,  any  great  passion  lies  so  heavily  on 
our  whole  nature,  that,  in  the  first  instance,  it  levels  ail 
angles  and  fills  up  the  ruts  of  habit  which  represent  our 
good  or  evil  qualities.  But  later,  in  lovers  who  are 
thoroughly  accustomed  to  each  other,  the  features  of 
their  moral  physiognomy  reappear  ;  they  judge  each 
other  calmly,  and  not  unfrequently  in  the  course  of  this 
reaction  of  character  on  passion,  antipathies  are  discovered 
which  lead  to  the  séparations  regarded  by  superficial 
minds  as  évidence  of  the  inconstancy  of  the  human 
heart. 

This  stage  had  begun  for  us.  Less  dazzled  by  her 
fascinations,  and  taking  my  pleasures  retail,  so  to  speak, 
I,  half  involuntarily  perhaps,  took  stock  of  Lady  Dudley 
to  her  disadvantage. 

In  the  first  place,  I  found  her  lacking  in  the  mother- 
wit  which  distinguishes  the  Frenchwoman  from  ail 
others,  and  makes  her  the  most  delightful  to  love,  as 
men  hâve  owned  who  hâve  had  opportunities  for 
judging  of  the  women  of  many  lands.  When  a  French- 
woman loves  she  is  metamorphosed  ;  her  much  talked 
of  vanity  is  devoted  to  beautifying  her  love;  she  sacri- 
fices her  dangerous  conceit  and  throws  ail  her  pre- 
tentiousness  into  the  art  of  loving.  She  weds  her 
lover's  interests,  his  hatreds,  his  friendships  ;  in  one 
day  she  masters  the  experienced  shrewdness  of  a  man  of 
business  ;  she  studies  the  law,  she  understands  the 
machinery  of  crédit  and  can  seduce  a  banker's  counting- 
house  ;  reckless  and  prodigal,  she  will  not  make  a  single 
blunder  or  waste  a  single  louis.     She  is  at  once  mother, 
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housekeeper,  and  physician,  and  to  every  fresh  phase  she 
gives  a  grâce  of  delight  that  betrays  infinité  love  in  the 
most  trifling  détails.  She  combines  the  spécial  qualifies 
which  charm  us  in  the  women  of  various  countries, 
giving  unity  to  the  compound  by  wit,  the  growth  of 
France,  which  vivifies,  sanctions,  and  justifies  every- 
thing,  lends  variety,  and  redeems  the  monotony  of  a 
sentiment  based  on  the  présent  tense  of  a  single  verb. 

The  Frenchwoman  loves  once  for  ail,  without  pause 
or  fatigue,  at  ail  hours,  in  public  or  alone  ;  in  public 
she  finds  a  tone  that  argues  to  one  ear  only,  her  very 
silence  spealcs,  and  her  eyes  appeal  to  you  without 
looking  up  ;  if  speech  and  looks  are  alike  prohibited  she 
can  use  the  sand  under  her  feet  to  trace  a  thought  in  ; 
alone  she  expresses  her  passion  even  in  her  sleep,  in 
short,  she  bends  the  world  to  her  love. 

The  Englishwoman,  on  the  contrary,  bends  her  love  to 
the  world.  Accustomed  by  éducation  to  préserve  the 
icy  manners,  the  egotistic  British  mien  of  which  I  hâve 
told  you,  she  opens  and  shuts  her  heart  with  the 
readiness  of  English-made  machinery.  She  has  an 
impénétrable  mask  which  she  takes  on  and  ofF  with 
phlegmatic  coolness  ;  as  impassioned  as  an  Italian  when  no 
eye  can  see,  she  turns  coldly  dignified  as  soon  as  the 
world  looks  on.  Then  the  man  she  loves  best  on  earth 
doubts  his  power  as  he  meets  the  utterly  passive  coun- 
tenance,  the  calm  intonation,  the  perfect  freedom  of  ex- 
pression that  an  Englishwoman  assumes  as  she  cornes 
out  of  her  boudoir.  At  such  a  moment  dissimulation 
becomes  indifférence  ;  the  Englishwoman  has  forgotten 
everything.  Certainly,  a  woman  who  can  throw  off  her 
love  like  a  garment  makes  one  think  that  she  may 
change. 

What  storms  toss  the  surges  of  the  heart  when  they 

are  stirred   by  wounded  self-love,  as  we  see  a  woman 

taking  up  her  love,  laying  it  down  and  returning  to  it, 

!  like    a   pièce   of  needlework  !       Such   women    are    too 
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thoroughly  mistresses  of  themselves  to  be  wholly  yours  ; 
they  allow  the  world  too  much  influence  for  your 
sovereignty  to  be  undivided.  In  cases  when  a  French- 
woman  comforts  the  sufferer  by  a  look,  or  betrays  her 
annoyance  at  intrusion  by  some  lively  jest,  the  English- 
woman's  silence  is  complète  :  it  frets  the  soûl  and  irritâtes 
the  brain.  Thèse  women  are  so  accustomed  to  reign 
wherever  they  may  be,  that,  to  most  of  them,  the  omni- 
potence of  fashion  dominâtes  even  their  pleasures. 

Those  who  are  excessive  in  prudery  should  be  ex- 
cessive in  love;  English women  are  so  ;  they  throw  every- 
thing  into  form,  but  the  love  of  form  does  not,  in  them, 
produce  a  feeling  for  art  ;  they  may  say  what  they  will, 
Protestantism  and  Catholicism  account  for  the  différences 
which  give  to  a  Frenchwoman's  spirit  so  great  a 
superiority  over  the  reasoned,  calculating  love  of  English- 
women.  Protestantism  is  sceptical,  it  examines  and  kills 
belief  ;  it  is  the  death  of  art  and  of  love.  Where  the 
world  rules  the  people  of  the  world  must  obey  ;  but  those 
who  know  what  passion  means,  flee  away  ;  to  them  it  is 
intolérable. 

You  may  understand,  then,  how  much  my  self-respect 
was  wounded  by  discovering  that  Lady  Dudley  would 
not  live  without  the  world,  and  that  thèse  British  transi- 
tions were  habituai  with  her.  They  were  not  a  neces- 
sity  imposed  on  her  by  the  world  ;  no,  she  naturally 
showed  herself  under  two  aspects  adverse  to  each  other  ; 
when  she  loved  it  was  with  intoxication  ;  no  woman  of 
any  nationality  could  be  compared  with  her,  she  was  as 
good  as  a  whole  seraglio  ;  but  then  a  curtain  fell  on 
this  fairy  display,  and  shut  out  even  the  remembrance 
of  it.  She  would  respond  neither  to  a  look  nor  a  smile  ; 
she  was  neither  mistress  nor  slave  ;  she  behaved  like  an 
ambassadress  compelled  to  be  précise  in  her  phrases  and 
demeanour,  she  put  me  out  of  patience  with  her  calm- 
ness,  outraged  my  heart  by  her  primness  ;  she  thus 
stored  up  her  love  till  it  was  required,  instead  of  raising 
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it  to  the  idéal  by  enthusiasm.  In  which  of  the  two 
women  was  I  to  believe  ? 

I  felt  by  a  myriad  pin-pricks  the  infinité  différence 
that  divided  Henriette  from  Arabella.  When  Madame 
de  Mortsauf  left  me  for  a  few  minutes  she  seemed  to 
charge  the  air  with  the  care  of  speaking  of  her  ;  as  she 
went  away  the  sweep  of  her  gown  appealed  to  my  eyes, 
as  its  rippling  rustle  came  to  my  ear  when  she  came  back  ; 
there  was  infinité  tenderness  in  the  way  her  eyelids 
unfolded  when  she  looked  down  ;  her  voice,  her  musical 
voice,  was  a  continuai  caress  ;  her  speech  bore  witness 
to  an  ever-present  thought  ;  she  was  always  the  same. 
Shedid  not  divide  her  soûl  between  two  atmosphères,  one 
burning  and  the  other  icy  ;  in  short,  Madame  de 
Mortsauf  kept  her  wit  and  the  bloom  of  her  intelligence 
to  express  her  feelings,  she  made  herself  fascinating  to 
her  children  and  to  me  by  the  ideas  she  uttered. 
Arabella's  wit  did  not  serve  her  to  make  life  pleasant, 
she  did  not  exert  it  for  my  benefit,  it  existed  only  by 
and  for  the  world  ;  it  was  purely  satirical,  she  loved  to 
rend  and  bite,  not  for  the  fun  of  it,  but  to  gratify  a  crav- 
ing.  Madame  de  Mortsauf  would  hâve  hidden  her 
happiness  from  every  eye  ;  Lady  Arabella  wanted  to 
show  hers  to  ail  Paris,  and  yet  with  horrible  dissimula- 
tion she  maintained  the  proprieties  even  while  riding 
with  me  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne. 

This  mixture  of  ostentation  and  dignity,  of  love  and 
coldness,  was  constantly  chafing  my  soûl  that  was  at 
once  virgin  and  impassioned,  and  as  I  was  incapable  of 
thus  rushing  from  one  mood  to  another  my  temper 
suffered  ;  I  was  throbbing  with  love  when  she  relapsed 
into  conventional  prudery.  When  I  ventured  to  com- 
plain,  not  without  the  greatest  déférence,  she  turned  her 
three-barbed  tongue  on  me,  mingling  the  rhodomontade 
of  adoration  with  the  English  wit  I  hâve  tried  to 
describe.  As  soon  as  she  found  herself  in  antagonism 
to  me  she  made  a  sport    of  wounding  my   heart,   and 
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humiliating  my  mind,  and  moulded  me  like  dough. 
To  my  remarks  as  to  a  médium  to  be  observed  in  ail 
things,  she  retorted  by  caricaturing  my  ideas,  and  carrying 
them  to  extrêmes.  If  I  reproached  her  for  her  conduct 
she  would  ask  me  if  I  wanted  her  to  embrace  me  under 
the  eyes  of  ail  Paris — at  the  Italian  opéra — and  she  took 
the  matter  so  seriously  that  I,  knowing  her  mania  for 
making  herself  talked  about,  quaked  lest  she  should  fulfil 
her  words. 

In  spite  of  her  real  passion,  I  never  felt  in  her  any- 
thing  sacred,  reserved,  and  deep,  as  in  Henriette  ;  she 
was  as  insatiable  as  a  sandy  soil.  Madame  de  Mortsauf 
was  always  composed  ;  she  felt  my  soûl  in  an  accent  or 
a  glance,  while  the  Marchioness  was  never  overpowered 
by  a  look,  by  a  pressure  of  the  hand,  or  a  murmured 
word.  Nay,  more,  the  happiness  of  yesterday  was  as 
nothing  on  the  morrow.  No  proof  of  love  ever  surprised 
her  ;  she  had  such  a  craving  for  excitement,  turmoil,  and 
show,  that  nothing,  I  imagine,  came  up  to  her  idéal  in 
thèse  points  ;  hence  her  frenzied  excesses  of  passion  ;  it 
was  for  her  own  sake,  not  for  mine,  that  she  indulged  her 
extravagant  fancies. 

Madame  de  Mortsauf's  letter,  the  beacon  that  still  shone 
on  my  path,  and  showed  how  the  most  virtuous  wife 
can  obey  her  genius  as  a  Frenchwoman  by  proving  her 
perpétuai  vigilance,  her  unfailing  compréhension  of  ail 
my  vicissitudes — that  letter  must  hâve  enlightened  you 
as  to  the  care  with  which  Henriette  kept  watch  over 
my  material  interests,  my  political  connections,  my 
moral  conquests,  and  her  intimate  interest  in  my  life  in 
ail  permitted  ways. 

On  ail  thèse  points  Lady  Dudley  affected  the  reserve 
of  a  mère  acquaintance.  She  never  inquired  as  to 
my  doings,  nor  my  aversions  or  friendships  with  men. 
Lavish  for  herself,  without  being  generous,  she  decidedly 
made  too  little  distinction  between  interest  and  love  ; 
whereas,  without  having  tested  her,  I  knew  that,  to  spare 
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me  a  regret,  Henriette  would  hâve  found  for  me  what 
she  would  never  hâve  sought  for  herself.  In  one  of 
those  catastrophes  which  may  befall  the  highest  and  the 
wealthiest — history  has  many  instances — I  should  hâve 
taken  counsel  of  Henriette,  but  I  would  hâve  been 
dragged  to  prison  rather  than  say  a  word  to  Lady 
Dudley. 

So  far  the  contrast  is  based  on  feelings,  but  it  was 
equally  great  with  regard  to  externals.  In  France 
luxury  is  the  expression  of  the  man,  the  reproduction  of 
his  ideas,  of  his  personal  poetry  ;  it  represents  the 
character,  and,  between  lovers,  gives  value  to  the  most 
trifling  attentions  by  drawing  out  the  ruling  idea  of  the 
one  we  love  ;  but  English  luxury,  which  had  bewitched 
me  by  its  selectness  and  refinement,  was  as  mechanical 
as  the  rest.  Lady  Dudley  infused  nothing  of  herself 
into  it  ;  it  was  the  work  of  her  servants — bought,  paid 
for.  The  thousand  comforting  attentions  at  Cloche- 
gourde  were  in  Arabella's  eyes  the  concern  of  the 
servants  ;  each  had  his  duty  and  spécial  function.  The 
choice  of  good  footmen  was  her  steward's  business,  just 
as  if  they  were  horses.  This  woman  felt  no  attachment 
to  those  about  her  ;  the  death  of  the  best  of  them  would 
not  hâve  affected  her  ;  another,  equally  well  trained,  was 
to  be  had  for  money.  As  to  her  fellows,  I  never  saw  a 
tear  in  her  eye  for  the  woes  of  others  ;  indeed,  there  was 
a  frank  selfishness  about  her  which  it  was  impossible  not 
to  laugh  at. 

The  crimson  robe  of  a  great  lady  covered   this  iron 

soûl.     The  exquisite  aimée  who,  in  the  evening,  lounged 

on  her  rugs  and  rang  ail  the  tinkling  bells  of  amorous 

e  Ifolly,  could  quickly  reconcile  a  young  man  to  the  hard 

0  land  unfeeling  Englishwoman  ;  indeed,  it  was  only  step 

by  step  that  I  discerned  the  volcanic  rock  on  which  I 

Iwas  wasting  my  labours,  since  it  could  never   yield  a 

harvest. 

Madame  de  Mortsauf  had  read  this  nature  at  a  glance 
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in  their  briet  meeting  ;  I  remembered  her  prophétie 
words.  Henriette  was  right  throughout  :  Àrabella's 
love  was  becoming  intolérable.  I  hâve  since  noticed 
that  women  who  ride  well  are  never  tender  ;  like  the 
Amazons  they  hâve  lost  a  breast,  and  their  hearts  are 
petrified  in  one  spot,  I  know  not  which. 

Just  when  I  was  beginning  to  feel  the  weight  of  this 
yoke,  when  weariness  was  stealing  over  me,  body  and 
soûl,  when  I  understood  how  great  a  sanctity  true 
feeling  can  give  to  love,  and  when  the  memories  of 
Clochegourde  were  too  much  for  me  as,  in  spite  of  the 
distance,  I  smelt  the  perfume  of  its  roses,  heard  the  song 
of  its  nightingales — at  the  moment  when  I  first  perceived 
the  stony  bed  of  the  torrent  under  its  diminished  flood, 
I  had  a  blow  which  still  echoes  in  my  life,  for  it  is 
repeated  every  hour. 

I  was  writing  in  the  King's  private  room  ;  he  was  to 
go  out  at  four  o'clock  ;  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt  was  in 
waiting.  As  he  came  into  the  room  the  King  asked  for 
news  of  the  Countess.  I  looked  up  hastily  with  a  too 
significant  gesture,  and  the  King,  startled  by  my  eager- 
ness,  gave  me  the  look  which  commonly  introduced  the 
stern  words  he  could  speak  on  occasion. 

4  Sir,  my  poor  daughter  is  dying,'  replied  the  Duke. 

c  Will  your  Majesty  condescend  to  grant  me  leave  of 
absence  ?  '  said  I,  with  tears  in  my  eyes,  and  risking  an 
outburst  of  wrath. 

c  Fly,  my  lord  !  '  replied  he,  smiling  at  the  irony  he 
had  infused  into  the  words,  and  letting  me  off  a 
reprimand  in  honour  of  his  own  wit. 

The  Duke,  more  a  courtier  than  a  father,  asked  for 
no  leave,  but  got  into  the  carriage  with  the  King.  I 
went  off,  without  saying  good-bye  to  Lady  Dudley, 
who  by  good  luck  was  not  at  home,  and  for  whom  I 
left  a  note  saying  that  I  was  called  away  on  the  King's 
service.      At   La  Croix   de  Berny  I   met   his   Majesty 
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returning  from  Verrières.  As  he  accepted  a  bouquet 
which  he  dropped  at  his  feet,  the  King  gave  me  a  look 
full  of  the  royal  irony  that  is  so  crushingly  piercing,  and 
which  was  as  much  as  to  say  :  c  If  you  mean  to  become 
a  somebody  in  political  life,  corne  back.  Do  not  amuse 
yourself  with  interviewing  the  dead  !  ' 

The  Duke  waved  me  a  melancholy  signal  with  his 
hand. 

The  two  gorgeous  coaches,  drawn  by  eight  horses, 
the  Colonels  in  gold  lace,  the  mounted  escort,  and  the 
clouds  of  dust  whirled  swiftly  past  to  cries  of  *  Vive  le 
roi  !  '  And  to  me  it  was  as  though  the  Court  had 
trampled  the  body  of  Madame  de  Mortsauf  under  foot, 
with  the  indifférence  of  nature  herself  to  human  disaster. 
Though  he  was  an  excellent  good  fellow,  the  Duke,  I 
make  no  doubt,  went  off  to  play  whist  with  Monsieur 
after  the  King  had  retired.  As  to  the  Duchess,  it  was 
she,  and  she  alone,  who  long  since  had  dealt  her  daughter 
the  first  death-blow  by  telling  her  about  Lady  Dudley. 

My  hasty  journey  was  like  a  dream,  but  it  was  the 
dream  of  the  ruined  gambler  ;  I  was  in  despair  at  having 
had  no  news.  Had  her  confessor  carried  severity  to  the 
point  of  forbidding  my  entering  Clochegourde  ?  I 
accused  Madeleine,  Jacques,  the  Abbé  de  Dominis, 
everybody,  even  to  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf. 

After  passing  Tours,  as  I  turned  off  to  the  bridges  of 
Saint-Sauveur,  to  go  down  the  road  that  leads  to  Poncher 
between  poplars — those  poplars  I  had  admired  when  I 
set  out  in  search  of  my  unknown  fair — I  met  Monsieur 
Origet.  He  guessed  that  I  was  going  to  Clochegourde, 
I  guessed  that  he  was  coming  from  it  ;  we  stopped  our 
chaises  and  got  out,  I  to  ask  news  and  he  to  give  it. 

*  Well,'  said  I,  '  how  is  Madame  de  Mortsauf  ?  ' 

c  I  doubt  if  you  will  find  her  alive,'  said  he.  '  She  is 
enduring  a  terrible  death  from  inanition.  When  she 
sent  for  me,  in  the  month  of  June  last,  no  médical  power 
could  control  the  malady  ;   she    had  ail  the  symptoms 
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which  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  must  hâve  described  to  you, 
since  he  fancied  he  was  suffering  from  them.  The 
Countess  was  no  longer  at  the  stage  of  a  transient 
attaclc  due  to  an  internai  disorder  which  medicine  can 
deal  with,  and  which  may  lead  to  an  improved  condition, 
nor  was  she  suffering  from  a  beginning  of  acute  illness 
which  may  be  cured  in  time  ;  her  disease  had  already 
reached  a  point  at  which  our  art  is  useless  ;  it  is  the 
incurable  resuit  of  some  sorrow,  as  a  mortal  wound  is 
the  resuit  of  a  poniard  thrust.  The  malady  is  produced 
by  the  torpor  of  an  organ  as  indispensable  to  life  as  the 
action  of  the  heart.  Grief  had  done  the  work  of  the 
dagger.  Be  under  no  mistake.  What  Madame  de 
Mortsauf  is  dying  of  is  some  unconfessed  sorrow.' 

'  Unconfessed  ?  '  said  I.  '  Her  children  hâve  not  been 
ill?' 

'  No,'  said  he,  looking  at  me  with  meaning.  c  And 
since  she  has  been  so  seriously  ill,  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf 
has  left  her  in  peace. — I  can  be  of  no  further  use  ;  Mon- 
sieur Deslandes  from  Azay  can  do  everything.  There 
is  no  remedy,  and  her  sufferings  are  terrible.  Rich, 
young,  handsome — and  she  is  dying  aged  and  pinched 
by  hunger,  for  she  will  die  of  starvation.  For  the 
last  forty  days  the  stomach  is  closed  as  it  were,  and 
rejects  every  kind  of  food  in  whatever  form  it  is  given.' 

Monsieur  Origet  pressed  the  hand  I  offered  him  ;  he 
had  almost  asked  for  it,  by  a  respectful  movement. 

'  Courage,  Monsieur,'  said  he,  raising  his  eyes  to 
heaven. 

The  words  expressed  compassion  for  the  sorrow  he 
supposed  me  to  share  equally  with  him  ;  he  had  no  sus- 
picion of  the  poisoned  dart  they  bore,  like  an  arrow 
piercing  my  heart.  I  hastily  got  into  my  carriage  again, 
promising  the  postillion  a  handsome  reward  if  he  made 
good  haste. 

In  spite  of  my  impatience,  I  fancied  I  had  made  the  jour- 
ney  in  only  a  few  minutes,  so  much  was  I  absorbed  by  the 
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bitter  reflections  that  crowded  on  my  soûl.  c  She  is  dying 
of  grief — and  yet  her  children  are  well  !  then  I  am  the 
cause  of  her  death  !  '  My  threatening  conscience  under- 
went  one  of  those  examinations  which  écho  through  life, 
and  sometimes  beyond  it.  How  feeble,  how  impotent  is 
human  justice  !  It  punishes  none  but  visible  crimes. 
Why  death  and  disgrâce  to  the  assassin  who  kills  with  a 
single  blow,  who  generally  cornes  upon  you  in  your  sleep 
and  leaves  you  to  sleep  for  ever,  or  who  strikes  you  unex- 
pectedly  and  spares  you  the  agony  of  death  ?  Why  a 
happy  life  and  the  world's  respect  for  the  murderer  who 
pours  venom  drop  by  drop  into  the  soûl  and  undermines 
the  body  to  destroy  it  ?  How  many  assassins  go  un- 
punished  !  What  déférence  for  superior  lives  !  What 
an  acquittai  for  the  homicide  caused  by  moral  persécu- 
tion ! 

Some  unknown  and  avenging  hand  suddenly  lifted 
the  painted  curtain  that  veils  Society.  I  saw  a  number 
of  such  victims,  as  well  known  to  you  as  to  me. — 
Madame  de  Beauséant,  who  had  set  out,  dying,  for  Nor- 
mandy  a  few  days  before  my  departure  ;  the  Duchesse  de 
Langeais  compromised  !  Lady  Brandon  gone  to  Tou- 
raine  to  die  in  the  humble  dwelling  where  Lady  Dudley 
had  just  spent  a  fortnight — killed — by  what  terrible 
disaster  you  know.  Our  âge  is  full  of  events  of  the 
kind.  Who  does  not  know  the  story  of  the  poor  young 
wife  who  poisoned  herself,  overcome  by  such  jealousy  as 
perhaps  was  killing  Madame  de  Mortsauf  ?  Who  has  not 
shuddered  at  the  fate  of  the  charming  girl  dying,  like  a 
flower  cankered  by  a  gad-fly,  after  two  years  of  married 
life,  the  victimof  her  guileless  ignorance,  the  victim  of  a 
wretch  with  whom  Ronquerolles,  Montriveau,  and  de 
Marsay  shake  hands  because  he  helps  them  in  their 
olitical  schemes  ?  Has  not  Madame  d'Aiglemont  been 
n  the  verge  of  the  grave  ?  Would  she  be  alive  now  but 
"or  my  brother's  care  ? 
Science  is  the  world's  accomplice  in  thèse  crimes,  for 
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which  there  is  no  tribunal.  No  one,  it  would  seem,  ever 
dies  of  grief,  or  despair,  or  love,  or  hidden  poverty,  or  hopes 
fruitlessly  cherished,  perpetually  uprooted  and  replanted  ! 
The  new  nomenclature  has  ingenious  words  that  account 
for  everything  :  gastritis,  pericarditis,  the  thousand  fémi- 
nine ailments  of  which  the  names  are  spoken  in  a  whisper, 
are  mère  passports  to  the  coffin  on  which  hypocritical 
tears  are  shed,  to  be  soon  wiped  away  by  the  lawyer. 

Is  there  behind  ail  this  woe  some  law  of  which  we 
know  nothing  ?  Must  the  man  who  lives  to  a  hundred 
ruthlessly  strew  the  ground  with  the  dead  and  see  every- 
thing destroyed  that  he  may  live,  just  as  the  millionaire 
absorbs  the  efforts  of  a  thousand  minor  industries  ?  Is 
there  a  strong  and  venomous  type  of  life  which  is  fed  on 
thèse  sweet  and  gentle  créatures  ?  Good  God  !  Was 
I  then  one  of  that  race  of  tigers  ?  Remorse  clawed  at 
my  heart  with  burning  fingers,  and  tears  ran  down  my 
cheeks  as  I  turned  into  the  avenue  to  Clochegourde,  on 
a  damp  October  morning  that  brought  the  dead  leaves 
down  from  the  poplars  planted  under  Henriette's  direc- 
tions —  that  avenue  where  I  had  seen  her  wave  her 
handkerchief  as  though  to  call  me  back. 

Was  she  still  alive  ?  Might  I  yet  feel  her  two  white 
hands  laid  on  my  prostrate  head  ?  In  that  moment  I  paid 
the  price  of  every  pleasure  Arabella  had  given  me,  and 
I  thought  them  dearly  bought  !  I  swore  never  to  see 
her  again,  and  took  an  aversion  for  England.  Though 
Lady  Dudley  is  a  distinct  variety  of  the  species,  I 
involved  every  Englishwoman  in  the  black  cerecloth  of 
my  condemnation. 

On  entering  the  grounds  I  had  another  shock.  I 
found  Madeleine,  Jacques,  and  the  Abbé  de  Dominis  ail 
kneeling  at  the  foot  of  a  wooden  cross  that  stood  on  the 
corner  of  a  plot  of  ground  which  had  been  included  in 
the  park  at  the  time  when  the  gâte  was  erected.  Neither 
the  Count  nor  the  Countess  had  wished  to  remove  it. 
I  sprang  out  of  the  chaise,  went  up  to  them  bathed  in 
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tearSj  my  heart  wrung  at  the  sight  of  thèse  two  young 
things  and  the  solemn  priest  beseeching  God.  The  old 
huntsman  was  there  too,  standing  bareheaded  a  few 
paces  away. 

4  Well,  Monsieur  ?  '  said  I  to  the  Abbé  as  I  kissed 
Madeleine  and  Jacques  on  the  brow  ;  but  they  gave  me 
a  cold  glance  and  did  not  interrupt  their  prayers. 

The  Abbé  rose,  I  took  his  arm  to  lean  on  him,  asking 
him  :  4  Is  she  still  living  ?  '  He  bent  his  head  mildly 
and  sadly. 

4  Speak,  I  entreat  you,  in  the  name  of  Our  Saviour's 
Passion  !  Why  are  you  praying  at  the  foot  of  this 
cross  ?  Why  are  you  hère  and  not  with  her  ?  Why 
are  the  children  out  in  this  cold  morning  ?  Tell  me  every- 
thing,  that  I  may  not  blunder  fatally  in  my  ignorance.' 

4  For  some  days  past  Madame  la  Comtesse  will  only 
see  her  children  at  fixed  hours. — Monsieur,'  he  went  on 
after  a  pause,  4  you  may  perhaps  hâve  to  wait  some  hours 
before  you  can  see  Madame  de  Mortsauf  :  she  is  terribly 
altered  !  But  it  will  be  well  to  prépare  her  for  the 
interview  ;  you  might  cause  her  some  increase  of  suffering 
— as  to  death,  it  would  be  a  mercy  !  ' 

I  pressed  the  holy  man's  hand  ;  his  look  and  voice 
touched  a  wound  without  reopening  it. 

4  We  are  ail  praying  for  her  hère,'  he  went  on, 4  for 
she,  so  saintly,  so  resigned,  so  fit  to  die,  has  for  the  last 
few  days  had  a  secret  horror  of  death  ;  she  looks  at  us  who 
are  full  of  life  with  eyes  in  which,  for  the  first  time, 
there  is  an  expression  of  gloom  and  envy.  Her  delusions 
are,  I  think,  not  so  much  the  resuit  of  a  fear  of  dying 
as  of  a  sort  of  inward  intoxication — the  faded  flowers 
of  her  youth  rotting  as  they  wither.  Yes,  the  angel  of 
evil  is  struggling  with  Heaven  for  that  beautiful  soûl. 
Madame  is  going  through  her  agony  in  the  garden  ;  her 
tears  mingle  with  the  white  roses  that  crowned  her  head 
as  a  daughter  of  Jephtha,  though  married,  and  that  hâve 
fallen  one  by  one. 
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c  Wait  a  little  while  ;  do  not  let  her  see  you  yet  ;  you 
will  bring  in  the  glitter  of  the  Court,  she  will  see  in 
your  face  a  reflection  of  worldly  enjoyments,  and  you 
will  add  to  her  regrets.  Hâve  pity  on  a  weakness  which 
God  Himself  forgave  to  His  Son  made  man.  Though 
what  merit  indeed  should  we  hâve  in  triumphing  where 
there  was  no  adversary  ?  Allow  us,  her  director  and 
myself,  two  old  men  whose  ruins  cannot  offend  her 
sight,  to  prépare  her  for  this  unlooked-for  interview,  and 
émotions  which  the  Abbé  Birotteau  had  desired  her  to 
forgo.  But  there  is  in  the  things  of  this  world  an 
invisible  warp  of  celestial  causation  which  a  religious 
eye  can  discern,  and,  since  you  hâve  corne  hère,  you 
hâve  perhaps  been  guided  by  one  of  the  stars  which  shine 
in  the  moral  sphère  and  lead  to  the  tomb  as  they  did  to 
the  manger.' 

And  then  he  told  me,  with  the  unctuous  éloquence 
that  falls  on  the  spirit  like  dew,  that  for  the  last  six 
months  the  Countess's  sufferings  had  increased  every 
day,  in  spite  of  ail  Origet  could  do  for  her.  The  doctor 
had  corne  to  Clochegourde  every  evening  for  two  months, 
striving  to  snatch  this  prey  from  death,  for  the  Countess 
had  said  to  him  :  *  Save  me  !  ' 

cBut  to  cure  the  body  the  heart  must  be  cured  !  '  the 
old  physician  had  one  day  exclaimed. 

4  As  the  malady  increased  the  gentle  creature's  words 
became  bitter,'  the  Abbé  de  Dominis  went  on.  c  She 
cries  out  to  earth  to  keep  her,  rather  than  to  God  to 
take  her  ;  then  she  repents  of  murmuring  against  the 
decrees  of  the  Most  High.  Thèse  alternations  rend  her 
heart,  and  make  the  conflict  terrible  betv/een  body  and 
soûl.     Often  it  is  the  body  that  conquers. 

1  "  You  hâve  cost  me  dear  !  "  she  said  one  day  to 
Madeleine  and  Jacques,  sending  them  away  from  her 
bedside.  But  in  the  next  breath,  called  back  to  God  by 
seeing  me,  she  spoke  thèse  angelic  words  to  Made- 
moiselle Madeleine  :  "  The  happiness  of  others  becomes 
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the  joy  of  those  who  can  no  longer  be  happy."  And  her 
accent  was  so  pathetic  that  I  felt  my  own  eyes  moisten. 
She  falls  indeed,  but  each  time  she  rises  again  nearer 
to  Heaven.' 

Struck  by  the  successive  messages  sent  to  me  by  fate, 
ail  leading  up,  in  this  vast  concert  of  woe,  through 
mournful  modulations,  to  the  funereal  thema^  the  great 
cry  of  dying  love,  I  exclaimed — 

i  Then  you  do  believe  that  this  beautiful  lily,  eut  ofF 
in  its  prime,  will  bloom  again  in  Heaven  ?  ' 

c  You  left  her  as  a  flower,'  he  replied,  '  but  you  will  find 
her  burnt,  purified  in  the  fire  of  sorrow,  as  pure  as  a 
diamond  still  lying  hidden  in  rubbish.  Yes,  that  brilliant 
spirit,  that  angelical  star,  will  émerge  glorified  from  the 
clouds  about  it,  to  pass  into  the  realms  of  light.' 

Just  as  I  pressed  the  hand  of  this  apostolic  man,  my 
heart  overpowered  with  gratitude,  the  Count's  përfectly 
white  head  was  seen  outside  the  house,  and  he  flew  to 
meet  me  with  a  gesture  of  great  surprise. 

£  She  was  right  !  Hère  he  is.  "  Félix,  Félix,  Félix  ! — 
Félix  is  corne  !  "  Madame  de  Mortsauf  cried  out. — My 
dear  fellow,'  he  added,  with  looks  distraught  by  terror, 
c  death  is  hère.  Why  did  it  not  take  an  old  lunatic  like 
me,  whom  it  had  already  laid  hands  on  ?' 

I  walked  on  to  the  house,  summoning  ail  my 
courage  ;  but  on  the  threshold  of  the  long  corridor 
through  the  house,  from  the  lawn  to  the  terrace  steps,  I 
was  met  by  the  Abbé  Birotteau. 

4  Madame  la  Comtesse  begs  you  will  not  go  to  her 
yet,'  said  he. 

Looking  round  me  I  saw  the  servants  coming  and 
going,  ail  very  busy,  dizzy  with  grief,  and  evidently 
startled  by  the  orders  delivered  to  them  through  Manette. 

'  What  is  the  matter  ?  '  said  the  Count,  irritated  by 
I  this  bustle,  not  only  from  a  dread  of  the  terrible  end, 
but  as  a  conséquence  of  his  naturally  pétulant  temper. 

'  A  sick  woman's  caprice,'  replied  the  Abbé.    l  Madame 
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la  Comtesse  does  not  choose  to  receive  Monsieur  le 
Vicomte  in  the  state  she  is  in.  She  talks  of  dressing. — 
Why  contradict  her  ?  ' 

Manette  went  to  call  Madeleine,  and  a  few  minutes 
later  we  saw  her  corne  out  again  from  her  mother's 
room.  As  we  walked,  ail  five  of  us — Jacques  and  his 
father,  the  two  Abbés  and  I — in  perfect  silence  along  the 
front  to  the  lawn,  we  went  beyond  the  house.  I  looked 
by  turns  at  Montbazon  and  at  Azay,  contemplating  the 
yellowing  valley,  in  mourning  as  it  seemed,  and  respond- 
ing,  as  it  ever  did,  to  the  feelings  that  agitated  me. 

I  suddenly  saw  the  dear  i  Mignonne  '  running  to  seek 
autumn  flowers,  gathering  them  to  compose  a  nosegay, 
no  doubt  ;  and  thinking  of  ail  that  was  conveyed  by  this 
reflection  of  my  loving  attentions,  a  strange,  indescribable 
sensation  came  over  me,  I  tottered,  my  eyes  grew  dim, 
and  the  two  priests  between  whom  I  was  walking  carried 
me  to  the  low  parapet  of  a  terrace  where  I  sat  for  some 
time,  broken  as  it  were,  but  without  entirely  losing 
consciousness. 

c  Poor  Félix  !  '  said  the  Count.  *  She  said  you  were 
not  to  be  written  to  ;  she  knows  how  much  you  love 
her!' 

Though  prepared  to  suffer,  I  had  found  myself  too 
weak  to  bear  a  contemplation  which  summed  up  ail  my 
happy  memories.  c  There,'  thought  I  to  myself,  i  there 
lies  the  heath,  as  dry  as  a  skeleton,  in  the  grey  daylight, 
and  in  the  midst  of  it  there  used  to  be  one  lonely  flower- 
ing  shrub  which,  in  my  walks  of  old,  I  could  never 
admire  without  a  shudder  of  ill-omen,  for  it  was  the 
emblem  of  this  dreadful  day  !  ' 

Everything  was  dejected  about  the  little  mansion, 
formerly  so  lively,  so  busy.  Everything  mourned, 
everything  spoke  of  despair  and  neglect.  The  paths 
were  but  half  raked,  work  begun  had  been  left  un- 
finished,  the  labourers  stood  idle  gazing  at  the  house. 
Though  the  vintage  was  being  gathered,  there  was  no 
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noise,  no  chatter  of  tongues.  The  vineyards  seemed 
deserted,  so  profound  was  the  silence. 

We  walked  on,  grief  repressing  commonplace  words, 
but  listening  to  the  Count,  the  only  one  of  us  who  could 
talk.  Having  said  the  things  which  his  mechanical 
affection  for  his  wife  dictated,  from  sheer  habit  and 
tendency  of  mind,  he  began  finding  fault  with  the 
Countess.  His  wife  had  never  chosen  to  take  any  care 
of  herself  nor  to  listen  when  he  gave  her  good  counsel  ; 
he  had  discerned  the  first  symptoms  of  her  illness,  for  he 
had  studied  them  in  himseïf,  he  had  physicked  and  cured 
himself  with  no  aid  but  that  of  a  strictly  regulated  diet 
and  the  avoidance  of  any  strong  émotion.  He  could 
perfectly  well  hâve  cured  the  Countess,  but  a  husband 
cannot  take  on  himself  such  a  responsibility,  especially 
when  he  is  so  unhappy  as  to  find  his  expérience  treated 
with  contempt.  In  spite  of  ail  he  could  say,  the 
Countess  had  called  in  Origet  for  her  adviser — Origet, 
who  had  so  mismanaged  him,  and  was  killing  his  wife  ! 
If  the  cause  of  this  disease  was  excess  of  troubles,  he 
certainly  had  been  in  a  condition  to  develop  it,  but  what 
troubles  could  his  wife  hâve  had  ?  The  Countess  was 
quite  happy,  she  had  nothing  to  grieve  or  annoy  her. 
Their  fortune  was  assured,  thanks  to  his  care  and  his 
good  management  ;  he  allowed  Madame  de  Mortsauf  to 
reign  suprême  at  Clochegourde  ;  their  children — well 
brought  up,  and  in  good  health — caused  them  no  further 
anxiety  ;  what  then  could  hâve  brought  on  the  malady  ? 

And  he  mixed  up  the  expression  of  his  despair  with 
the  silliest  accusations.  Then,  presently,  recalled  by 
some  réminiscence  to  the  admiration  the  noble  créature 
deserved,  tears  started  to  his  eyes  so  long  since  dried  up. 

Madeleine  came  to  tell  me  that  her  mother  was 
at:  jready  to  see  me.  The  Abbé  Birotteau  came  with  me. 
ji;  iThe  grave  little  girl  remained  with  her  father,  saying 
that    her    mother   wished    to    see    me    alone,    making 
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it  her  excuse  that  the  présence  of  several  persons  was 
too  fatiguing.  The  solemnity  of  the  moment  gave  me 
that  strange  sensé  of  being  hot  within  and  cold  on  the 
surface  that  is  so  overwhelming  on  some  great  occasions 
in  life.  The  Abbé  Birotteau,  one  of  the  men  whom 
God  has  marked  for  His  own  by  clothing  them  in 
gentleness  and  simplicity,  and  endowing  them  with 
patience  and  mercy,  drew  me  aside. 

'Monsieur,'  he  said,  cyou  must  know  that  I  hâve  done 
ail  that  was  humanly  possible  to  hinder  this  meeting 
between  you.  The  salvation  of  that  saint  required  it. 
I  thought  only  of  her,  not  of  you.  Now  that  you  are 
going  once  more  to  see  her,  whose  door  ought  to  be 
held  against  you  by  angels,  I  must  inform  you  that  I 
intend  to  be  présent  to  protect  her  against  you,  and 
perhaps  against  herself!  Respect  her  feeble  state.  I 
ask  you  to  be  merciful,  not  as  a  priest,  but  as  a  humble 
friend  of  whom  you  knew  not,  and  who  would  fain  save 
you  from  remorse. 

1  Our  poor  invalid  is  dying  literally  of  hunger  and 
thirst.  Since  the  morning  she  has  been  suffering  from 
the  feverish  irritability  that  précèdes  that  dreadful  end, 
and  I  cannot  tell  you  how  sorely  she  regrets  leaving  life. 
The  outcries  of  her  rebellious  flesh  are  buried  in  my 
heart  where  they  wound  still  tender  echoes  ;  but  Mon- 
sieur de  Dominis  and  I  hâve  assumed  this  religious  duty 
so  as  to  conceal  the  spectacle  of  her  mental  agony  from 
the  noble  family  which  has  lost  its  morning  and  its 
evening  star.  For  her  husband,  her  children,  her  ser- 
vants, ail  ask,  "  Where  is  she  ?  "  so  greatly  is  she 
changed. 

c  When  she  sees  you  her  laments  will  begin  afresh. 
Put  from  you  the  thoughts  of  the  man  of  the  world, 
forget  ail  the  vanities  of  the  heart,  be  to  her  the  advo- 
cate  of  Heaven  and  not  of  the  world.  Do  not  suffer 
that  saint  to  die  in  a  moment  of  doubt,  her  last  accents 
words  of  despair  !  ' 
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I  made  no  reply.  My  silence  filled  the  poor  priest 
with  consternation.  I  saw,  I  heard,  I  wallced,  and  yet 
I  was  no  longer  on  the  earth.  The  one  thought,  '  What 
can  hâve  happened  ?  In  what  state  shall  I  find  her  that 
everybody  takes  such  elaborate  précautions  ?  '  gave  rise  to 
appréhensions  ail  the  more  torturing  because  they  were 
undefined.  That  thought  summed  up  every  possible 
sorrow. 

We  reached  the  door  of  her  room,  and  the  anxious 
priest  opened  it.  I  then  saw  Henriette,  dressed  in 
white,  reclining  on  her  little  sofa  in  front  of  the  fire- 
place  ;  on  the  chimney-shelf  were  two  vases  filled  with 
flowers  ;  there  were  more  flowers  on  a  table  in  front  of 
the  window. — The  Abbé's  face,  amazed  at  this  unex- 
pectedly  festal  sight,  and  at  the  change  in  the  room  so 
suddenly  restored  to  its  original  order,  showed  me  that 
the  dying  woman  had  banished  ail  the  odious  apparatus 
that  surrounds  a  bed  of  sickness.  She  had  exerted  the 
last  strength  of  a  dying  fever  to  dress  her  disordered 
room  for  the  worthy  réception  of  him  whom  she  loved 
at  this  moment  above  ail  else. 

Her  haggard  face,  under  a  voluminous  lace  wrapper, 
had  the  greenish  pallor  of  magnolia  flowers  when  they 
first  open,  and  looked  like  the  flrst  outline  for  a  portrait 
of  a  head  we  love  sketched  in  chalk  on  yellow-white 
canvas  ;  but  to  understand  how  deeply  the  vulture's 
talons  clutched  at  my  heart,  picture  this  sketch  with  the 
eyes  finished  and  full  of  life — hollow  eyes,  glittering 
with  unwonted  light  in  a  colourless  face.  She  no  longer 
had  the  calm  supremacy  which  she  had  derived  from 
constant  victory  over  her  griefs.  Her  brow,  the  only 
part  of  her  face  that  had  preserved  its  fine  proportions, 
expressed  the  aggressive  audacity  of  suppressed  craving 
and  threats.  In  spite  of  the  waxen  hues  of  her  drawn 
face,  internai  fires  flashed  forth  with  an  effluence  that 
resembled  the  quivering  atmosphère  over  the  fields  on  a 
hot    day.      Her    hollow    temples,    her   sunken    cheeks, 
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showed  the  bony  structure  of  the  face,  and  her  white 
lips  wore  a  smile  that  vaguely  resembled  the  grinofa 
skull.  Her  gown,  crossed  over  her  bosom,  betrayed  how 
thin  she  had  grown.  The  expression  of  her  face  plainly 
showed  that  she  knew  how  much  she  was  changed,  and 
that  it  had  brought  her  to  despair.  She  was  no  longer  the 
sportive  Henriette,  nor  the  sublime  and  saintly  Madame 
de  Mortsauf  ;  but  the  nameless  thing  that  Bossuet  speaks 
of,  struggling  against  annihilation,  urged  by  hunger  and 
cheated  appetites,  to  a  self-centred  battle  of  life  and  death. 

I  sat  down  by  her  side  and  took  her  hand  to  kiss  it  ; 
it  was  burning  and  dry.  She  read  my  pained  surprise  in 
the  very  effort  I  made  to  conceal  it.  Her  discoloured 
lips  were  stretched  over  her  ravenous  teeth  in  an  attempt 
at  one  of  those  forced  smiles  under  which  we  disguise 
alike  irony  and  vengeance,  the  anticipation  of  pleasure, 
ecstasy  of  soûl,  or  the  fury  of  disappointment. 

*  It  is  death,  my  poor  Félix,'  she  said  ;  '  and  death  does 
not  charm  you  !  Hideous  death — death  which  every 
créature,  even  the  boldest  lover,  holds  in  horror.  Love 
ceases  hère  !  I  knew  it  full  well.  Lady  Dudley  will 
never  see  you  shocked  by  such  a  change.  Oh  !  why 
hâve  I  so  longed  for  you,  Félix  ?  And  at  last  you  are 
hère— and  I  reward  your  dévotion  by  the  horrible  spec- 
tacle which  made  the  Comte  de  Rancé  turn  Trappist  ; 
I,  who  hoped  to  dwell  in  your  remembrance  beautiful, 
noble,  like  an  immortal  Lily,  I  destroy  ail  your  illusions. 
True  love  makes  no  calculations. 

4  But  do  not  fly  :  stay.  Monsieur  Origet  thought  me 
much  better  this  morning  ;  I  shall  live  again  —  be 
renewed  under  your  eyes.  And  then,  when  I  shall  hâve 
recovered  my  strength  a  little,  when  I  can  take  some 
food,  I  shall  grow  handsome  again.  I  am  but  five-and- 
thirty  ;  I  may  hâve  some  years  of  beauty  yet.  Happi- 
ness  renews  youth,  and  I  mean  to  be  happy.  I  hâve 
made  the  most  delightful  plans.  We  will  leave  them  ail 
at  Clochegourde  and  go  to  Italy  together.' 
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Tears  rose  to  my  eyes  ;  I  turned  away  to  the  table,  as 
if  to  admire  the  flowers  ;  the  Abbé  hastily  came  up  to 
me  and  leaned  over  the  nosegay  :  *  No  tears,'  said  he  in 
a  whisper. 

4  What,  Henriette,  hâve  you  ceased  to  love  our  dear 
valley  ?  '  said  I,  as  an  excuse  for  my  sudden  move- 
ment. 

4  No,'  she  said,  touching  my  forehead  with  her  lips 
with  coaxing  softness  ;  c  but  without  you  it  is  fatal 
to  me — without  thee  (sans  toi),  she  corrected  herself, 
touching  my  ear  with  her  hot  lips  to  breathe  the  two 
words  like  a  sigh. 

I  was  dismayed  by  this  crazy  caress,  which  gave 
weight  to  the  terrible  hints  of  the  two  priests.  My 
first  surprise  passed  off ;  but  though  I  could  now 
exercise  my  reason,  my  will  was  not  strong  enough  to 
restrain  the  nervous  excitement  that  tormented  me 
during  this  scène.  I  listened  without  replying,  or  rather 
I  replied  by  a  fixed  smile  and  nods  of  assent,  merely  not 
to  contradict  her,  as  a  mother  treats  her  child.  After 
being  startled  by  the  change  in  her  person,  I  perceived 
that  the  woman  who  had  once  been  so  dignified  in  her 
loftiness,  had  now  in  her  attitude,  her  voice,  her 
manners,  her  looks,  and  her  ideas,  the  artless  simplicity 
of  a  child,  the  ingenuous  grâce,  the  restless  movements, 
the  absolute  indifférence  to  everything  that  is  not 
itself  or  the  object  of  its  désire,  which,  in  a  child,  cry 
out  for  protection. 

Is  it  always  thus  with  the  dying  ?  Do  they  cast  off 
every  social  disguise,  as  a  child  has  not  yet  assumed 
them  ?  Or  was  it  that  the  Countess,  on  the  brink  of 
eternity,  while  rejecting  every  human  émotion  but 
love,  expressed  its  sweet  innocence  after  the  manner  of 
Chloë  ? 

c  You  will  bring  me  health  as  you  used  to  do,  Félix,' 
said  she,  'and  my  valley  will  be  good  to  me  again.  How 
can   I   help  eating   anything  you  give   me  ?     You  are 
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such  a  good  nurse  !     And  besides,  you  are  so  rich  in 
health  and  strength  that  life  is  contagious  from  you. 

4  My  dear,  prove  to  me  that  I  am  not  to  die,  and  to 
die  disappointed.  They  think  that  I  suffer  most  from 
thirst.  Oh,  yes,  I  am  very  thirsty,  my  dear.  It  hurts 
me  dreadfully  to  see  the  waters  of  the  Indre  ;  but  my 
heart  suffers  a  more  burning  thirst.  I  thirsted  for  you,' 
she  said  in  a  smothered  voice,  taking  my  hands  in  her 
burning  hands  and  drawing  me  towards  her  to  spealc  the 
words  in  my  ear.  *  My  agony  was  that  I  could  not  see 
you.  Did  you  not  bid  me  live  ? — I  will  live  !  I  will 
ride — I,  too,  I  will  know  everything — Paris,  festivities, 
pleasures  !  ' 

Oh,  Natalie  !  this  dreadful  outcry,  which  the  materi- 
alism  of  the  sensés  makes  so  cold  at  a  distance,  made 
our  ears  tingle — the  old  priest's  and  mine  ;  the  tones  of 
that  beautiful  voice  represented  the  struggles  of  a  whole 
life,  the  anguish  of  a  true  love  always  balked. 

The  Countess  stood  up  with  an  impatient  effort,  like 
a  child  that  wants  a  toy.  When  the  confessor  saw  his 
pénitent  in  this  mood,  the  poor  man  fell  on  his  knees, 
clasped  his  hands,  and  began  to  pray. 

c  Yes,  I  will  live  !  '  she  cried,  making  me  stand  too, 
and  leaning  on  me  ;  '  live  on  realities  and  not  on  lies. 
My  whole  life  has  been  one  of  lies  ;  I  hâve  been  count- 
ing  them  over  thèse  last  days.  Is  it  possible  that  I 
should  die,  I  who  hâve  not  lived  ?  I  who  hâve  never 
been  to  meet  any  one  on  a  heath  ?  '  She  paused,  seemed 
to  listen,  and  smelt  something  through  the  very  walls. 

'Félix,  the  vintagers  are  going  to  dinner,  and  I,  the 
mistress,  am  starving,'  she  said  in  a  childish  tone.  '  It 
is  the  same  with  love  ;  they  are  happy  !  ' 

c  Kyrie  eleison  !  '  said  the  poor  Abbé,  who,  with  clasped 
hands  and  eyes  raised  to  Heaven,  was  repeating  litanies. 

She  threw  her  arms  round  my  neck,  clasping  me  with 
véhémence  as  she  said — 

4  You  shall  escape  me  no  more  !     I  mean  to  be  loved, 
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I  will  be  as  mad  as  Lady  Dudley,  I  will  learn  English  to 
say  My  Dee  very  prettily.'  She  gave  me  a  little  nod,  as 
she  had  been  wont  to  do  when  leaving  me,  to  assure  me 
that  she  would  return  immediately.  'We  will  dine 
together,'  said  she.  lI  will  go  and  tell  Manette — ' 
But  she  stopped,  overcome  by  weakness,  and  I  laid  her, 
dressed  as  she  was,  on  her  bed. 

c  Once  before  you  carried  me  just  so,'  she  said,  opening 
her  eyes. 

She  was  very  light,  but  very  hot  ;  as  I  held  her  I  felt 
her  whole  body  burning.  Monsieur  Deslandes  came  in, 
and  was  astonished  to  find  the  room  dressed  out  ;  on 
seeing  me  he  understood  everything. 

c  We  suffer  much  before  we  die,  Monsieur,'  said  she 
in  a  husky  voice. 

He  sat  down,  felt  her  puise,  rose  hastily,  spoke  a  few 
words  to  the  priest  in  an  undertone,  and  left  the  room  ; 
I  followed  him. 

*  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  '  I  asked  him. 

'  To  spare  her  intolérable  torments,'  said  he.  '  Who 
could  hâve  conceived  of  so  much  vitality  ?  We  cannot 
understand  how  she  is  still  living.  This  is  the  forty- 
second  day  that  the  Countess  has  neither  eaten,  drunk, 
nor  slept.' 

Monsieur  Deslandes  sent  for  Manette.  The  Abbé 
led  me  into  the  gardens. 

cLet  us  leave  the  doctor  free,'  said  he.  '  With 
Manette's  h'elp  he  will  wrap  her  in  opium. — Well,  you 
hâve  heard  her,'  he  said,  '  if  indeed  it  is  she  who  yields 
to  thèse  mad  impulses ' 

c  No,'  said  I,  c  it  is  she  no  more.' 

I  was  stupefied  with  grief.  As  I  walked  on,  every 
détail  of  this  brief  scène  gained  importance.  I  hastily 
went  out  of  the  little  gâte  of  the  lower  terrace  and 
seated  myself  in  the  punt,  where  I  ensconced  myself  to 
to  be  left  alone  with  my  thoughts.  I  tried  to  tear 
myself  away  from  the  power  by  which  I  lived  ;  a  torture 
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like  that  by  which  the  Tartars  were  wont  to  punish 
adultery  by  wedging  a  limb  of  the  guilty  person  into  a 
cleft  bloclc,  and  giving  him  a  knife  wherewith  to  free 
himself  if  he  did  not  wish  to  starve  ;  a  fearful  penance 
through  which  my  soûl  was  passing,  since  I  had  to 
amputate  its  nobler  half.     My  life,  too,  was  a  failure  ! 

Despair  suggested  strange  ideas.  Now,  I  would  die 
with  her  ;  again,  I  would  cloister  myself  at  La 
Meilleraye  where  the  Trappists  had  just  established 
a  retreat.  My  clouded  eyes  no  longer  saw  external 
objects.  I  gazed  at  the  windows  of  the  room  where 
Henriette  lay  suffering,  fancying  I  saw  the  light  that 
burned  there  that  night  when  I  had  dedicated  myself  to 
her.  Ought  I  not  to  hâve  obeyed  the  simple  rule  of 
life  she  had  laid  down  for  me,  preserving  myself  hers  in 
the  toil  of  business  ?  Had  she  not  enjoined  on  me  to 
become  a  great  man,  so  as  to  préserve  myself  from  the 
base  and  degrading  passions  to  which  I  had  given  way 
like  every  other  man  ?  Was  not  chastity  a  sublime 
distinction  which  I  had  failed  to  keep  ?  Love,  as 
Arabella  conceived  of  it,  suddenly  filled  me  with  disgust. 

Just  as  I  raised  my  stricken  head,  wondering  whence 
henceforth  I  was  to  dérive  light  and  hope,  a  slight  rustle 
disturbed  the  air  ;  I  looked  towards  the  terrace  and  saw 
Madeleine  slowly  walking  there,  alone.  While  I  made 
my  way  up  to  the  terrace,  intending  to  ask  the  dear 
child  the  reason  of  the  cold  look  she  had  given  me  at 
the  foot  of  the  cross,  she  had  seated  herself  on  the 
bench  ;  as  she  saw  me  coming  she  rose,  affecting  not  to 
hâve  perceived  me,  so  as  not  to  be  alone  with  me  ;  her 
step  was  rapid  and  significant.  She  hated  me.  She  was 
flying  from  her  mother's  murderer.  Returning  to  the 
house  up  the  flight  of  steps  I  saw  Madeleine  standing 
motionless,  listening  to  my  approach.  Jacques  was 
sitting  on  a  step,  and  his  attitude  was  expressive  of  the 
same  insensibility  as  had  struck  me  when  we  were  walk- 
ing together,  leaving  me  possessed  by  such  ideas  as  we 


The  Lily  of  the  Valley  283 

bury  in  a  corner  of  the  soûl  to  return  to  and  examine 
later,  at  leisure.  I  hâve  observed  that  ail  those  who  are 
doomed  to  die  young  are  calmly  indiffèrent  to  burials. 

I  wanted  to  question  this  melancholy  soûl.  Had 
Madeleine  kept  her  thoughts  to  herself,  or  had  she 
communicated  her  hatred  to  Jacques  ? 

4  You  know,'  said  I,  to  open  a  conversation,  (that  you 
hâve  in  me  a  most  devoted  brother.' 

4  Your  friendship  is  worthless  to  me,'  said  he.  *  I 
shall  follow  my  mother,'  and  he  gave  me  a  fierce  look 
of  suffering. 

4  Jacques  !  '  I  cried,  *  you  too  ?  ' 

He  coughed  and  turned  away  ;  then  when  he  came 
back  he  hastily  showed  me  his  bloodstained  handkerchief. 

*  You  understand  ?  '  he  said. 

Thus  each  had  a  secret.  As  I  afterwards  saw,  the 
brother  and  sister  avoided  each  other.  Henriette  gone, 
everything  at  Clochegourde  was  falling  into  ruin. 

4  Madame  is  asleep,'  Manette  came  to  tell  us,  happy 
to  see  the  Countess  reprieved  from  pain. 

In  such  fearful  moments,  though  everybody  knows 
the  inévitable  end,  true  affection  goes  crazy  and  clings 
to  the  smallest  joys.  The  minutes  are  âges  which  we 
would  gladly  make  âges  of  ease.  We  wish  that  the 
sufferer  might  sleep  in  roses,  we  would  take  their  pain 
if  we  could  ;  we  long  that  the  last  sigh  should  be 
unconsciouslv  breathed. 

J 

'Monsieur  Deslandes  had  the  flowers  removed  ;  they 
were  too  much  for  Madame's  nerves,'  said  Manette. 

So  it  was  the  flowers  that  had  made  her  delirious  ; 
she  was  not  guilty.  The  loves  of  earthly  créatures,  the 
joys  of  fruitfulness,  the  yearningsof  plants  had  intoxicated 
her  with  their  fragrance,  and  had  no  doubt  revived  the 
thoughts  of  happy  love  that  had  slumbered  within  her 
from  her  youth. 

'  Corne,  Monsieur  Félix,'  said  Manette,  'corne  and  look 
at  Madame  ;  she  is  as  lovely  as  an  angel.' 
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1  went  back  to  the  dying  woman's  room  just  as  the 
setting  sun  was  gilding  the  gabled  roofs  of  the  Château 
of  Azay.  Ail  was  still  and  clear.  A  softened  light  fell 
upon  the  bed  where  Henriette  lay  lapped  in  opium.  At 
this  moment  the  body  was,  so  to  speak,  annihilated  ;  the 
soûl  alone  was  seen  in  the  face,  as  serene  as  a  bright  sky 
after  a  storm.  Blanche  and  Henriette — the  two  beautiful 
aspects  of  the  same  woman — appeared  before  me,  ail  the 
more  beautiful  because  my  memory,  my  mind,  my 
imagination,  helping  nature,  restored  the  perfection  of 
each  feature,  to  which  the  spirit  triumphant  lent  fitful 
lights,  coming  and  going  and  as  she  breathed. 

The  two  priests  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  The 
Count  stood  thunderstruck,  recognising  the  banners  of 
death  floating  above  that  adored  head.  I  took  a  seat 
on  the  sofa  she  had  been  occupying.  Then  we  four 
exchanged  glances  in  which  our  admiration  of  her 
heavenly  beauty  mingled  with  tears  of  regret. 

The  gleam  of  intelligence  announced  the  return  of 
God  to  one  of  his  loveliest  tabernacles.  The  Abbé  de 
Dominis  and  I  communicated  our  mutual  feelings  by 
signs.  Yes,  the  angels  kept  guard  over  Henriette  ! 
Yes,  their  swords  flashed  above  that  noble  brow,  where 
we  now  saw  the  august  stamp  of  virtue  which  of  old 
had  made  the  soûl  visible,  as  it  were,  holding  com- 
munion with  the  spirits  of  its  own  sphère.  The  lines  of 
her  face  were  purified,  every  feature  grew  grander  and 
more  majestic  under  the  invisible  censers  of  the  seraphim 
that  watched  over  her.  The  green  hues  of  physical 
torment  gave  way  to  the  perfect  whiteness,  the  dead, 
cold  pallor  of  approaching  death. 

Jacques  and  Madeleine  came  in  ;  Madeleine  gave  us 
ail  a  thrill  by  the  adoring  impulse  which  made  her  fall 
on  her  knees  by  the  bed,  clasp  her  hands  and  utter  the 
inspired  exclamation  :  '  At  last  !  This  is  my  mother  !  ' 
Jacques  was  smiling  :  he  knew  he  was  following  his 
mother  whither  she  was  going. 
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*She  is  reaching  the  haven  !  '  said  the  Abbé  Birotteau. 

The  Abbé  de  Dominis  looked  at  me,  as  much  as  to 
say  :  '  Did  I  not  tell  you  that  the  star  would  rise 
efîulgent  ?  ' 

Madeleine  kept  her  eyes  riveted  on  her  mother, 
breathing  with  her  breath,  echoing  her  faint  sighs,  the 
last  thread  that  held  her  to  life,  we  counting  them  with 
dread  lest  it  should  break  at  each  effort.  Like  an  angel 
at  the  gâtes  of  the  sanctuary  the  young  girl  was  at  once 
eager  and  calm,  strong  and  prostrate. 

At  this  moment  the  Angélus  rang  out  from  the  village 
belfry  ;  the  waves  of  mellowed  air  brought  up  the  sound 
in  gusts,  announcing  that  at  this  hour  ail  Christendom 
was  repeating  the  words  spoken  by  the  angel  to  the 
woman  who  made  réparation  for  the  sins  of  her  sex. 
This  evening  the  Ave  Maria  came  to  us  as  a  greeting 
from  Heaven.  The  prophecy  was  so  sure,  the  event  so 
near,  that  we  melted  into  tears. 

The  murmurous  sounds  of  the  evening — a  melodious 
breeze  in  the  leaves,  the  last  twitter  of  the  birds,  the 
buzz  and  hum  of  insects,  the  voice  of  waters,  the  plain- 
tive cry  of  the  tree-frog — ail  the  land  was  taking  leave 
of  the  loveliest  lily  of  this  valley  and  her  simple,  rural 
life.  The  religious  poetry  of  the  scène,  added  to  ail  this 
natural  poetry,  so  well  expressed  a  chant  of  departure 
that  our  sobs  began  again. 

Though  the  bedroom  door  was  open,  we  were  so  lost 
in  this  terrible  contemplation,  trying  to  stamp  on  our 
minds  the  memory  of  it,  for  ever,  that  we  did  not  observe 
ail  the  servants  of  the  house  kneeling  in  a  group  outside 
and  putting  up  fervent  prayers.  Ail  thèse  poor  soûls, 
accustomed  to  hope,  had  thought  they  should  still  keep 
their  mistress,  and  thèse  unmistakable  signs  overwhelmed 
them.  At  a  sign  from  the  Abbé  Birotteau  the  old  hunts- 
man  went  to  fetch  the  Curé  of  Sache.  The  doctor, 
standing  by  the  bed,  as  calm  as  science,  holding  his 
patient's  torpid   hand,   had  signed  to   the   confessor  to 
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express  that  this  sleep  was  the  last  hour  of  ease  that  was 
given  to  the  recalled  angel.  The  moment  had  corne 
for  administering  the  last  sacraments  of  the  Church. 

At  nine  o'clock  she  gently  awoke  and  looked  at  us  in 
mild  surprise  ;  we  saw  our  idol  in  ail  the  beauty  of  her 
best  days. 

4  Mother,  you  are  too  beautiful  to  die,  life  and  health 
are  coming  back  to  you  !  '  cried  Madeleine. 

1  My  dear  daughter,  I  shall  live — but  in  you,'  said  she, 
with  a  smile. 

Then  came  heart-rending  farewells  from  the  mother  to 
the  children,  and  from  the  children  to  the  mother. 
Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  kissed  his  wife  piously  on  the 
brow.     The  Countess  flushed  as  she  saw  me. 

'Dear  Félix,'  said  she,  c this  is,  I  believe,  the  only 
grief  I  shall  ever  hâve  given  you  !  But  forget  ail  I  may 
hâve  said  to  you,  poor  crazed  thing  as  I  was  !  '  She  held 
out  her  hand  ;  I  took  it  to  kiss,  and  she  said  with  a  smile 
of  virtue — '  As  of  old,  Félix  ?  ' 

We  ail  left  the  room,  and  remained  in  the  drawing- 
room  while  the  sick  woman  made  her  last  confession.  I 
sat  down  next  to  Madeleine.  In  the  présence  of  them 
ail,  she  could  not  avoid  me  without  being  rude  ;  but,  as 
her  mother  used,  she  looked  at  no  one,  and  kept  silence 
without  once  raising  her  eyes  to  mine. 

*  Dear  Madeleine,'  said  I  in  a  low  voice,  l  what  griev- 
ance  hâve  you  against  me  ?  Why  such  coldness  when, 
in  the  présence  of  death,  we  ought  to  be  friends  ?  ' 

4 1  fancy  I  can  hear  what  my  mother  is  saying  at  this 
moment,'  replied  she,  putting  on  the  expression  that 
Ingres  had  given  to  his  '  Mother  of  God,'  the  mourning 
Virgin  preparing  to  protect  the  World  in  which  her  Son 
is  about  to  perish. 

*  Then  you  condemn  me  at  the  moment  when  your 
mother  is  absolving  me,  supposing  me  to  be  guilty.' 

*  You,  and  always  you  !  '  She  spoke  with  unreasoning 
hatred,  like  that  of  a  Corsican,  as  implacable  as  ail  judg- 
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ments  are  that  are  pronounced  by  those  who,  not  know- 
ing  life,  admit  no  exténuation  of  the  sins  committed 
against  the  laws  of  the  heart. 

An  hour  passed  in  utter  silence.  The  Abbé  Birotteau 
came  in  after  hearing  the  Comtesse  de  Mortsauf 's  gênerai 
confession,  and  we  ail  went  into  her  room  again.  Hen- 
riette, in  obédience  to  one  of  the  ideas  that  occur  to 
noble  soûls,  ail  sisters  in  purpose,  had  been  robed  in  a 
long  garment  that  was  to  serve  as  her  winding-sheet. 
We  found  her  sitting  up  in  bed,  beautiful  with  expiation 
and  hope  ;  I  saw  in  the  fireplace  the  blaclc  ashes  of  my 
letters  which  had  just  been  burnt  ;  a  sacrifice  she  would 
not  make,  the  confessor  told  me,  till  she  was  at  the  point 
of  death.  She  smiled  at  us  ail — her  old  smile.  Her  eyes, 
moist  with  tears,  were,  we  saw,  finally  unsealed  ;  she 
already  saw  the  celestial  joys  of  the  promised  land. 

cDear  Félix,'  she  said,  holding  out  her  hand  and 
pressing  mine.  '  Stay.  You  must  be  présent  at  one  of 
the  closing  scènes  of  my  life,  which  will  not  be  one  of 
the  least  painful  of  ail,  but  in  which  you  are  intimately 
concerned.' 

She  made  a  sign,  and  the  door  was  shut.  By  her 
désire  the  Count  sat  down  ;  the  Abbé  Birotteau  and  I 
remained  standing.  With  Manette's  assistance  the 
Countess  got  up  and  knelt  down  before  the  astonished 
Count,  insisting  on  remaining  there.  Then,  when 
Manette  had  left  the  room,  she  raised  her  head,  which 
she  had  bent,  resting  it  on  his  knees. 

'Though  I  hâve  always  been  a  faithful  wife  to  you,' 
said  she  in  a  broken  voice, c  I  hâve  perhaps,  Monsieur, 
failed  in  my  duties.  I  hâve  prayed  to  God  to  give  me 
strength  to  ask  your  forgiveness  of  my  faults.  I  hâve 
perhaps  devoted  to  the  cares  of  a  friendship  outside  my 
home,  attentions  more  affectionate  than  I  owed  even  to 
you.  Perhaps  I  hâve  annoyed  you  by  the  comparisons 
you  may  hâve  drawn  between  those  cares,  those  thoughts, 
and  such  as  I  hâve  given  to  you.     I  hâve  known,'  she 
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said  in  a  very  low  voice,  '  a  great  friendship,  which  no 
one,  not  even  he  who  was  its  object,  ever  wholly  knew. 
Though  I  hâve  been  virtuous  by  ail  human  law,  a  blame- 
less  wife  to  you,  thoughts — voluntary  or  involuntary — 
hâve  found  their  way  into  my  mind,  and  I  fear  I  may 
hâve  cherished  them  too  gladly.  But  as  I  hâve  always 
loved  you  truly,  and  hâve  been  your  obedient  wife,  as  the 
clouds  passing  across  the  sky  hâve  never  darkened  its 
clearness,  you  behold  me  craving  your  blessing  with  an 
unsullied  brow.  I  can  die  without  a  bitter  pang  if 
I  may  hear  from  your  lips  one  loving  word  for  your 
Blanche,  the  mother  of  your  children,  and  if  you  will 
forgive  ail  thèse  things,  which  she  did  not  forgive  her- 
self  till  she  had  received  the  absolution  of  the  tribunal  to 
which  we  ail  bow.' 

'Blanche,  Blanche,'  cried  the  old  man,  suddenly  burst- 
ing  into  tears  over  his  wife's  head,  c  do  you  want  to 
kill  me  ?  ' 

He  raised  her  in  his  arms  with  unwonted  strength, 
and  clasping  her  to  him,  c  Hâve  I  no  forgiveness  to 
ask  ?  '  he  went  on.  c  Hâve  I  not  often  been  harsh  ?  Are 
you  not  magnifying  a  child's  scruples  ?  ' 

4  Perhaps,'  said  she.  '  But  be  tender,  my  dear,  to  the 
weakness  of  the  dying  ;  soothe  my  soûl.  Whenyou  are 
in  the  hour  of  death  you  will  remember  that  I  blessed 
you  as  we  parted.' 

1  Will  you  allow  me  to  leave  to  our  friend  hère  this 
pledge  of  deep  regard  ?  '  said  she,  pointing  to  a  letter  on 
the  chimney-shelf.  '  He  is  now  my  adopted  son,  nothing 
more.  The  heart,  my  dear  Count,  has  its  bequests  to 
make  ;  my  last  words  are  to  impress  on  our  dear  Félix 
certain  duties  to  be  carried  out  ;  I  do  not  think  I  hâve 
expected  too  much  of  him — grant  that  I  may  not  hâve 
expected  too  much  of  you  in  allowing  myself  to  be- 
queath  to  him  a  few  thoughts.  I  am  still  a  woman,' 
she  said,  bowing  her  head  with  sweet  melancholy  ;  '  after 
being  forgiven,  I  ask  a  favour. — Read  it,  but  not  till 
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after  my  death,'  she  added,  handing  me  the  mysterious 
manuscript. 

The  Count  saw  his  wife  turn  paler  ;  he  lifted  her,  and 
himself  carried  her  to  the  bed,  where  we  gathered  round 
her. 

1  Félix,'  said  she,  '  I  may  hâve  done  you  some  wrong. 
I  may  often  hâve  given  you  pain  by  leading  you  to  hope 
for  joys  I  dared  not  give  ;  but  is  it  not  to  my  courage 
as  a  wife  and  as  a  mother  that  I  owe  the  comfort  of 
dying  reconciled  to  you  ail  ?  So  you  too  will  forgive  me, 
you  who  hâve  so  often  accused  me,  and  whose  injustice 
was  a  pleasure  to  me.' 

The  Abbé  Birotteau  put  his  finger  to  his  lips.  At 
this  hint  the  dying  woman  bowed  her  head  ;  weakness 
was  too  much  for  her  ;  she  waved  her  hands  to  express 
that  the  priest,  the  children,  and  the  servants  were  to  be 
admitted  ;  then,  with  a  commanding  gesture  to  me,  she 
pointed  to  the  Count,  quite  crushed,  and  her  children  as 
they  entered.  The  sight  of  that  father,  whose  insanity 
none  knew  save  herself  and  me,  the  guardian  now  of 
thèse  délicate  créatures,  inspired  her  with  mute  entreaties 
which  fell  on  my  soûl  like  sacred  fire.  Before  receiving 
extrême  unction  she  begged  pardon  of  her  servants  for 
being  sometimes  rough  with  them,  she  asked  their 
prayers,  and  commended  each  separately  to  the  Count. 
She  nobly  confessed  that,  during  the  past  few  months, 
she  had  uttered  complaints  little  worthy  of  a  Christian, 
which  might  hâve  scandalised  her  dépendants.  She  had 
been  cold  to  her  children,  and  had  given  way  to  unseemly 
sentiments  ;  but  she  ascribed  to  her  intolérable  suiFerings, 
this  want  of  submission  to  the  will  of  God. 

Finally,  she  publicly  thanked  the  Abbé  Birotteau, 
with  touching  and  heartfelt  effusiveness,  for  having 
shown  her  the  vanity  of  ail  earthly  things. 

When  she  ceased  speaking  ail  began  to  pray,  and  the 
Curé  of  Sache  administered  the  Viaticum.  A  few 
minutes  later  her  breathing  became  difficult,  a   cloud 
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dimmed  her  eyes,  though  she  presently  opened  them 
again  to  give  me  a  last  look,  and  she  died  in  the  présence 
of  us  ail,  hearing  perhaps  the  chorus  of  our  sobs. 

At  the  moment  when  she  breathed  her  last  sigh — the 
last  pang  of  a  life  that  was  one  long  pain,  I  felt  myself 
struck  by  a  blow  which  paralysed  ail  my  faculties. 

The  Count  and  I  remained  by  the  bed  of  death  ail 
night,  with  the  two  Abbés  and  the  Curé,  watching  the 
dead  by  the  light  of  the  tapers,  as  she  lay  on  the 
mattress,  calm  now,  where  she  had  suffered  so  much. 

This  was  my  first  personal  knowledge  of  death.  I 
sat  the  whole  night  through,  my  eyes  fixed  on  Henriette, 
fascinated  by  the  pure  expression  given  by  the  stilling 
of  every  tempest,  by  the  pallor  of  the  face  in  which  I 
still  read  numberless  affections,  which  could  no  longer 
respond  to  my  love. 

What  majesty  there  is  in  that  silence  and  coldness  ! 
How  many  reflections  do  they  utter  !  What  beauty  in 
that  perfect  repose,  what  command  in  that  motionless 
sleep  !  Ail  the  past  is  there,  and  the  future  has  begun. 
Ah  !   I  loved  her  as  well  in  death  as  I  had  in  life. 

In  the  morning  the  Count  went  to  bed,  the  three 
weary  priests  fell  asleep  at  that  hour  of  exhaustion,  so 
well  known  to  ail  who  hâve  watched  through  a  night. 
And  then,  alone  with  her,  I  could,  unseen,  kiss  her 
brow  with  ail  the  love  she  had  never  allowed  me  to 
express. 

On  the  next  day  but  one,  in  a  cool  autumn  morning, 
we  followed  the  Countess  to  her  last  home.  She  was 
borne  to  the  grave  by  the  old  huntsman,  the  two 
Martineaus,  and  Manette's  husband.  We  went  down 
the  road  I  had  so  gleefully  corne  up  on  the  day  when  I 
returned  to  her.  We  crossed  the  valley  of  the  Indre  to 
reach  the  little  graveyard  of  Sache — a  humble  village 
cemetery,  lying  at  the  back  of  the  church  on  the  brow 
of  a  hill,  where  she  had   desired   to   be  buried,  out  of 
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Christian  humility,  with  a  plain  cross  of  black  wood, 
like  a  poor  labouring  woman,  as  she  had  said. 

When,  from  the  middle  of  the  valley,  I  caught  sight 
of  the  village  church  and  the  graveyard,  I  was  seized 
with  a  convulsive  shudder.  Alas  !  we  each  hâve  a 
Golgotha  in  our  life,  where  we  leave  our  first  three  and 
thirty  years,  receiving  then  a  spear-thrust  in  our  heart, 
and  feeling  on  our  head  a  crown  of  thorns  in  the  place 
of  the  crown  of  roses  :  this  hill  was  to  me  the  Mount 
of  Expiation. 

We  were  followed  by  an  immense  crowd  that  had 
collected  to  express  the  regrets  of  the  whole  valley, 
where  she  had  silently  buried  endless  actsof  benevolence. 
We  knew  from  Manette,  whom  she  trusted  entirely, 
that  she  economised  in  dress  to  help  the  poor  when 
her  savings  were  insufficient.  Naked  children  had  been 
clothed,  baby-linen  supplied,  mothers  rescued,  sacks  of 
corn  bought  of  the  millers  in  winter  for  helpless  old 
men,  a  cow  bestowed  on  a  poverty-stricken  household  ; 
in  short,  ail  the  good  works  of  a  Christian,  a  mother,  a 
lady  bountiful;  and  sums  of  money  given  to  help  loving 
couples  to  marry,  or  to  provide  substitutes  for  young 
men  drawn  by  the  conscription,  touching  gifts  from  the 
loving  soûl  that  had  said  :  c  The  happiness  of  others  be- 
comes  the  joy  of  those  who  can  no  longer  be  happy.' 

Thèse  facts,  talked  over  every  evening  for  the  last 
three  days,  had  brought  together  a  vast  throng.  I 
followed  the  bier  with  Jacques  and  the  two  Abbés. 
According  to  custom  neither  Madeleine  nor  the  Count 
was  présent  ;  they  remained  alone  at  Clochegourde. 
Manette  insisted  on  coming. 

c  Poor  Madame  !  poor  Madame  !  she  is  happy  now  !  ' 
I  heard  many  times  spoken  through  sobs. 

At  the  moment  when  the  procession  turned  off  from 
the  road  to  the  mills  there  was  an  unanimous  groan, 
mingled  with  weeping  that  was  enough  to  make  one 
think  that  the  valley  had  lost  its  soûl. 
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The  church  was  full  of  people.  After  the  service  we 
went  to  the  cemetery  where  she  was  to  be  buried  close 
to  the  cross.  When  I  heard  the  stones  and  gravel  rattle 
on  the  coffin  my  strength  failed  me.  I  had  to  ask  the 
Martineaus  to  support  me,  and  they  led  me  half  dead  to 
the  Château  of  Sache  :  there  the  owners  politely  offered 
me  shelter,  which  I  accepted.  I  confess  I  could  not  endure 
to  return  to  Clochegourde  ;  I  would  not  go  to  Frapesle 
whence  I  could  see  Henriette's  home.  Hère  I  was 
near  her. 

I  spent  some  days  in  a  room  whose  Windows  over- 
looked  the  tranquil  and  solitary  coombe  of  which  I  hâve 
spoken  ;  it  is  a  deep  ravine  in  the  hills,  overgrown  with 
secular  oaks,  and  down  it  a  torrent  rushes  in  heavy  rains. 
The  scène  was  suited  to  the  severe  and  solemn  médita- 
tions to  which  I  gave  myself  up. 

In  the  course  of  the  day  following  that  fatal  night,  I 
had  seen  how  intrusive  my  présence  at  Clochegourde 
would  be.  The  Count  had  given  way  to  violent  feel- 
ings  at  Henriette's  death  ;  still,  the  dreadful  event  was 
expected,  and  in  the  depths  of  his  heart  there  was  a 
prepared  calmness  verging  on  indifférence.  I  had  more 
than  once  seen  this,  and  when  the  Countess  had  given 
me  the  letter  I  dared  not  open,  when  she  spoke  of  her 
affection  for  me,  this  man,  suspicious  as  he  was,  had  not 
given  me  the  fulminating  glance  I  had  expected.  He 
had  ascribed  his  wife's  words  to  the  excessive  delicacy  of 
her  conscience,  which  he  knew  to  be  so  pure. 

This  selfish  insensibility  was  but  natural.  The  soûls 
of  thèse  two  beings  had  been  no  more  wedded  than  their 
bodies,  they  had  never  had  that  incessant  intimacy  which 
renews  feeling  ;  they  had  no  communion  of  griefs  or 
joys,  those  close  ties  which,  when  they  are  broken,  leave 
us  sore  at  so  many  points,  because  they  are  one  with  every 
fibre,  because  they  are  rooted  in  every  fold  of  the  heart, 
while  soothing  the  soûl  which  sanctions  every  such  tie. 

Madeleine's    hostility    closed    Clochegourde    to    me. 
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This  stern  young  thing  was  not  inclined  to  corne  to 
terms  with  her  aversion,  over  her  mother's  grave  ;  and  I 
should  hâve  been  dreadfully  uncomfortable  between  the 
Count,  who  would  hâve  talked  of  himself,  and  the 
mistress  of  the  house,  who  would  hâve  made  no  secret 
of  her  invincible  dislike.  And  to  live  on  such  terms 
there — where  of  old  the  very  flowers  had  caressed  me, 
where  the  terrace  steps  were  éloquent,  where  ail  mv 
memories  lent  poetry  to  the  balconies,  the  parapets,  the 
balustrades  and  terraces,  to  the  trees,  and  to  every  point 
of  view  ;  to  be  hated  where  ail  had  been  love  !  I  could 
not  endure  the  thought.  So  my  mind  was  made  up 
from  the  first.  This  then,  alas  !  was  the  end  of  the 
strongest  love  that  ever  dwelt  in  the  heart  of  man.  In 
the  eyes  of  strangers  my  conduct  would  seem  blame- 
worthy,  but  it  had  the  sanction  of  my  conscience. 

This  is  the  outcome  of  the  finest  sentiments,  the 
greatest  dramas  of  youth.  We  ail  set  forth  one  fine 
morning,  as  I  had  started  from  Tours  for  Clochegourde, 
annexing  the  world,  our  heart  craving  for  love  ;  then, 
when  our  treasure  has  been  through  the  crucible,  when 
we  hâve  mixed  with  men,  and  known  events,  it  ail  seems 
unaccountably  small,  we  find  so  little  gold  among  the 
ashes.  Such  is  life — life  in  its  reality  ! — a  great  deal  of 
aspiration,  a  small  resuit. 

I  meditated  on  myself  at  great  length,  wondering 
what  I  could  do  after  a  blow  that  had  eut  down  ail 
my  flowers. — I  determined  to  rush  into  politics  and 
science,  by  the  tortuous  paths  of  ambition,  to  eut  women 
out  of  my  life  entirely,  and  be  a  statesman — cold,  passion- 
less,  faithful  to  the  saint  I  had  loved.  My  thoughts 
went  far  away,  out  of  sight,  while  my  eyes  were  fixed 
on  the  glorious  background'  of  golden  oaks  with  their 
sombre  heads  and  feet  of  bronze. — I  asked  myself 
whether  Henriette's  virtue  had  not  been  mère  ignorance, 
whether  I  were  really  guilty  of  her  death.  I  struggled 
against  the   burthen  of  remorse.     At  last,  one  limpid 
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autumn  day,  under  one  of  heaven's  latest  smiles,  so 
lovely  in  Touraine,  I  read  the  letter  which,  by  her 
instructions,  I  was  not  to  open  before  her  death — and  I 
read  as  folio ws  : — 

Madame  de  Mortsauf  to  the  Vicomte  Félix  de  Vandenesse. 

1  Félix,  friend  too  much  beloved,  I  must  now  open  my 
heart  to  you,  less  to  tell  you  how  well  I  love  you  than 
to  show  you  the  extent  of  your  obligations,  by  revealing 
the  depth  and  severity  of  the  wounds  you  hâve  made  in 
it.  At  this  moment,  when  I  am  dropping,  exhausted  by 
the  fatigues  of  the  journey,  worn  out  by  the  strokes  I 
hâve  received  in  the  nght,  the  woman,  happily,  is  dead, 
the  mother  alone  survives.  You  will  see,  my  dear, 
how  you  were  the  first  cause  of  my  woes.  Though  I 
afterwards  submitted,  not  unwillingly,  to  your  blows,  I 
am  now  dying  of  a  last  wound  inflicted  by  you  ;  but 
there  is  exquisite  delight  in  feeling  oneself  crushed  by 
the  man  one  loves. 

*  Before  long  my  sufferings  will,  no  doubt,  rob  me  of 
my  strength,  so  I  take  advantage  of  the  last  gleam  of 
intelligence  to  implore  you,  once  more,  to  fill  the  place 
towards  my  children  of  the  heart  you  hâve  robbed  them 
of.  If  I  loved  you  less,  I  should  lay  this  charge  on  you 
authoritatively,  but  I  would  rather  leave  you  to  assume 
it  out  of  saintly  repentance,  and  also  as  a  perpétuation  of 
your  love  for  me.  Has  not  our  love  been  always  mingled 
with  repentant  reflections  and  expiatory  fears  ?  And  we 
love  each  other  still,  I  know  it. 

1  Your  fault  is  fatal,  not  so  much  through  your  own 
act  as  through  the  importance  I  hâve  given  it  in  my  own 
heart.  Did  I  not  tell  you  that  I  was  jealous — jealous 
unto  death  ?  Well,  I  am  dying.  Yet,  be  comforted. 
We  hâve  satisfied  human  law.  The  Church,  through 
one  of  its  purest  speakers,  has  assured  me  that  God 
will  show  mercy  to  those  who  hâve  sacrificed  their  natural 
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weakness  to  the  commandments.  So  let  me,  my  beloved, 
tell  you  ail,  for  I  would  not  keep  a  single  thought  from 
you.  What  I  shall  confess  to  God  in  my  last  hour,  you 
too  must  know  who  are  the  king  of  my  heart,  as  He  is 
the  King  of  Heaven. 

c  Until  the  bail  given  to  the  Duc  d'Angoulême,  the 
only  one  I  ever  went  to,  marriage  had  left  me  in  the 
perfect  ignorance  which  gives  a  maiden's  soûl  its  angelic 
beauty.  I  was,  indeed,  a  mother,  but  love  had  given  me 
none  of  its  permitted  pleasures.  How  was  it  that  this 
happened  ?  I  know  not  ;  nor  do  I  know  by  what  law 
everything  in  me  was  changed  in  an  instant.  Do  you  still 
remember  your  kisses  ?  They  mastered  my  life,  they 
burnt  into  my  soûl.  The  fire  in  your  blood  awoke  the 
fire  in  mine  ;  your  youth  became  one  with  my  youth  ; 
your  longing  entered  into  my  heart.  When  I  stood  up 
so  proudly,  I  felt  a  sensation  for  which  I  know  no  word 
in  any  language,  for  children  hâve  found  no  word  to 
express  the  marriage  of  their  eyes  to  the  light,  or  the 
kiss  of  life  on  their  lips.  Yes,  it  was  indeed  the  sound 
that  first  roused  the  écho,  the  light  flashing  in  darkness, 
the  impulse  given  to  the  universe — at  least,  it  was  as 
instantaneous  as  ail  thèse  ;  but  far  more  beautiful,  for 
it  was  life  to  a  soûl  !  I  understood  that  there  was 
in  the  world  something  I  had  never  known,  a  power 
more  glorious  than  thought  ;  that  it  was  ail  thought,  ail 
power,  a  whole  future  in  a  common  émotion.  I  was 
now  no  more  than  half  a  mother.  This  thunderbolt, 
falling  on  my  heart,  flred  the  desires  that  slept  there 
unknown  to  me  ;  I  suddenly  understood  what  my  aunt 
had  meant  when  she  used  to  kiss  my  brow,  and  say, 
"  Poor  Henriette  !  " 

cOn  my  return  to  Clochegourde,  the  spring-time,  the 
first  leaves,  the  scent  of  flowers,  the  pretty  fleecy  clouds, 
the  Indre,  the  sky,  ail  spoke  to  me  in  a  tongue  I  had 
never  yet  understood,  and  which  restored  to  my  soûl 
some  of  the  impetus  you  had  given  to  my  sensés.     If 
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you  hâve  forgotten  those  terrible  kisses,  I  hâve  never 
been  able  to  efface  them  from  my  memory  :  I  am  dying 
of  them  ! 

4  Yes,  every  time  I  hâve  seen  you  since,  you  hâve 
revived  the  impression  ;  I  hâve  thrilled  from  head  to  foot 
when  I  saw  you,  from  the  mère  presentiment  of  your 
coming.  Neither  time  nor  my  firm  détermination  has 
been  able  to  quench  this  insistent  rapture.  I  involuntarily 
wondered,  What  then  must  pleasure  be  ?  Our  exchange 
of  glances,  your  respectful  kisses  on  my  hands,  my  arm 
resting  in  yours,  your  voice  in  its  tender  tones,  in  short, 
the  veriest  trifles  disturbed  me  so  violently  that  a  cloud 
almost  always  darkened  my  sight,  and  the  hum  of  my 
rebellious  blood  sang  in  my  ears.  Oh  !  if  in  those 
moments  when  I  was  colder  to  you  than  ever,  you  had 
taken  me  in  your  arms,  I  should  hâve  died  of  happiness. 
Sometimes  I  hâve  longed  that  you  might  be  over  bold — 
but  prayer  soon  drove  out  that  evil  thought.  Your 
name  spoken  by  my  children  filled  my  heart  with  hotter 
blood  which  mounted  in  a  flush  to  my  face,  and  I 
would  lay  snares  for  poor  little  Madeleine,  to  make  her 
mention  it,  so  dearly  did  I  love  the  surge  of  that 
émotion. 

*  How  can  I  tell  you  ail  ?  Your  writing  had  its 
charms  ;  I  gazed  at  your  letters  as  we  study  a  portrait. 
And  if,  from  that  first  day  you  had  such  a  fateful  power 
over  me,  you  may  imagine,  my  friend,  that  it  must  hâve 
become  infinité  when  you  allowed  me  to  read  to  the 
bottom  of  your  soûl.  What  ecstasy  was  mine  when  I 
found  you  so  pure,  so  perfectly  true,  gifted  with  such 
great  qualities,  capable  of  such  great  things,  and  already 
so  sorely  tried  !  A  man  and  a  child,  timid  and  brave  ! 
What  joy  it  was  to  find  that  we  had  been  dedicated  to 
a  common  suffering  ! 

From  that  evening  when  we  confided  in  each  other, 
to  lose  you  was  death  to  me  ;  I  kept  you  near  me  out 
of  selfishness.     I  was  deeply  touched  to  find  that  Mon- 
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sieur  de  la  Berge  was  certain  that  I  should  die  of  your 
absence  ;  he  then  had  read  my  heart.  He  decided  that 
I  was  indispensable  to  my  children  and  to  the  Count  ; 
he  desired  me  not  to  forbid  you  the  house,  for  I  promised 
him  to  remain  pure  in  deed  and  thought.  "  Thought  is 
involuntary,"  said  he,  "  but  it  may  be  guarded  in  the 
midst  oftorments."  "  If  I  think,"  said  I,  "ail  will  be 
lost  ;  save  me  from  myself  !  He  must  stay  near  me  but 
I  must  remain  virtuous — help  me  !  " 

*  The  good  old  man,  though  most  severe,  was  indulgent 
to  my  honestpurpose  :  "you  can  love  him  as  a  son,  and 
look  forward  to  his  marrying  your  daughter,"  said  he. 

1 1   bravely  took  up  a  life  of  endurance  that  I  might 

not  lose  you,  and  suffered  gladly  when  I  was  sure  that 

we  were  called  to  bear  the  same  burthen.     Ah,  God  ! 

I  remained   neutral,  faithful  to  my  husband,  and  never 

allowing  you,  Félix,  to  take  a  step   in  your  dominion. 

The  frenzy  of  my  passions  reacted  on  my  faculties.     I 

regarded    the    trials    inflicted    on    me   by   Monsieur    de 

Mortsauf  as  expiations,  and  endured  them  with  pride  to 

j  outrage  my  guilty  wishes.     Of  old  I  had  been  prone  to 

I  discontent,  but  after  you  came  to  be  near  us  I  recovered 

j  some  spirit,  which   was  a  satisfaction   to   Monsieur    de 

I  Mortsauf.     But  for  the  strength  you  lent  me  I  should 

1  long  ago  hâve  sunk  under  the  inward  life  I  hâve  told  you 

I  of.  Yes,  you  hâve  counted  for  much  in  the  doing  of 
!my  duty.     It  is  the  same  with  regard  to  the  children; 

II  felt  I  had  robbed  them  of  something,  and  I  feared  I 
•could  never  do  enough  for  them.  Henceforth  my  life 
a|was  one  continued  anguish  that  I  cherished.  Feeling 
rjmyself  less  a  mother,  less  a  faithful  wife,  remorse  made 

lits  abode  in  my  heart,  and  for  fear  of  failing  in  my 
iputies  I  constantly  overdid  them.  Hence,  to  save  my- 
iself,  I  set  Madeleine  between  us,  intending  you  for  each 
rbther,  and  thus  raising  a  barrier  between  you  and  me. 
I\n  unavailing  barrier  !  Nothing  could  repress  the  stress 
>f  feeling  you  gave  me.     Absent  or  présent  your  power 
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was  the  same.  I  loved  Madeleine  more  than  Jacques, 
because  Madeleine  was  to  be  yours. 

'Still,  I  could  not  yield  to  my  daughter  without  a 
struggle  ;  I  told  myself  that  I  was  but  twenty-eight 
when  I  first  met  you,  and  that  you  were  nearly  twenty- 
two.  I  abridged  distances,  I  ahowed  myself  to  indulge 
false  hopes.  Oh,  my  dear  Félix,  I  make  this  confession 
to  spare  you  some  remorse  ;  partly,  perhaps,  to  show 
you  that  I  was  not  insensible,  that  our  sufFerings  in  love 
were  cruelly  equalised,  and  that  Arabella  was  in  nothing 
my  superior.  I  too  was  one  of  those  daughters  of  the 
fallen  race  whom  men  love  so  well. 

'There  was  a  time  when  the  conflict  was  so  fearful 
that  I  wept  ail  the  night,  and  night  after  night  ;  my 
hair  fell  out — you  hâve  that  hair  !  You  remember 
Monsieur  de  Mortsaufs  illness.  Your  magnanimity  at 
that  time,  far  from  raising  me,  made  me  fall  lower. 
Alas  !  there  was  a  time  when  I  longed  to  throw  myself 
into  your  arms  as  the  reward  of  so  much  heroism  ;  but 
that  madness  was  brief.  I  laid  itat  the  footstool  of  God 
during  that  Mass  which  you  refused  to  attend.  Then 
Jacques'  illness  and  Madeleine's  ill  health  seemed  to  me 
as  threats  from  God,  who  was  trying  thus  to  recall  the 
erring  sheep.  And  your  love  for  that  Englishwoman., 
natural  as  it  was,  revealed  to  me  secrets  of  which  I  knew 
nothing  ;  I  loved  you  more  than  I  knew  I  did.  I  lost 
sight  of  Madeleine. 

cThe  constant  agitations  of  this  storm-tossed  life, 
the  efforts  I  made  to  subdue  myself  with  no  help 
but  that  of  religion,  hâve  laid  the  seeds  of  the  dis- 
ease  I  am  dying  of.  That  dreadful  blow  brought 
on  attacks  of  which  I  would  say  nothing.  I  saw  in 
death  the  only  possible  conclusion  to  this  unrevealed 
tragedy. 

1 1  lived  a  whole  life  of  passion,  jealousy,  fury,  during 
the  two  months  between  the  news  given  me  by  my 
mother  of  your  connection  with  Lady  Dudley  and  your 
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arrivai  hère.  I  wanted  to  go  to  Paris,  I  thirsted  for 
murder,  I  longed  for  the  death  of  that  woman,  I  was 
insensible  to  the  affection  of  my  children.  Prayer, 
which  until  then  had  been  a  balm  to  me,  had  no  further 
effect  on  my  spirit.  It  was  jealousy  that  made  the 
breach  through  which  death  entered  in.  Still,  I  main- 
tained  a  placid  front  ;  yes,  that  time  of  conflict  was  a 
secret  between  God  and  me. 

'  When  I  was  quite  sure  that  I  was  as  much  loved  by 
you  as  you  were  by  me,  and  that  it  was  nature  only  and 
not  your  heart  that  had  made  you  faithless,  I  longed  to 
live — but  it  was  too  late.  God  had  taken  me  under 
His  protection,  in  pity  no  doubt  for  a  being  true  to 
herseîf,  true  to  Him,  whose  sufferings  had  so  constantly 
brought  her  to  the  gâtes  of  the  sanctuary.  My  best- 
beloved,  God  has  judged  me,  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf 
will  no  doubt  forgive  me,  but  you — will  you  be  merciful? 
Will  you  listen  to  the  voice  which  at  this  moment 
reaches  you  from  my  tomb  ?  Will  you  make  good  the 
disasters  for  which  we  both  are  responsible — you,  per- 
haps,  less  than  I  ?  You  know  what  I  would  ask  of  you. 
Be  to  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  what  a  Sister  of  Charity  is 
to  a  sick  man  :  listen  to  him,  love  him, — no  one  will 
love  him.  Stand  between  him  and  his  children  as  I  hâve 
always  done. 

cThe  task  will  not  be  a  long  one.  Jacques  will  soon 
leave  home  to  live  in  Paris  with  his  grandfather,  and  you 
hâve  promised  to  guide  him  among  the  rocks  of  the 
world.  As  to  Madeleine,  she  will  marry  ;  would  that 
she  might  some  day  accept  you  !  She  is  ail  myself,  and 
she  is  also  strong  in  the  will  that  I  lack,  in  the  energy 
needed  in  the  companion  of  a  man  whose  career  must 
carry  him  through  the  storms  of  political  life  ;  she  is 
clever  and  clear-sighted.  If  your  destinies  were  united 
she  would  be  happier  than  her  mother  has  been.  By 
acquiring  a  right  to  carry  on  my  work  at  Clochegourde 
you  would  wipe  out  such  errors  as  hâve  been  insufflciently 
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atoned  for,  though  forgiven  in  Heaven  and  on  earth,  for 
he  is  generous  and  will  forgive. 

4 1  am  still  egotistical,  you  see  ;  but  is  not  that  a  proof 
of  overweening  love  ?  I  want  you  to  love  me  in  those 
that  belong  to  me.  Never  having  been  yours  by  right, 
I  bequeath  to  you  my  cares  and  duties.  If  you  will  not 
marry  Madeleine,  at  least  you  will  secure  the  repose  of 
my  soûl  by  making  Monsieur  de  Mortsauf  as  happy  as  it 
is  possible  for  him  to  be. 

4  Farewell,  dear  son  of  my  heart  ;  this  is  a  perfectly 
rational  leave-taking,  still  full  of  life  ;  the  adieux  of  a 
soûl  on  which  you  hâve  bestowed  joys  so  great  that  you 
should  feel  no  remorse  over  the  catastrophe  they  hâve 
led  to.  And  I  say  this  as  I  remember  that  you  love  me  ; 
for  I  am  going  to  the  home  of  rest,  a  victim  to  duty,  and 
— which  makes  me  shudder — I  cannot  go  without  a 
regret  !  God  knows  better  than  I  can  whether  I  hâve 
obeyed  His  holy  laws  in  the  spirit.  I  hâve  often  stumbled, 
no  doubt,  but  I  never  fell,  and  the  most  pressing  cause 
of  my  errors  lay  in  the  temptations  that  surrounded  me. 
The  Lord  will  see  me,  quaking  quite  as  much  as  though 
I  had  yielded. 

4  Once  more  farewell — such  a  farewell  as  I  yesterday 
bade  our  beloved  valley,  in  whose  lap  I  shall  soon  be 
lying,  and  to  which  you  will  often  corne,  will  you  not  ? 

'  Henriette.' 

I  sat,  sunk  in  a  gulf  of  méditations  as  I  hère  saw  the 
unknown  depths  of  her  life  lighted  up  by  this  last  flash. 
The  clouds  of  my  selfishness  vanished.  So  she  had 
suffered  as  much  as  I — more,  since  she  was  dead.  She 
had  believed  that  everybody  else  must  be  kind  to  her 
friend  ;  her  love  had  so  effectually  blinded  her  that  she 
had  never  suspected  her  daughter's  animosity.  This 
last  proof  of  her  affection  was  a  painful  thing  :  poor 
Henriette  wanted  to  give  me  Clochegourde  and  her 
daughter  ! 
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Nathalie,  since  the  dreadful  day  when,  for  the  flrst 
time  I  entered  a  graveyard,  following  the  remains  of 
that  noble  créature,  whom  you  now  know,  the  sun  has 
been  less  warm  and  bright,  the  night  has  been  blacker, 
action  has  been  less  prompt  with  me,  thought  a  greater 
burthen.  We  lay  many  to  rest  under  the  earth,  but 
some  of  them,  especially  dear,  hâve  our  heart  for  their 
winding-sheet,  their  memory  is  perpetually  one  with  its 
throbs  ;  we  think  of  them  as  we  breathe  ;  they  dwell  in 
us  by  a  beautiful  law  of  metempsychosis  peculiar  to  love. 
There  is  a  soûl  within  my  soûl.  When  I  do  any  good 
thing,  when  I  speak  a  noble  word,  it  is  that  soûl  which 
speaks  and  acts  ;  ail  that  is  good  in  me  émanâtes  from 
that  tomb  as  from  a  lily  whose  scent  embalms  the 
air.  Mockery,  evil  speaking,  ail  you  blâme  in  me,  is 
myself. 

And  now,  when  a  cloud  dims  my  eyes  and  they  look 
up  to  Heaven  after  long  resting  on  the  earth,  when  my 
lips  make  no  response  to  your  words  or  your  kindness, 
do  not  henceforth  ask  me,  '  What  are  you  thinking 
about  ?  ' 

Dear  Nathalie,  I  had  ceased  writing  for  some  little 
time  ;  thèse  réminiscences  had  agitated  me  too  painfully. 
I  must  now  relate  the  events  that  followed  on  this 
misfortune.  They  can  be  told  in  a  few  words.  When 
a  life  consists  only  of  action  and  stir  it  is  soon  recorded  ; 
but  when  it  is  spent  in  the  loftiest  régions  of  the  soûl 
the  story  must  be  diffuse. 

Henriette's  letter  showed  me  one  bright  star  of  hope. 
In  this  tremendous  shipwreck  I  saw  an  island  I  might 
reach. — To  live  at  Clochegourde  with  Madeleine,  and 
dévote  my  life  to  her  was  a  lot  to  satisfy  ail  the  ideas 
that  tossed  my  soûl  ;  but  I  must  flrst  learn  Madeleine's 
true  opinions.  I  had  to  take  leave  of  the  Count  ;  I  went 
to  Clochegourde  to  call  on  him,  and  met  him  on  the 
terrace.     There  we  walked  together  for  some  time. 

At  fîrst  he  spoke  of  his  wife  as  a  man  who  understood 
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the  extent  of  his  loss,  and  ail  the  ruin  it  had  wrought  in 
his  home  life.  But  after  that  first  cry  of  sorrow,  he  was 
evidently  more  anxious  about  the  future  than  about  the 
présent.  He  was  afraid  of  his  daughter,  who  was  not, 
he  said,  so  gentle  as  her  mother.  Madeleine's  firm 
temper  and  a  tinge  of  something  heroical,  mingling  in 
her  with  her  mother's  gracious  nature,  terri fied  the  old 
man,  accustomed  as  he  was  to  Henriette's  tender  kind- 
ness  ;  he  foresaw  meeting  a  will  which  nothing  could 
bend.  Still,  what  comforted  him  in  his  loss  was  the  cer- 
tainty  of  joining  his  wife  ère  long  ;  the  agitations  and 
grief  of  the  last  few  days  had  increased  his  malady  and 
brought  on  his  old  pains  ;  the  conflict  he  foresaw  between 
his  authority  as  the  father,  and  his  daughter's  as  the  mis- 
tress,  of  the  house,  would  fill  his  last  days  with  bitterness, 
for  in  cases  where  he  could  contend  with  his  wife  he 
would  hâve  to  give  way  to  his  child.  And  then  his  son 
would  go  away,  his  daughter  would  marry — what  sort  of 
son-in-law  should  he  hâve  ? 

In  the  course  of  an  hour,  while  he  talked  of  nothing 
but  himself,  claiming  my  friendship  for  his  wife's  sake,  I 
clearly  saw  before  me  the  grandiose  figure  of  the  émigré^ 
one  of  the  most  impressive  types  of  our  century.  In 
appearance  he  was  frail  and  broken,  but  life  still  clung 
to  him  by  reason  of  his  simple  habits  and  agricultural 
occupations. 

At  this  moment,  when  I  write,  he  still  lives. 

Though  Madeleine  could  see  us  pacing  the  terrace, 
she  did  not  corne  down  ;  she  came  out  to  the  steps  and 
went  in  again  several  times,  to  mark  her  disdain  of  me. 
I  seized  a  moment  when  she  had  corne  out,  to  beg  the 
Count  to  go  up  to  the  house  ;  I  wanted  to  speak  to  Made- 
leine, and  I  made  a  pretext  of  a  last  request  left  by  the 
Countess  ;  I  had  no  other  way  of  seeing  her,  and  the 
Count  went  to  fetch  her,  and  left  us  together  on  the 
terrace. 

4  Dear  Madeleine,'  said  I,  c  I  must  speak  a  word  with 
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you.  Was  it  not  hère  that  your  mother  used  to  listen 
to  me  when  she  had  less  to  blâme  me  for  than  the  cir- 
cumstances  of  her  life  ?  My  life  and  happiness  are,  as 
you  know,  bound  up  with  this  spot,  and  you  banish  me 
by  the  coldness  you  hâve  assumed  instead  of  the  brotherly 
regard  which  used  to  unité  us,  and  which  death  has  made 
closer  by  a  common  sorrow.  Dear  Madeleine,  for  you  I 
would  this  instant  give  my  life  without  any  hope  of 
reward,  without  your  knowing  it  even,  forso  truly  do  we 
love  the  children  of  the  women  who  hâve  been  good  to 
us  in  their  lifetime — you  know  nothing  of  the  scheme 
which  your  adored  mother  had  cherished  for  the  last 
seven  years,  and  which  may  perhaps  affect  your  views — 
but  I  will  take  no  advantage  of  that  !  Ail  I  beseech  of 
you  is  that  you  will  not  deprive  me  of  the  right  of  coming 
to  breathe  the  air  on  this  terrace,  and  to  wait  till  time 
has  modified  your  ideas  of  social  life.  At  this  moment  I 
would  not  shock  them  for  the  world.  I  respect  the  grief 
that  misleads  you,  for  it  deprives  me  too  of  the  power  of 
judging  fairly  of  the  position  in  which  I  find  myself. 
The  saint  who  is  now  watching  over  us  will  approve  of 
the  reserve  I  maintain  when  I  only  ask  you  to  remain 
neutral,  as  between  your  own  feelings  and  me. 

4 1  love  you  too  truly,  in  spite  of  the  aversion  you 
show  for  me,  to  lay  a  proposai  before  the  Count,  which 
he  would  hail  with  eager  satisfaction.  Be  free.  But 
by  and  by,  consider  that  you  will  never  know  anybody 
in  the  world  so  well  as  you  know  me,  that  no  man  can 
bear  in  his  heart  feelings  more  devoted ' 

So  far  Madeleine  had  listened  with  downcast  eyes,  but 
she  stopped  me  with  a  gesture. 

1  Monsieur,'  said  she  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  agita- 
tion, '  I,  too,  know  ail  your  mind.  But  I  can  never 
change  in  feeling  towards  you,  and  I  would  rather  drown 
myself  in  the  Indre  than  unité  myself  with  you.  Of 
myself  I  will  not  speak,  but  if  my  mother's  name  can 
still  influence  you,  in  her  name  I  beg  you  never  to  corne 
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to  Clochegourde  so  long  as  I  am  hère.  The  mère  sight 
of  you  occasions  me  such  distress  as  I  cannot  describe, 
and  I  shall  never  get  over  it.' 

She  bowed  to  me  with  much  dignity,  and  went  up  to 
the  house,  never  looking  back  ;  as  rigid  as  her  mother 
had  been  once,  and  once  only,  and  quite  pitiless.  The 
girl's  clear  sight  had,  though  only  of  late,  seen  to  the 
bottom  of  her  mother's  heart,  and  her  hatred  of  the  man 
who  seemed  to  her  so  fatal  was  increased  perhaps  by 
some  regret  at  her  own  innocent  complicity. 

Hère  was  an  impassable  gulf.  Madeleine  hated  me 
without  choosing  to  ascertain  whether  I  was  the  cause  or 
the  victim  of  her  griefs  ;  and  she  would,  I  dare  say,  hâve 
hated  both  her  mother  and  me  if  we  had  been  happy. 
So  this  fair  castle  of  promised  happiness  was  in  ruins. 

I  alone  was  ever  to  know  the  whole  life  of  this  noble 
unknown  woraan,  I  alone  was  in  the  secret  of  her  feel- 
ings.  I  alone  had  studied  her  soûl  in  its  complète 
grandeur.  Neither  her  mother,  nor  her  father,  nor  her 
husband,  nor  her  children  had  understood  her. 

It  is  a  strange  thing  !  I  can  turn  over  that  pile  of 
ashes,  and  take  pleasure  in  spreading  them  before  you  ; 
we  may  ail  find  among  them  something  of  what  has 
been  dearest  to  us.  How  many  families  hâve  their  Hen- 
riette !  How  many  noble  créatures  départ  from  earth 
without  having  met  with  an  intelligent  friend  to  tell 
their  story,  and  to  sound  their  hearts,  and  measure  their 
depth  and  height  !  This  is  human  life  in  its  stern 
reality  ;  and  often  mothers  know  no  more  of  their 
children  than  the  children  know  of  them.  And  it  is  the 
same  with  married  couples,  lovers,  brothers  and  sisters. 
Could  I  foresee  that  the  day  would  corne  when,  over  my 
father's  grave,  I  should  go  to  law  with  Charles  de  Van- 
denesse,  the  brother  to  whose  advancement  I  had  so 
largely  contributed  ?  Good  Heavens  !  How  much 
may  be  learnt  from  the  simplest  taie  ! 

When  Madeleine  had  disappeared  into  the  house  I  came 
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away  heart-broken,  took  leave  of  my  hospitable  friends, 
and  set  out  for  Paris  along  the  right  bank  of  the  Indre — 
the  road  by  which  I  had  come  down  the  valley  for  the 
first  time.  I  was  sad  enough  as  I  rode  through  the  vil- 
lage of  Pont  de  Ruan.  And  yet  I  was  now  rich  ;  political 
life  smiled  upon  me  ;  I  was  no  longer  the  weary  way- 
farer  of  1814.  Then  my  heart  had  been  full  of  desires, 
now  my  eyes  were  full  of  tears  ;  then  I  had  to  fill  up  my 
life,  now  I  felt  it  a  désert.  I  was  still  quite  young — 
nine-and-twenty — and  my  heart  was  crushed.  A  few 
years  had  been  enough  to  rob  the  landscape  of  its  pris- 
tine  glory,  and  to  disgust  me  with  life.  You  may  con- 
ceive  then  of  my  émotion  when,  on  looking  back,  I 
discerned  Madeleine  on  the  terrace. 

Wholly  possessed  by  absorbing  sorrow,  I  never  thought 
of  the  end  of  my  journey.  Lady  Dudley  was  far  from 
my  mind,  when  I  found  that  I  had  unconsciously  entered 
her  courtyard.  The  blunder  once  made,  I  could  but  act 
it  out. 

My  habits  in  the  house  were  quite  marital  ;  I  went 
upstairs,  gloomy  in  anticipation  of  a  vexatious  rupture. 
If  you  hâve  ever  understood  the  character  of  Lady  Dudley 
you  can  imagine  how  disconcerted  I  felt  when  her  butler 
showed  me,  as  I  was,  in  travelling  dress,  into  a  drawing- 
room  where  she  sat  splendidly  dressed  with  a  party  of 
five  visitors.  Lord  Dudley,  one  of  the  most  noteworthy 
of  English  statesmen,  was  standing  in  front  of  the  fire — 
elderly,  starch,  arrogant,  cold,  with  the  satirical  expression 
he  must  wear  in  the  House  ;  he  smiled  on  hearing  my 
name.  With  their  mother  were  Arabella's  two  boys, 
astonishingly  like  de  Marsay,  one  of  the  nobleman's 
natural  sons,  who  was  sitting  on  the  sofa  by  the 
Marchioness. 

Arabella,  as  soon  as  she  saw  me,  assumed  a  lofty  air, 
and  stared  at  my  travelling  cap  as  if  she  were  on  the 
point  of  inquiring  what  had  brought  me  to  see  her. 
She  looked  at  me  from  head  to  foot,  as  she  might  hâve 
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done  at  some  country  squire  just  introduced  to  her.  As 
to  our  intimacy,  our  eternal  passion,  her  vows  that  she 
must  die  if  I  ever  ceased  to  love  her — ail  the  phantasma- 
goria  of  Armida — it  had  vanished  like  a  dream.  I  had 
never  held  her  hand,  I  was  a  stranger,  she  did  not 
know  me  ! 

I  was  startled,  in  spite  of  the  diplomatie  coolness  I  was 
beginning  to  acquire  ;  and  any  man  in  my  place  would 
hâve  been  no  less  so.  De  Marsay  smiled  as  he  looked 
at  his  boots,  examining  them  with  obvious  significancy. 

I  made  up  my  mind  at  once.  From  any  other  woman 
I  would  hâve  submissively  accepted  my  discomflture  ;  but 
enraged  at  finding  this  heroine,  who  was  to  die  of  love, 
alive  and  well,  after  laughing  to  scorn  the  woman  who 
had  died,  I  determined  to  meet  insolence  with  insolence. 
She  knew  of  Lady  Brandon's  wreck  ;  to  remind  her  of 
it  would  be  to  stab  her  to  the  heart,  even  if  it  should  turn 
the  edge  of  the  dagger. 

'  Madame,'  said  I,  l  you  will  forgive  me  for  coming 
to  you  in  so  cavalier  a  manner,  when  I  tell  you  that  I 
hâve  this  instant  arrived  from  Touraine,  and  that  Lady 
Brandon  gave  me  a  message  for  you  which  allows  of  no 
delay.  I  feared  I  might  find  that  you  had  started  for 
Lancashire  ;  but  since  you  are  not  leaving  Paris,  I  await 
your  orders  at  the  hour  when  you  will  condescend  to 
receive  me.' 

She  bowed,  and  I  left  the  room. 

From  that  day  I  hâve  never  seen  her  excepting  in 
company,  where  we  exchange  friendly  bows,  with  some- 
times  a  repartee.  I  rally  her  about  the  inconsolable  women 
of  Lancashire,  and  she  retorts  about  the  Frenchwomen 
who  do  crédit  to  their  broken  hearts  by  attacks  of 
dyspepsia.  Thanks  to  her  good  offices  I  hâve  a  mortal 
foe  in  de  Marsay,  whom  she  makes  much  of  ;  and  I,  in 
return,  say  she  has  married  father  and  son. 

Thus  my  disaster  was  complète. 

I  took  up  the  plan  of  life  I  had  decided  on  during  my 
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retirement  at  Sache.  I  threw  myself  into  hard  work, 
I  took  up  science,  literature,  and  politics.  On  the 
accession  of  Charles  x.,  who  abolished  the  post  I  had 
filled  under  the  late  King,  I  made  diplomacy  my  career. 
From  that  hour  I  vowed  never  to  pay  any  attention  to 
a  woman,  however  beautiful,  witty,  or  affectionate  she 
might  be.  This  conduct  was  a  wonderful  success.  I 
gained  incredible  peace  of  mind,  great  powers  of  work, 
and  I  learnt  that  women  waste  men's  lives  and  think 
they  hâve  indemnified  them  by  a  few  gracious  words. 

However,  ail  my  fine  resolutions  hâve  come  to  nothing 
— you  know  how  and  why. 

Dearest  Nathalie,  in  relating  my  whole  life  without 
reserve  or  concealment,  as  I  should  to  myself,  in  con- 
fessing  to  you  feelings  in  which  you  had  no  part,  I 
may  perhaps  hâve  vexed  some  tender  spot  of  your  jealous 
and  sensitive  heart.  But  what  would  infuriate  a  vulgar 
woman  will  be,  to  you,  I  am  sure,  a  fresh  reason  for 
loving  me.  The  noblest  women  hâve  a  sublime  part  to 
play  towards  sufFering  and  aching  soûls,  that  of  the  Sister 
of  Mercy  who  dresses  their  wounds,  of  the  mother  who 
forgives  her  children.  Nor  are  artists  and  poets  the  only 
sufFerers.  Men  who  live  for  their  country,  for  the 
future  of  nations,  as  they  widen  the  circle  of  their 
passions  and  their  thoughts,  often  find  themselves  in 
cruel  solitude.  They  long  to  feel  that  by  their  side  is 
some  pure  and  devoted  love.  Believe  me,  they  will 
know  its  greatness  and  its  value. 

To-morrow  I  shall  know  whether  I  hâve  made  a 
mistake  in  loving  you. 
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To  Monsieur  le  Comte  Félix  de  Vandenesse. 

1  Dear  Count,  you  received  as  you  tell  me,  a  letter 
from  poor  Madame  de  Mortsauf  which  has  been  of  some 
use  in  guiding  you  through  the  world,  a  letter  to  which 
you  owe  your  high  fortunes.  Allow  me  to  finish  your 
éducation. 

*  I  implore  you  to  divest  yourself  of  an  odious  habit. 
Do  not  imitate  certain  widows  who  are  always  talking 
of  their  first  husband  and  throwing  the  virtues  of  the 
dear  departed  in  the  teeth  of  the  second.  I,  dear  Count, 
am  a  Frenchwoman  ;  I  should  wish  to  marry  the  whole 
of  the  man  I  loved  ;  now  I  really  cannot  marry  Madame 
de  Mortsauf. 

4  After  reading  your  narrative  with  the  attention  it 
deserves, — and  you  know  what  interest  I  feel  in  you — 
it  strikes  me  that  you  must  hâve  bored  Lady  Dudley 
very  considerably  by  holding  up  to  her  Madame  de 
MortsauPs  perfections,  while  deeply  wounding  the 
Countess  by  expatiating  on  the  various  resources  of 
English  love-making.  You  hâve  now  failed  in  tact 
towards  me,  a  poor  créature  who  can  boast  of  no  merit 
but  that  of  having  attracted  your  liking  ;  you  hâve 
implied  that  I  do  not  love  you  as  much  as  either 
Henriette  or  Arabella.  I  confess  my  deficiencies.  I 
know  them  ;  but  why  make  me  feel  them  so  cruelly  ? 

c  Shall  I  tell  you  whom  I  pity  ? — The  fourth  woman 
you  may  love.  She  will  inevitably  be  required  to  hold 
her  own  against  three  predecessors  ;  so,  in  your  interest 
as  much  as  in  hers,  I  must  warn  you  against  the  périls 
of  your  memory. 

'  I  renounce  the  laborious  honour  of  loving  you.  I 
should  require  too  many  Catholic  or  Anglican  virtues, 
and  I  hâve  no  taste  for  fighting  ghosts.     The  virtues  of 
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the  Virgin  of  Clochegourde  would  reduce  the  most  self- 
confident  woman  to  despair  ;  and  your  dashing  horse- 
woman  discourages  the  boldest  dreams  of  happiness.  Do 
what  she  may,  no  woman  can  hope  to  give  you  satisfac- 
tion in  proportion  to  her  ambition.  Neither  heart  nor 
sensés  can  ever  triumph  over  your  réminiscences.  You 
hâve  forgotten  that  we  often  ride  out  together.  I  hâve 
not  succeeded  in  warming  up  the  sun  that  was  chilled 
by  your  Henriette's  decease  ;  you  would  shiver  by  my 
side. 

1  My  friend — for  you  will  always  be  my  friend — beware 
of  repeating  thèse  confidences  which  strip  your  dis- 
enchantment  bare,  dishearten  love,  and  compel  a  woman 
to  doubt  her  powers.  Love,  my  dear  friend,  lives  on 
mutual  trustfulness.  The  woman  who,  before  she  says  a 
word  or  mounts  her  horse,  stops  to  ask  herself  whether 
a  heavenly  Henriette  did  not  speak  better,  or  a  horse- 
woman  like  Arabella  did  not  display  more  grâce,  that 
woman,  take  my  word  for  it,  will  hâve  a  trembling 
tongue  and  knees. 

1  You  made  me  wish  that  I  might  receive  some  of 
your  intoxicating  nosegays — but  you  say  you  will  make 
no  more.  Thus  it  is  with  a  hundred  things  you  no 
longer  dare  do,  with  thoughts  and  enjoyments  which 
can  never  again  be  yours.  No  woman,  be  very  sure, 
would  choose  to  dwell  in  your  heart  elbowing  the 
corpse  you  cherish  there. 

4  You  beseech  me  to  love  you  out  of  Christian  charity. 
I  could,  I  own,  do  much  out  of  charity — everything  but 
love. 

4  You  are  sometimes  dull  and  tiresome  ;  you  dignify 
your  gloom  by  the  name  of  melancholy,  well  and  good  ; 
but  it  is  intolérable,  and  fills  the  woman  who  loves  you 
with  cruel  anxieties.  I  hâve  corne  across  that  saint's  tomb 
too  often  standing  between  us  ;  I  hâve  reflected,  and  I 
hâve  concluded  that  I  hâve  no  wish  to  die  like  her.  If 
you  exasperated   Lady   Dudley,  a  woman   of  the  fîrst 
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distinction,  I,  who  hâve  not  her  furious  passions,  fear  I 
should  even  sooner  grow  cold. 

1  Put  love  out  of  the  question  as  between  you  and  me, 
since  you  no  longer  find  happiness  but  with  the  dead, 
and  let  us  be  friends  ;  I  am  willing. 

4  Why,  my  dear  Count,  you  began  by  loving  an 
adorable  woman,  a  perfect  mistress,  who  undertook  to 
make  your  fortune,  who  procured  you  a  peerage,  who 
loved  you  to  distraction — and  you  made  her  die  of  grief! 
Why,  nothing  can  be  more  monstrous.  Among  the 
most  ardent  and  the  most  luckless  youths  who  drag  their 
ambitions  over  the  pavements  of  Paris,  is  there  one  who 
would  not  hâve  behaved  himself  for  ten  years  to  obtain 
half  the  favours  which  you  failed  to  recognise  ?  When 
a  man  is  so  beloved,  what  more  does  he  want  ? 

£  Poor  woman  !  she  suffered  much  ;  and  you,  when 
you  hâve  made  a  few  sentimental  speeches,  think  you 
hâve  paid  your  debt  over  her  bier.  This,  no  doubt,  is 
the  prize  that  awaits  my  affection  for  you.  Thank  you, 
dear  Count,  but  I  désire  no  rival  on  either  side  of  the 
grave. 

c  When  a  man  has  such  a  crime  on  his  conscience,  the 
least  he  can  do  is  not  to  tell  ! 

c  I  asked  you  a  foolish  question  ;  it  was  in  my  part  as 
a  woman,  a  daughter  of  Eve.  It  was  your  part  to 
calculate  the  results  of  the  answer.  You  ought  to  hâve 
deceived  me  ;  I  should  hâve  thanked  you  for  it  later. 
Hâve  you  understood  wherein  lies  the  merit  of  men 
who  are  liked  by  women  ?  Do  you  not  perceive  how 
magnanimous  they  are  when  they  swear  that  they  hâve 
never  loved  before,  that  this  is  their  first  love  ?  Your 
programme  is  impossible.  Lady  Dudley  and  Madame 
de  Mortsauf  in  one  !  Why,  my  dear  friend,  you  might 
as  well  try  to  combine  fire  and  water.  Do  you  know 
nothing  of  women  ?  They  are  as  they  are  ;  they  must 
hâve  the  defects  of  their  qualifies. 

c  You  met  Lady  Dudley  too  soon  to  appreciate  her, 
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and  the  evil  you  say  of  her  seems  to  me  the  revenge  of 
your  wounded  vanity  ;  you  understood  Madame  de 
Mortsauf  too  late  ;  you  punished  each  for  not  being  the 
other  ;  what  then  would  become  of  me,  being  neither 
one  nor  the  other  ? 

c  I  like  you  well  enough  to  hâve  reflected  very  seriously 
on  your  future  prospects.  Your  look,  as  of  the  Knight 
of  the  Rueful  Countenance,  has  always  interested  me,  and 
I  believe  in  the  constancy  of  melancholy  men,  but  I  did 
not  know  that  you  had  begun  your  career  in  the  world 
by  killing  the  loveliest  and  most  virtuous  of  women. 
Well,  I  hâve  been  considering  what  remains  for  you  to 
do  ;  I  hâve  thought  it  out.  I  think  you  had  better 
marry  some  Mrs.  Shandy,  who  will  know  nothing  of 
love  or  passion,  who  will  never  trouble  her  head  about 
Lady  Dudley  or  Madame  de  Mortsauf,  nor  about  those 
spells  of  dulness  which  you  call  melancholy — when  you 
are  as  amusing  as  a  rainy  day — and  who  will  be  the 
worthy  Sister  of  Charity  you  long  for. 

1  As  to  love — thrilling  at  a  word,  knowing  how  to 
wait  for  happiness,  how  to  give  and  take  it,  feeling  the 
myriad  storms  of  passion,  making  common  cause  with 
the  little  vanities  of  the  woman  you  love — my  dear 
Count,  give  it  up.  You  hâve  followed  the  advice  of 
your  good  angel  too  exactly  ;  you  hâve  avoided  young 
women  so  effectually  that  you  know  nothing  about 
them.  Madame  de  Mortsauf  was  wise  in  getting  you 
to  a  front  place  at  once  ;  every  woman  would  hâve  been 
against  you,  and  you  would  never  hâve  got  one.  It  is 
too  late  now  to  begin  your  training,  and  to  learn  to  say 
the  things  we  like  to  hear,  to  be  noble  at  appropriate 
moments,  to  worship  our  triviality  when  we  hâve  a  fancy 
to  be  trivial.  We  are  not  such  simpletons  as  you  think 
us.  When  we  love,  we  set  the  man  of  our  choice  above 
ail  else.  Anything  that  shakes  our  faith  in  our  own 
supremacy  shakes  our  love.  By  flattering  us,  you  flatter 
yourselves. 
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